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ACT I. SCENE 1. 

A Street in Rome. 
Enter Flavius, Marullus, and certain Commoners. 

Fl a v i us. 

jENCE; home, you idle creatures, get 
you home * 
Is this a holiday ? what I know you nor, 
Bfcing mechanical, you ought not walk. 
Upon a labouring day, without the 6gii 
Of your pyofemori ? fpeak, what trade art thou ? 
Car. Why, Sir, a carpenter. 
Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule ? 
What doft thou witli thy bed apparel on? 
You, Sir, ^— What trade are you ? 

Cob. Truly, Sir, in refpefl: of a fine workman, I 
am but, as you would fay, a cobler. 

Mar. But what trade art thou ? anfwer me diredlly. 
Cob. A trade, Sir, that, I hope, I may uie witli 
a fafe confeience j which is, indeed, Sir, a mender 
of bad foals. 

B 2 J%« 
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Julius CisAR. 

Flav. What trade, thou knave? thou naughty 
knave* what trade ? 

Cob. Nay, I befeech you, Sir, be not out with 
me : yet if you be out, Sir, I can mend you. 

Flav. What mean'ft thou by that ? mend me, thou 
faucy fellow ? 

Cob. Why, Sir, cobble you. 
Flav. Thou art a cobler, art thou ? 
Cob. Truly, Sir, all, that I live by, is the awl: I 
meddle with no trade/men's matters, nor woman's 
matters ; but with-all, I am, indeed, Sir, a furgeon 
to old fhoes ; when they are in great danger, I re- 
cover them. As proper men as ever trod upon neats- 
leather have gone upon my handy- work. 

Flav. But wherefore are not in thy (hop to day ? 
Why doft thou lead thefe men about the ftrcets ? 

Cob. " Truly* Sir, to wear.out their (hoes, to get 
" myfelf into more work." But, indeed, Sir, we 
malce holiday to fee C*far % and to rejoice in his 
triumph. * 

Mar. Wherefore rejoice! — what conqueft brings 
he home? 
What tributaries follow him to Rome, 
To grace in captive bonds his chariot-wheels ? 
You blocks, you (tones, you worfe than fenfelefs things! 
O you hard hearts! you cruel men of Rome! 
Knew you not Pompey ? many a time and oft 
Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements, 
To Towers and windows, yea, to chimney tops, 
Your infants in your arms; and there have fate 
The live-long day with patient expectation, 
To fee great Pompey pafs the ftreets of Rome: 
And when you faw his chariot but appear, 
Have you not made an univerfal fhout, ' 
That Vyber trembled underneath his banks 
To hear the replication of your founds, 
Made in his concave fhores ? 

And 
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And do you now put on your beft attire ? 
And do you now cull out an holiday ? 
And do you now ftrew flowers in his way f 
That comes in triumph over Pompey** blood ? 
Be gone - 

Run to your houfes, fall upon your knees, 
Pray to the Gods, to intermit the plague, 
That needs muft light on this ingratitude. 

Flav. Go, go, good countrymen, and for that fault 
Affemble all the poor men of your fort * 
Draw them to Tyber'% bank, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, 'till the lowed ftreatn 
Do kifs the moft exalted Ihores of all. 

[Exewa Commoners. 
See, wheVe their bafeft mettle be not raov'd ; 
They vanifli toqgue-ty'd in their guiltinefs. 
Go you down that way tow'rds the Capitol* 
This way will I ; difrobe the images, 
If you do find them * deck'd with ceremonies 

Mar. May we do fb ? 
You know it is the feaft of Lufercd. 

Flav. It is no matter, let no images 
Be hung with Carfares trophies ; I'll about, 
And drive away the vulgar from the ftrects : 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
Thefe growing feathers, pluckt from C*far>% wing, 
Will make him .fly an ordinary pitch ; 
Who elfc would ■ foar above the view of men, 
And keep us all in fervile fearfalnefs. [Bxmni fwefally. 

* — decked with ceremonies.'] Ceremonies, for religious orna- 
ments. Thus afterwards he explains them by C*f*r*s trofbus ; 
i. e. fitch as he had dedicated to the Gods. 

i f oar above the view of men,] Paterculus fays of this 

Cafar, animofuper bumanam &f naturam &f fidem evefius, which 
is finely expretied, if we underftand it to fignify that be afpirmd to 
a power that was contrary to the rights of nature, and to the 
duty and goodfaUb be owed bis country. 

Vol. VH. B3 SCENE 
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Julius Cjesa*. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Gefar, Antony, for the Courfe, Calphurnia, 
Portia, Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Caflius, Cafca, a 
Sootbfayer. 

Gef Calphurnia^ - 

Cafe. Peace, ho! Cafar fpeaks. 

Gef Calphurnia^ n ■ 

Calp. Here, my lord. 

Caf. Stand you dire&ly in Antonius* way, 
When he doth run his Coyir(t---~AntomuSt 

Ant. Gefar, my lord. 
. Gef Forget not in your fpeed, Antonius, 
To touch Calphurnia; for our Elders lay, 
The barren, touched in this holy chafe, 
Shake off their ftcril curie. 

Ant. I (hall remember. 
yfhenGefar fays, do this ; it is perform'd. 

Gef. Set on, and leave no ceremony out. 

Sooth. Cafar, ■ ■ 

Caf Ha! who calls ? 

Cafe. Bid every noife be ftill: peace yet again. 

Gef. Who is it in the Prcfi, that calls on me ?♦ 
I hear a tongue, fhriller than all the mufick, 
Cry, Cafar. Speak \ Cafar is turn'd to hear. 

Sooth. Beware the Ides of March. 

Gef What man is that ? 

Bru. A foothfayer bids you beware the Ides of 
March. 

Gef Set him before me, let me fee his face. 

Caf Fellow, come from the throng, look upon Cafar. 

Gef What fay'ft thou to me now r Ipeak once again. 

Sooth. Beware the Ides of March. 

Caf He is a dreamer, let us leave him ; pais. 

[ Exeunt Caefar and "Train. 

SCENE 
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SCENE HI. 

Manent Brutus and Caflius. 

Cdf Wrll yorfgo fee the brder 6f the Cburfe? 

Bru. Not \. 

Caf. I pray yd*, dti 

Bru. I am not garfiefcirii ; I d6 Jack fbmfe pari 
Of that quick (pint that is in Antoirj: 
Let me hot hinder,' Caffius, j6ur defirea ; 
I'll leave you. 

Caf Brutus* I do obfirvc ybii no# of life* . 
I have not from yoUr efyc^ that gentlenefS, 
And fhew of love, as I was wont to have ; 
You bear too ftubbbrri and too ff range a hand 
Over your friend that lovds yotr. 

Bru. Caffifis, 
Be not deceiv'd : if I have vell'd my look, 
I turn the trouble of my cotintenancd 
Meerly upon myfclf. Vexed' f am, 
Of late, with paffibns of fbme difference, 
Conceptions only ptoper* tomyfelFj 
Which givefome foil, perhaps 4 , to my behaviour: 
But let not therefore my good friends be griev'd, * 
Among which number, Caffius, be you one j 
Nor coriftrud any farther my negleft, 
Than that po6r Brutus, with himfelf* at war, 
Forgets the (hews of love to other men. 

Caf. Then, Brutus, I have much miftook your 
pafiion j 
By means 1 whereof, this : bteaft of mine Hath buried 
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations. 
Tell me 1 ; good Brutus, can yoQ fee your face? 

Bru. No, Caffius-, for the eye* fees not itfelf> 
But by reflexion from Tome other things,, 

B4 Crfi 
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8 Julius Casar. 

Caf Tisjuft. 
And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 
That you have no fuch mirrors, as wiU turn 
. Your hidden. worthinefs into your eye, 
That you might fee your ihadow. I have heard, 
Where many of the beft refpeft in Rome, 
(Except immortal Cefar) Ipeaking of Brutus, 
And groaning underneath this age's yoak, 
Have wifh'd, that noble Brutus had his eyes. 

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, Caffius* 
That you would have me feek into myfelf, 
For that which is not in me ? 

Caf Therefore, good Brutus, be prepared to hear* 
And fince you know, you cannot fee yourfelf 
So well as by reflexion ; I, your glafs, 
"Will modeftly difcover to yourfelf 
That of yourfelf, which yet you know not of. 
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus: 
"Were I a common laugher, or did ufe 
To ftale with ordinary oaths my love * 
To every new proteftor * if you know, 
That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard, 
And after fcandal them ; or if you know, 
That I profefs myfelf in banqueting 
To all the rout, then hold me dangerous. 

[Flourifh andjhoui. 
Bru. What means this fhouting? I do fear, the 
People 
Chufe Cafar for their King. 
Caf Ay, do you fear it ? 
Then muft I think, you would not have it fo. 

Bru. I would not, CaJJius\ yet 1 love him well; 
But wherefore do you hold me here fo long? 
What is it, that you would impart to me? 
If it be aught toward the general good, 
Set honour in one eye, sind Death i'th* other, 

And 
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* And I will look on Death indifferently : 
For, let the Gods fo fpeed me, as I love 
The name of Honour, more than I fear Death. 
Caf. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus* 
As well as I do know your outward favour. 
Well, Honour is the fubjett of my ftory :— 
I cannot tell, what you and other men 
Think of this life ; but for my (ingle felf, 
I had as lief not be, as live to be 
In awe of fuch a thing as I myielf. 
I was born free as Gefar, fo were you ; 
We both have fed as well j and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold, as well as he. 
** 3 For once upon a raw and gufty day, 
" The troubled Tyber chafing with his fhores, 

2 And I will look on both indifferently ;] This it a contradic- 
tion to the lines immediately fucceeding. If he lov'd honour* 
more than he fear 1 d death, how could the/ be both indi&eienc to 
him ? Honour thus is but in equal balance to death, which is not 
fpeaking at all like Brutus: for, in a foldier of any ordinary pre- 
tentions, honour fhould always preponderate. We mult certainly 
read* 

And I will look on death indifferently. 

What occafion'd the corruption, I prefume, was, the tranfcribera 
imagining* the adverb indifferently muft be applied to two things 
opposed. £[ut the ufe of tiie word does not demand it ; nor does 
Shake/pear always apply it fo. In the prefent paffage it ugmfies 
uegleftingly % without />*r, or (oncer n: And fo Cafca afterwards, 
again in this aft, employs it, 

And dangers are to me indifferent. 
I weigh them not 5 nor am deterr'd on the fcore of Danger. 

3 For once upon a raw and gufty day, &c] This was the com- 
mon exercife of fuch of the Roman nobility as delighted in the ufe 
of arms. Therefore Horace, fpeaking of one enervated by love, 
fays, Cur timet fia<vum Tiberim tangere ! 

On which Hermannus Figulus makes this comment— Natare* 
Nam Romse prim* adolefcentia ju<venes, propter ctettras gymnafti- 
cas difciplinas, etiam natare difcehant, ut ad belli munera fir~ 
miores aptiorefque effent. And he puts us in mind, from Sue to- 
uiuj, how expert a fwimmer Julius Cafar was. 
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" Cafar fays to me, dar'ft thou, Cqflius, bow 

" Leap in with me into this angry flood, 

u And fwim to yonder point ? — Up6n the word, 

<c Accoutred as I was, I plunged in, 

44 And bid him follow ; fo, indeed, he did. 

* The torrent roar'd, and' we did buffet it 

u With tufty finews; throwing it afide, ' 

" And (lemming it with hearts of contrttveffie. 

4C But ere we could arrive the point propos'd," 

Cafar cry'd, Help me, Caffius, or I fink. 

I, 2&JEneas> our great Anceftor, 

Did from the flames of "Troy upon his fhtfulddr 

The old Anebifes bear, fo, from the waves of fy&er 

Did I the tired C<efar : and this man 

Is now become a God ; and Caffius is 

A wretched creature, and muft bend his body, 

If Cafar carelefly but nod on him. 

He had a fever when he was in Spam 9 

And when the fit was on him, 1 did mat k 

How he did (hake: 'tis true, this God' did fliake j* 

4 His coward lips did from their colour fly, 

And that fame eye, whofe Bend doth awe the world* 

Did lofe its luffre; I did hear him groan : 

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans 

Mark him, and write his fpeeches in their books, 

Alas! it cry'd — give me fome drink, Tttimus — 

As a fick girl. Ye Gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of fuch a feeble temper fhould 

*' So 5 get the ftart of the majeftick world, 

" And 

4* His coward lips did from their colon r fly,] A plain man 
would have faid, the colour fled from bis lifs, and not his lift 
from their colour. Bat the falfe expreffion was for the fake of as 
falfe a piece of wit : apoor quibble* alluding to a coward flying 
from his colours. 

5 — g** the ftart of the majeftick world, &c] This image is 
extremely noble : it is taken from the Olympic games. The me* 
jeftic nvorfd is a -fine periphrafis for the Roman emffre : their 
\ . citizens 
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V Aid bear the Palm alope. ,f [Shout. Fburifi 

Br*. Another general {hou* ! % 

I do be^vc» that thefe applaufo a*e 
For fome new honqurs that arc heap'd on Cttfar. 

Caf. ♦ Why, map, be d§*h beftride the narrow 
virorld 

Like a Colojfus^ 3nd we petty men 

Walk under hia huge legs,, and peep about 

To $nd ourfelve* diflionweabk graves. 

Men ^C fpmfetimea a*e rnafters of their fates : 

The fault, dear Brutes y is not in our ftars, 

ftut in ourfelves, that we ase underlings. 

Brutus and Gtfar ! what fcould be in that Grfar? 

Why fhould that name be founded, more than your*? 

Write them together ; youra i* as fair a* name : 
«n Soui\d tbeip* U dpcb become the mouth as well ^ 

Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with 'em, 

Brutus will ftart a fpirit, as foon as Cafar. 

Now in the names of all the Gods at once, 

Upon what ipsa* does this our Gejar feed, 

That he is grown fo great? Age, thou art fliam'di 

Rome, thou hafi? loft the breed*of noble bloods. 

When went there by an age, fince the great flood, 

But it was ftm'd with more than with one man ? 

When could they fay, till now, thattalk'd of Rome 9 

That her wide walls incompafs*d but one man ? 
Now is it Mom, indeed; and room enough^ 
When there is in it but one only man. 
Oh ! you and I have heard our fathers fay, 
There was a Brutus once, that would have brook\i 
Th* eternal devil to keep his ftate in Rbtne, 
As eafily^as a King. 

citizens fet themfelves on a footing mxkuKing^ and. they called 
their dominion Orbis Romania. But the particular allufion feems 
to be to tfye known ftory of C-r/ar's great pattern JU,x under t 
who being asked, whether he would ran the courfe at tire Ofym- 
fit games, replied, Tht, if /U.rsuiKi <^«r* Jf**g/« 

Bnu 
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Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous i 
What you lyould work me to, I have fomc aim \ 
How I have thought of this, and of thefe times, 
I (hall recount hereafter: for this prefent, 
1 would not (fo with love I might intreat you) 
Be any further mov'd. What you have faid, 
I will confider ; what you have to fay, 
I will with patience hear; and find a time 
Both meet to hear, and anfwer fuch high things. 
•Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this * 
Brutus had rather be a villager, 
Than to repute himfelf a fon of Rome 
Under fuch hard conditions, as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. 

Caf. I am glad that my weak words 
Have ftruck but thus much (hew of fire from Brutus. 

SCENE IV. 
Enter Caefar and bis Train. 

Bru. The Games are done, and Cefar is retur/iing^ 

Caf. As they pafs by, pluck Cafca by the fleeve, 
And he will, after his (bur fefhion tell you, 
What hath proceeded worthy note to day. 

Bra. 1 will do fo^.but look you, Cqffius,——* 
The angry fpot doth glow on C*far*$ brow, 
And all the reft look like a chidden train. 
Calpburnia's cheek is pale ; and Cicero 
Looks with fuch ferret, and fuch fiery eyes, 
As we have feen him in the Capitol, 
Being croft: in conference by iome Senators. 

Caf. Cafca will tell us what the matter is. 

C<ef Antoniusi—-* 

Ant. Cefar? 

C<sf. " Let me have men, about me that are fat, 
*' Sleek-headed men, and fuch as fleep a-nights : 

" Yond 



Digitized by CjOOQLC 



JtJElUS CifeS A R. 13 

" Yond Cqffius has a lean and hungry look, 

44 He thinks too much 5 fuch men are dangerous. 

Ant. Fear him not, Cetfar, he's not dangerous 5 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. 

Ceef. 6 'Would he were fatter 5 but I fear him not ; 
4 Yet if my name were liable to fear, 
4 I do not know the man I (hould avoid, 

* So foon as that fpare Cqffius. He reads much ; 
4 He is a great obferver ; and he looks 

* Quite through the deeds of men. He loves no plays, 

* As thou doft, Antony\ he hears no mufick \ 
4 Seldom he (miles ; and fmiles in fuch a fort, 

4 As if he mocked himfelf, and fcorn'd his fpirit, 
4 That could be mov'd to fmile at any thing. 
1 Such men as he be never at heart's cafe, 

* Whilft they behold a greater than themfelves 5 
4 And therefore are they very dangerous, 

4 I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, 
4 Than what 1 fear ; for always I am Gefar. 
Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf, 
And tell me truly, what thou think'ft of him. 

[Exeunt Caefar and frts Train. 

S . C E N E V. 

Mantnt Brutus and Caffius : Cafca, to them. 

Cafca. You pull'd me by the cloak * would you 

fpeak with me ? 
Sru. Ay, Cafca, tell us what hath thane'd to day, 
That Gefar looks fo fad. 

Cafca. Why, you were with him, were you not ? 
Bra. I ihould not then ask Cafca what had chane'd. 

6 * Would be were fatter}— *— ] fobtrfon, in his Bartholomew • 
/ait, urfjuftly fneers at this paffage, in Knockham\ fpeech to the 
Pig- woman. Come, there* s no maliee in fat folks \ I never fear 
tbee, and lean % fcafe thy lean mom-calf there. 

Cafca. 
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Cafca. Why; there was A droWft fcfrer'd him; and 
being oflfer'd him, he put it by with the back of his' 
hand thus, and then the people fell a fliouting. 

Bru. What was the fecoftd noife for ? 

Cafca. Why, for that too. 

Caf They fhoitted thriee : what Was the laft cry fdr ? 

Cafca. Why, for thft too. 

Bru. Was the crown offend him thrice ? 

Cafca. Ay, marry, was't, and he put it by thtfcfc, 
every time gentler than other ; and at every puttirfg 
by, mine honeft neighbours fhouted. 

Caf Whooffer'd him the crown f 

Cafca. Why, AHtmy. 

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Cafca. 

Cafca. I can as well be hang'd, ai tell the manner 
of it : ic was meer foolery, I did not mark it. 1 few' 
Mark Antony n&tt him a crown ; yet 'twas not a crown 
neither, 'twas one of thefe coronets i and, as I tctlcf 
you, he put it by once * but for all that, to my thirtk- 
ing he would fain have had if. Thtn he offered rf 
to him again : then he put it by again ; bat, to my 
thinking, he was very loth Bo lay his fingers off it. 
And then he offer'd it the third time ? he put it the . 
third timti by ; and ft ill as he refus'd fc, the rabble- 
ment houted, and clap'd their chopt hands, and threw 
up their fweaty night-caps, and utter'd fuch a deal of 
(linking breath, becaufe Cafar refcrs*d the crowfl, that 
it had almoft choaked Cafar \ for he foooned, and 
fell down at it : and for rrane own part, I durft Hot 
faugh, for fear of opening my lips* atfid receiving the 
bad air. 

Caf But, loft, I pray you ; what, did Gefkr fwoOn ? 

Cafca. He fell down in the market-place, and foam'd 
at mouth, and was Ipeechlefs* 

Bru. f Tk very like ; he hath the falling Sicknefs. 

Caf Nb, Cafar hath it not •, but you and J> 
And honeft Cafca, we have the falling-ficknefi. 

Cafca. 
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Cafca. I know not what you mean by that ; but, I 
am fur?, Cafar fell down: If the tag-rag people did 
not clap him, and hifs him, according as he pleas'd, 
and difpIeasM them, as they ufed to do the Players in 
the Theatre, I am no true man. 

Bru. What faid he, when he came unto himfelf ? 

Cafca. Marry, before he fell down, When he per- 
ceivM the common herd was glad he refund the 
Crown, he pluckt me ope his doublet, and offerM 
them his throat to .cut : An 9 1 had been a man of any 
occupation, if f would not have taken him at a word, 
1 would I might go to hell among the rogues i and fo 
he fell. When he came to himfelf again, he faid» 
" If he had done, or faid any thing amifs, he de- 
" fir*d thqr Worfhips to think it was his infirmity. * 
Three or fbor wenches where! ftoocj, cryM* "alas, 

« good foul ! u « and forgave him with alf their 

hearts : but there's no heed to be taken of them \ if 
Ccefar had febb'd their mothers, they would have 
done no lefs. 

Bru. And after that, he came, thus fad, away I 

Cafca. Ay. 

Caf. Did Gcera lay any thing ? 

Cafca. Ay, he fboke Greek. 

Caf. To what effeft ? 

Cafca. Nay, an* I tell you that, Til ne'er fooJk you 
V th 9 face again. But thofe, that underftood him^fmil'd 
at one another, and {hook their beads ; but for min$ 
own part, it was Greek to me. I could tell you more 
news too : MwmUwl and Flayiiv r fof pallkig fcarfs 
Qflf Qtfforh IftigB, are-put to fiknee. Pare you welL 
There was rawc foelery yet, if 1 could remember it. 

Caf Witt you, fd{> with me to night, Cafca,? 

Cqjfc0. t No* I ata psomis'd focth. 

C& Wiil yofcdioe with m& to morrow ? 

Cafca. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and 
your dinner l» worth the eating. 

Caf. 
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Caf. Good, I will exped you. 

Cafca. Do fo : farewel Both. [Exit. 

Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be? 
He was quick mettle, when he went to fchooJ. 

Caf. So is he now, in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterprise, 
However he puts on this tardy form : 
This rudenefs is a lauce to his good wit, 
Which gives men ftomach to digeft his words 
With better appetite. 

. Bru. And fo it is : for this time I will leave you. 
To morrow, if you pleafe to fpeak with me, 
1 will come home to you ; or, if you will, 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 

Caf I will do fo j till then, think of the world; 

[Exit Brutus. 
Well, Brutus y thou art noble ; yet, I fee, 
Thy honourable Metal may be wrought 
From what it is difpos'd ; therefore 'tis meet, 
That noble minds keep ever with their likes : 
For who fo firm, that cannot be feduc'd ? 
- Cafar doth bear me hard ; but he loves Brutus. 
7 If I were Brutus now, and he were Cqffius y 

He ftiould not humour me. 1 will, this night> 

. In feveral hands, in at his windows throw, 
As if they came from feveral citizens, 
Writings, all tending to the great opinion ; 

That Rome holds of his name : Wherein obfcurdy 
Gefar's ambition (hall be glanced at. 

flfl were Brutus now 9 and be were Caffius, 
Hejoould not humour «#.— ] This is a reflexion on 
Brutus** ingratitude * which concludes, as is ulual on fuch occa- 
sions, in an encomium on his own better conditions, if I wen 
Brutus, (fays he) and Brutus, Caflius, bejbpuld not cajole me mt 
J do bim. To humour Signifies here to turn and wind hint, by 
inflaming his paffions. The Oxford Editor alters the laft line xm 

Caefar Jbould not tome me. 
What he means by it, is not worth inquiring* 

And, 
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And, after this, let Cefar feat him tatty 

For we will (hake him, or worfe days endure. [Exit. 

S C E N E VI. 

Thunder and lightning. Enter Cafca, £/* /sewtf drawn % 
and Cicero, «w//»f bxm. 

Cic. Good even, Gj/fa \ brought you Cafar home ? 
Why are you breathlefs, and why ftare you fo ? 

Cafca. Are not you mov'd, when all the fway of 
earth 
Shakes like a thing unfirm ? O Cicero t 
I have feen tempefts, when the fcolding winds 
Have riv'd the knotty oaks; and I have feen 
Th' ambitious ocean fwell, and rage, and foam, 
To be exalted with the threatning clouds : 
But never till to night, never till now, 
Did I go through a temped dropping fire. 
Either there is a civil ftrife in heav'n ; 
Or elfe the world, too faucy with the Gods, 
Incenfcs them to fend deftru&ion. 

Cic Why, faw you any thing more wonderful ? 

Cafca. A common flave, you know him well by 
,fight, 
Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn, 
Like twenty torches join'd ; and yet his handy 
Not fenfible of fire, rcmain'd unfcorch'd. 
fiefides, (I ha 9 not fince put up my fword) 
Againft the Capitol I met a lion, 
Who glared upon me, and went furly by, 
Without annoying me. And there were drawn 
Upon a heap a hundred ghaftly women, 
Transformed with their tear ; who fwore, they faw 
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the ftreets* 
And yefterday, the bird of night did fit, 
Ev*n at noon-day, upon the market-place, 
Hooting and (bricking. When thefe Prodigies 

Vol. VII. C Bo 
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Do fo conjointly irteet, let aot men •%, 
" \Thefe axe their morions* rtwy arc natural : *' 
For, I" believe, they are portentous things 
Unto the Clinfett, that they poult upbn. 

Cic. Indeed, it is a ftrange-difpofed time : 
But men, taay coriftrue thing* after their fe&ion, 
Clean from the purpofc ofrthe things themfelvcs. 
Copies Qafar to the Capitol to rporrow ? 

Cafca,. He doth : for hp did bid Antonius 
Sf nd word to you, he would be there to rpprropr* 
' Cic. Good night then, Cafca i this difturbfid, sky 
Is not to walk in, 
Cafca. Farewel, Gum. {Exit Cicero. 

SCENE VII; 

Enter Caflius. 

Caf. Who's there? 

Cafca. A Roman: 

Caf Cafca 9 by your voice. 

Cafca. Your ear is good; Cqfius, what night is this ? 

G*/. A very, pleating nightto hqnefr men. 
• Gtfefa, Who ever knew th^ heaven's ttienafce fo ? 

C*/ Thofe, that have known the earth fo full of 
faults. 
For my part, I have walk'd about the (beets, 
Submitting me unto the perillous night ; 
And thus unbraced, Gafca, as you fee, 
Have bar'd my bofom to the thunder- ftone : 
And when the croft blue lightning fetm'd to open 
The bre^ft of heaven, I didprefent my felf 
Ev'n in the aim and very flaw of it. 

Cqfca. But wherefore;dkL;you fo> much tempt the- 
heav'ns ? 
It is the part of men to. fear and tremble, 
When the ropft mighty Gods, by tokens, feftd 
Such dreadful heralds to aftoniflt us* 

~ ' ■ Caf 
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Caf. You-arc dull, Cafid i ind thofe fparka of life* 
Thai rtiould be in a Roman, you do wane, 
Or elfe you ufe not \ you look pale, and gaze, 
And put on fear, and caft your (elf in wonder* 
To fee the ftrange impatience of the heav'ns : 
But if you would confider the true caufe, 
Why all thefe fires, why all thefe gliding ghoftsj 
Why birds and beafts* from quality and kind, 
Why old men, fools, * and children calculate } 
Why all thefethings change, from their ordinance^ 
Their natures and pre-formed faculties 
To monftrous quality, why, you fhall find* 
That heaven has ififusM them with thefe fpirits, 
To make them inftrumencsoffearand warning 
Unto fome monftrous ftate. 
Now could I, Cafea, name to thee a rtian 
Mod like .this dreadful night \ 
That thunders, lightens, opens Graves, and roar's 
As doth the lion in the Capitol ; 
A man no mightier than thy felf, or me* 
In perfonal adtion \ yet prodigious grown* 
And fearful, as thefe ftrange eruptions are, 

CafcaST'iiGefar that you mean. % is it not* Coffins? 

Gaf. Let it be who it is : for Romans now 
Have thewes and limbs like to their anceftors 5 
But, woe the while! our fathers- minds are dead, 
And we are governed with our mothers' fptrits : 
Our yoke and fuff*rance (hew us womanilh. 

Cafca, Indeed, they fay, the Senators to morroir 
Mean to eftablifli Cefar as a King I 
And he fhall wear his Crown by lea and land* 
In every place, fave here in Italy. 

8 • w ■ and, Glftyrtn calculate 5 ] Calculate fore igmfieb 
to foretel or prophefy ; For the cuftom of foretelling fortunes by 
judicial Aftrology (which was at that time much in vogue) being 
performed by a long ' tedious calculation, Sbaktjpea>, with his 
iifual liberty, employs the fftcies [ calculate ] for the genus 
[ foretel. ] 

C 2 Caf. 
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Caf. c 1 know, where I will wear this dagger then : 
c Cqffius from bondage will deliver Coffins. :; 
« Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moft ftrongi 
« Therein, ye Gods, you tyrants do defeat ; 
« Nor ftony tower, nor walls of beaten brafs, 
c Nor airlcls dungeon, nor ftrong links of iron, 
* Can be retentive to the flrength of fpirit : 
« But life, being weary of thefe worldly bars, 
« Never lacks power to difmifi itfclf. 
4 If I know this; know all the world befides, 
c That part of tyranny, that 1 do bear, 
« I can fhake off at pleafure. 
Cafca. So can I: 

So every bondman in his own hand bears 

The power to cancel his captivity. 

Caf. And why fhould C*far be a tyrant then ? 

Poor man ! I know, he would not be a wolf, 

But that he fees, the Romans are but fheep; 

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds. 

Thofe that with hafte will make a mighty fire, 

Begin it with weak ftraws. What trafli is Rome? 

What rubbifh, and what offal? when it lerves 

For the bafe matter to illuminate 

So vile a thing as Ctfar ? But, oh, grief! 

Where haft thou led me? I, perhaps, fpeak this 

Before a willing bondman : then I know, 

My anfwer muft be made. But I am arm'd, 

And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Cafca. You fpeak to Cafca, and to fuch a man, 

That is no Hearing tell-tale. Hold my hand ; 

Be fa&ious for redrefs of all thefe griefs, 

And I will fet this foot of mine as far, 

As who goes fartheft. 

Caf. There's a bargain made. 

Now know you, Cafca, I have mov'd already 

Some certain of the nobleft-minded Romans, 

To undergo, with me, anenterprize 

Of 
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OF honourable dang'rous confequence ; 

And I do know, by this they ftay for me 

In Pompey % % Porch. For now, this fearful night, 

There is no ftir, or walking in the ftreetSi 

» And the complexion of the Elements 

Is fev'rous, like the work we have in hand ; 

Moft bloody, fiery, and moft terrible. 

Enter 'Cinnz. 

Cafca. Stand clofe a while, for here comes one in 
hafte. 

Caf. *Tis Cinna 9 I do know him by his gate j 
He is a friend. Gnna 9 where hafte you fo ? 

Cm. To find out you : who's that, MeteUus Gmbert 

Caf. No, it is Cafca, one incorporate 
To our attempts. Am I not ftaid for, Cinna? 

Cin. I'm glad on't. What a fearful night is this? 
There's two or three of us have feen ftrange fights. 

Caf. Am I not ftaid for? tell me. 

Cin. Yes, you are. 
O Cqffiusl could you win the noble Brutus . 
To our party—- 

9 And the complexion of the Element 

It ferrous ■ ] We find from the preceding relation, 
that it was not one Element only which was disturbed, bat «//$ 
being told^hat all tbefway of Earth Jbook like a thing infirm } 
that the winds rived the knotty oaks ; that the Ocean raged and 
framed \ and that there <was a temptft dropping Fire. So that all the 
four Elements appear'd to be diforder'd. We fhould read 
therefore, 

The complexion of the Elements, 

which is confirm'd by the following line, 

Moft bloody, fiery/ and moft terrible. 

Bloody referring to the water ; fiery to the air and fire ; and terri- 
ble to die earthquakes ; as appears from Calpburnia % % account* 
which is a comment on this line : 

Graves baveyawu'd, and yielded up their dead; 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol. 

C 3 Csf. 
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. - o Crf. Be you content. Good Cinua, take this paper y 
And Jook you lay it in the Pra&tOr's chair, ' 

Where Brutus may but find it j and throw this 
In at his window ; fet this up with wa* 
Upon old Brutus' Statue J all this done, 
Repair to Pbmpey's porch,, where you ftiall find us, 
Is Decius Brutusy and twhonius there ? 

Cin. AN, but Metellus Cwb*r> and he's gone 
To feck you at your houfe. Well, I will hie, 
And fo beftow thefe papers, as you bade me. 
Qaf, That 4one, repair to Pmpef% Theatre. 

[£*i7.Ciiuw> 
Come, Cafca, you and I will, yet, ere day, 

JBeg Brutus at his houfe $ three parts of him 

Is ours already, and the man entire 

ypon the next encounter yields' him ours. 

Cofca. O, he fits high in all the people's hearts ; 
Aji$ that, which would: appear offence in Us, 
His countenance, like richeft alchymy, 
Will change to virtue and to worthiness. 

Qaf. fjim, and his worth, and our great need of 
him-, 
Yojj have right well conceited ; let us go, 
por Jt is after mid-night 5 and, ere day, 
We will awake him, and tfe fure of him. [Exeunt. 



a c t 11, scenj.i 

&« V t v s's Garden. 

Enter Bnjtus. 

Brutus. 

WHAT, Ltfcfusl ho!— 
I cannot by the progrefi of the Ifyrs, 
Give gqefs how nm. %Q day~ — IwWt I fey? 
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I would, it were my fault to fleep fo foundly. 
When, Lucius, lyhen? awake, 1 fay; what, Lucius. 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. CalTd you, my lord ? 

Bru. Get me a taper in my ftudy, Lucius: 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

Luc. I will, my lord. [Exit* 

Bru. It muft b$ by his death : and, for my part, v 
I know no pcrfonal caufe to fpurn at him ; 
But for the general, He would be crown'd 
" How that might change his nature, there's the 

queftion. 
'* It is the bright day, that brings forth the adder ; 
* 4 And that craves wary walking 2 crown him — • 

that — — 
" And then I grant we put a fting in him, 
* 4 That at his will he may do danger with. 
u Th* abufe of Greatncfs is, when it disjoins 
" *Remorfe from Power : and, to fpeak truth of C*Jar> 
I have not known when his affections fway'd 
More than his reafbn. But 'tis a common proof, 

* That lowlineis is young ambition's ladder, 

c ' Whereto the climber-upward turns his face * 

* But when he once attains the upmoft round* 

* He then unto the ladder turns his back, 

* Looks in the clouds, fcorning the bafe degrees 

* By which he did afcend; fo Cafar may : 

Then, left he may, prevent. And fince the quarrel 
.f Will bear no colour, for the thing he is, 

f Repiorfe/rww Power;— ] Remorfe, for mercy. 

1 Whereto the climber upward turns, &c.j Climber- upward 
fbould be printed with a hyphen to avoid an ambiguity, of climb- 
ing upwards or turning upwards, for, understood in the latter 
fenfe, the thought i$ abfurd and defective. 

f Will beat no colour, for the thing be it, 

Faihion // thus— ] The metaphor from the wardrobe, when 
the Excellence of the fajfri on makes out for the defect of the colour. 

' ypL.VII. Fafoion 
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F afhion it thus ; that what he is, augmented, 
Would run to thefe, and thefe extremities : 
And therefore think him as a ferpent's egg, 
Which, hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow mit 

chievous ; 
And kill him in the fhell. 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. The taper btfrneth in your clofet, Sir : 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
This paper thus feal'd up ; and, I am fore, 
It did not lie there, when I went to bed. 

[Gives him the letter. 

Bru< Get you to bed again, it is not day ; 
f Is not to morrow, boy, the Ides of March ? 

Luc. I know not, Sir. 

Bru. Look in the kalendar, and bring me word. 

Luc. I will, Sir. [Exit. 

Bru. The exhalatiorts, whizzing in the air* 
Give fo much light, that I may read by them. 

[Opens the letter \ and reads. 
Brutus, thoufieeffi \ awake y and fee thy/elf: 

Shall Rome fpeak,jtrike> redrefs. 

Brutus, tboufieefft: <make. 

Such inftigations have? been often drbpt, 

Where I have took them up : 

Shall Rome — thus! muft 1 piece it out, 

Shall Rome ftand under one man's awe ? what I Rome ? 

z Is not to morrow, boy, the first ^ March?] We ftwiild 
read Ides : For we can never fuppofe the fpeaker to have loft 
fourteen days in his account. He is here plainly ruminating on 
what the foothfayer told Cafar [Aft I. Scene 2.] in his prefence, 

^ Beware the Ides *f March.] The boy comes back and fays, Sir, 
rch is wafted fourteen days. So that the morrow was the Ides 
of March, as he fuppofed. For March, May, July, and Q®obcr 
had fix nones each, fo that the fifteenth of March was the Idis of 
that month. 

My 
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My anceftors did from the ftreets of Rome 

The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a King. 

Speak, firth, redrefs, — am I entreated then 

To fpeak, and ftrike ? O Rome 1 1 make thee promife, 

If the redrefs will follow, thou receiv'ft 

Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus! 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. * Sir, March is wafted fourteen days. 

[blocks within. 
Bru. *Tis good* Go to the gate; fome body 
knocks : [Exit Lucius. 

Since Caffius firft did whet me againft C*Jar 9 
I have not flept. 
4 * Between the acting of a dreadful thing, 

« And 

3 Sir, March is wafted fifteen days] The editors are mightily 
oiftaken: It was wailed but fourteen days ; this was the dawn of 
the fifteenth, when the boy makes his report. 

4 Between the a&ing of a dreadful things 

And the firft motion, fcfr.] That nice critic, Dionyfius of 
Ealicarnaffus, complains that, of all kind of beauties, thole 
great ftrokes, which he calls the terrible graces, and which are 
fo frequent in Homer, are the rareft to be found in the following 
writers. Amongft our countrymen it feems to be as much con- 
fined to the Britijh Homer. This defcription of the condition of 
confpirators, before the execution of their defign, has a pomp 
and terror in it that perfe&ly aftonifhes. The excellent Kir. Addi- 
/«, whofe modefty made him fometimes diffident in his own 
genius, bat whofe true judgment always led him to the fafeft • 
guides, (as we may fee by thofe many fine ftrokes in his Cato bor- 
rowed from the Philippics of Cicero) has paraphrafed this .fine 
defcription ; but we are no longer to expect thofe terrible graces 
which animate his original. 

O think, what anxious moments pafs between 

The birth of plots, and their Jaft fatal periods. 

Oh, *tis* dreadful interval of time, 

FilTd up with horror all, and big with death. Cato. 

1 (hall make two remarks on this fine imitation. The firft is, * 
that the fubjeds of the two confpiracies being fo very different, 
(the fortunes of C*far and the Roman Empire being concerned in . 
the one ; and that of a few auxiliary troops only in the other) 
Wujdddifon could not, with propriety, bring in that magnificent 

circum- 
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• Like; a pfewiafoMU « a hideous dFeam : 

• ThcGcmw^swd the mprtal inftruments 

• Arc tb«i in eauncih. and. the ftate of man, 
« Like to a Ht«k Kingdom, fuffera then 

« The nature of aa inforreftipru 
fi«/dT Lucius. 

Luc. Sir, 'tis your brother Caffius at the cfooir, 
Who doth defye to fee you. 
gtu. Is he alone? 

Lut. No, Sir, there are more with him. 
Bru. Do you know them? 

circumftancc which give? one of the terrible graces of Sbaie- 
fpear\* defcriprion; 
r foe Genius, and the Mortal Inftruments 

Are tfa*.in Council — * — 

Fojr Kingdom* to the Pagan Theology, befides their jw<£ had 
their evil Genius's, lifeewife; reptefaateihere, with the jbo& da- 
ring ftretch of fancy, as fitting in confutation with the confgi- 
r%{prs ? - who.** he calls their Mortal Inftruments. But this, as 
v# fay, would haye- been too pompous an apparatus to the rape 
and, defertion of Syphax and Semfronius. The other thing ob- 
fervabfe is, that Mr. Addifon was fo flruck and aiFeded with thefe 
terrible graces in his original, that ihitead of imitating his author's 
fentjrnents, he hath, before he was aware, given us only the copy 
of his own impreflions made by them. For, 

Oh, 'tis a dreadful interval of time % 

Fiffd up with Horror all, and big <wtib death, 
are but the affe&ions raifed by fuch forcible Images as thefe, 

_ ■ All the Interim it 

Like a Phantafma, or a hideous Dream* 

— . . - - ■ the State of Man 

Like to a little Kingdom, fuffers then 

The Nature of an infarrefiion. 
Comparing the trouble^* mind of a confpirator to a (late ofAnarchy, 
is juft and beautiful; but the infrim, or interval, to an hideous 
yi&oa, or a frightful dream* holds < fomething fo wonderfully of 
fltruth, and Jays the foul foopeo, that one. can hardly think it 
fKrfUde for any man, who had: not ibme time or other been en • 
gagediii* confpUtfy* tO;gi*cfu&b force of colouring to Nature. 

Luc* 
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Luc. No, Sir, their Hats ars pteckj; abopt $$r 

ears, 
And half their faces buried in their pl.0^5 5 
That by" no means I may difcover them 
By any mark of favour. 

Bru. Let them enter. lE*i l l#9M' 

They are the faftion. " O Confpir^cy f J 
14 SKam'ft thou to fhew thy dangerous t>ro>y jpy niahfc 
" When Evils are mpft free ? O then, by day 
" Where wilt thou finci a cavern dark enoijgh, 
*' To mask thy rtohftrdus vifage? feek flot^ei Cqb- 

fpiracy; , [ 

" Hide it in Smiles and Affability : 

" For if thou path, thy native "femblance on, 

" Not Erebus itfelf were dim enough 

* To hide thee from prevention. l 

SCENE II. 

Enter Caflius, Cafca, Decius, Cinna, MeteJlus, and 
Trebonius. 

Caf. I think, we are too bold, upon your Reft* 
Good morrow, Brutus* do we trouble you ? 

Bru. I have been up this hour, awake all night. 
Know I thefe mpn^that come along with you ? \Af%de 9 

Caf : Yes, every man of them j and no man here, 
But honours you: and every one doth wifh, 
You had but that opinion of your felf, 
Which every noble Roman bears of yba. 
This is frebonw. 

Bru. He is welcome hither, 

Caf.. This, Deaus Brutus. 

JJru. He is welcome too. 

Caf. This, Cafca\ this, Cinm\ 
And this, . MeteUus Cimber. 

Bru. They are all welcome. 
What vatchfal cSresdo friterpofe themfelves, 

■■" Be- 
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Betwixt your eyes and night ? 

Caf Shall I entreat a word ? [They wbifper. 

Dec. Here lies the Eaft : doth not the day break here ? 

Cafca. No. 

Cin. O pardon, Sir, it doth 5 and yon grey lines, 
That fret the Clouds, are meflcngers of day. 

Cafca. You (hall confefs, that you are both deceiv'd :. 
Here, as I point my fword, the Sun arifes, 
Which- is a great way growing on the South, 
Weighing the youthful feafon of the year. 
Sbme two months hence, up higher toward the North 
He firft prefents his fire; and the high Eaft 
Stands, as the Capitol, dire&ly here. 

Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one. 

Caf. And let us fwear our refolution. 

Bru. cc$ No, not an oath: if that the Fate of men, 

5 No, not aft Oath: if that the Face of men, &c] The con- 
spirators propofe an oath as the fan&ion of their mutual faith. 
This, Brutus, very much in character, oppofes ; Becaufe an oatb 
was the ufual cement of thofe lawlefs cabals, which have not vir- 
tue enough in themfelves to keep their members together : On this 
confideration his argument againft an oath turns: And the mo- 
tives he thought fufficient to preferve faith amongft them, were 
thefe: The fufferance of their fouls, i. e. their commiferation for 
expiring liberty : The time's abufe, i. e. the general corruption of 
manners which had reduced publick liberty to this condition \ and . 
which, that liberty reftored, would reform. But now, what is 
The Face of men? Did he mean they had honeft looks. This wat 
a poor and low obfervation, unworthy Brutus, and the occanon, 
and the grandeur of his fpeech : Be fides, it is foreign to the torn 
and argument of his difcourfe, which is to {hew the ftrong cement 
of the confederacy, from the juftice of their caufe, ,not from the 
natural honour of the confpirators. His argument Hands thus, 
Tou require an oatb to keep us together ; hut fur e the ftrong motives 
that drew* us into confederacy tuil/ keep us confederated*. Thefe 
motives he enumerates ; but The Face of men not being one of 
thefe motives mud needs be a corrupt reading. Shake fpear, with- 
out queft ion, wrote, 

Jf that the Fate of men % 
Or of mankind, which, in the ideas of a Roman, was involved 
in the fate of their Republick. And this was the principal mo- 
tive which engaged the God-like Brutus in the undertaking. 

" The 
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c( The fufferance of our fouls, the time's abufe,— *— 

" If thefe be motives weak, break off betimes j 

" And ev'ry man hence to his idle bed : 

" So let 6 high-fighted tyranny range on f 

" •Till each man drop by lottery. But if thefi^ 

u As I am fure they do, bear fire enough 

" To kindle cowards, and to fteel with valour 

a The melting fpirits of women j then, countrymen, 

" What need we any fpur, but our own caufe, 

4< To prick us to redrefs? what other bond, 

4< Than 7 fecret Romans^ that have fpoke the word, 

" And will not palter? and what other oath, 

" Than honefty to honefty engag f d, 

« 4 That this fhall be, or we will fall for it? 

c( Swear priefts, and cowards, and men cautelous. 

« Old feeble carrions, and fuch fuffering fouls 

c4 That welcome wrongs : unto bad caufes, fwear 

" Such creatures as men doubt ; but 8 do not ftaia 

" The even virtue of our enterprize, 

" Nor th* infupprefllve mettle of our fpirits; 

« To 

, 5 __ high-fighted tyranny—] The epithet alludes to a 
hawk (baring on high and intent upon its prey, 

7 fecret Roman j, ] [Secret, for federate, ufed becaufe 

fccrecy is an effential quality in confederations. 

8 — do not stain 

The even virtue of our enterprise, 
Nor th % infuppr'ffi've mettle of our fpirits, &c. ] Admit- 
ting that the Opinion that the caufe or a&ors wanted an Oath to 
hold them together, might be called nftain, (which yet I think it 
could not, becaufe fuch opinion does not neceffarily imply *fuf 
pie ion of the honefty of either j or if it did, fuch fufpicion could 
not Jain it, as an oath is no unjuft means of union ; for it is only 
an unjuft means ufed for a good end, that could be faid to Jain 
that end. ) However, I toy, admitting that fuch an opinion 
might be called a fain, yet here the metaphor employed will not 
allow the ufe of the term. For the expreffion of infuppreffivi 
mettle alludes to the elaftic quality of Heel, which, being forced 
beyond its tone, lofes its fpring, and thereby becomes incapable 
of keeoing that machine in motion which it is defigned to a&uate. 

To, 
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«* To thftifc; tffat ot ou^caufe, or our performance, 
« DW'A^ahoitK: Whjeney*rv drop of blood, 
That ev'ry RStndn bea&,'' and nobly bears, 
Is guilty of a feV&fl fcaft^rdy, 
If h* dbfch brtak the fhialleft particle. 
Of any prottiVj^ that hath fSaft from liim'. . , ; 
x Caf.' mi what of Cicero ? Ihal! we found him? 
I thffikV he witf ftahd Verjf ftrohg, with' us* 

Cafe*. Let us ript leave him out, 

Gn. Noi by rib means. 

Jl^&f. O let us have him, for his filver hairs 
Will purfchafcus a good opinion, 
And buy men's vbices to commend our deeds: 
It fliall be'fitcf, his Judgment:' rul'd our hands 5 
Our ytiutfi$ and Wildnels (hall no whit appear, 
But all be : buried in his gravity. 

B^u. O, nam6 him* not': let us riot break with him * 

5 or* he? will 1 never fblldtf any' thing, 
'hat other men begin. 

Caf Then leate'* him out 

Cdfca. Indeed, he is not fit. 

Qe& Shall no man elfe be touched, but only Cafdtf 

Caf Decius, well urg f d : f think, it is not meet, 
Ufark Antony* fo well belov'd of Ctfar, 
Should out-liveC^/Sr: we'fhall find of him 
A (hrewd contriver. Andyqii know, his means, 
If he improve them, rriay well ftretch fo far, 
A&tb'atinoy us all 5 which to prevent, 

To tljis ide& the word even refers, fignifyinga conftant moderate, 
w ell. regulated tci^Oijr. To preferve therefore the integrity of the 
metaphor, I think we mull read, 

> ~—~donot STRAIN. 
i.e. btpofidits natural' $x& proper tone; the confequence of which 
will be the (lopping the motion of the whole machine. So that the 
thought is this, The prefent temper ofourjpirits is {ike the virtue 
of a feel fpring which pujbes forward and preferve s the motion, of 
the tnachine : But now., if to the force of this natural dijpofi- 
thn* yen add the artificial bend of an oath t jou will overfrain it 
and defray its power. 

Let 
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Ut Anton? and Cdjkr fall together. 

5r». Our courfe witf ffeem too bfoodjr, Cains C$Us % 
To cue the head off, and then hack the limbs $ 
Like wrath indeath, and 1 envy afterwards : 
For Antony is but a limb of Cafar. 
Let us be facrifioers* but not butchers, Cains ; 
We all ftand up agakift the ffcirit of C<efar % 
And in the fpirit of man there is no blood : 
0, that we then could come by Cafaf% fpirit, 
And no* difmember Cajar ! but alas ! 
Gtfar muft bleed' for it — ." And y gentle friends, 
44 Let'a kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; 
44 Let's carve him as a difh fir for the Gods, 
44 Not hew* him as a carcafr fit for hounds. 
tt And let our hearts, as fubtle matters do, 
44 Stir up their fcrvants to an aft of rage, 
44 And after feem to chide them. This fhall make 
Our purpofe necefiary, and not envious: 
Which, fo appearing to the common eyes, 
We (hallbe calPd Furgers; not murtherers. 
And for Mark Antony, think not of him ; 
For he can do natnorethafl C*far*s arm, 
When Cafar's head is off. 

Caf. Yet I do fear him* 
Porin thf ingrafted love he bears to Cafar— — 

BY*. Alas, good Caffius, do not think of him ; 
If he love C*Jhr 9 all that he can do 
Is to himfelf, take thought, and die for C*far : 
And that were much, he fhould > for he is giv'n 
To fports, to wildnefe, and much company. 

Treb. There is no fear in him ; let him not die j 
Ear he will live* and laugh at this hereafter. 

[Clock firths. 

Bru. Ptace, count the clock. 

Caf. The clock hath ftricken three. 

Treb. 'Tis time to part. 

Caf. But it is doubtful yet, 

If 
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If Qatar will come forth to day, or no : 
9 For he is foperftitious grown of late, 
Quite from the main opinion he held once 
OF fantafie, of dreams, and ceremonies : 
It may be, thefe apparent prodigies, 
The unaccuftom'd terror of this night, 
Andtheperfuafionofhisaugurers, 
May hold him from the Capitol to day. 

Dec. Never fear that •, if he be fo refolv'd, 
I can o'er-fway him j » " for he loves to hear, 
«* That unicorns may be betray'd with trees, 
« And bears with glaffes, elephants with holes, 
« Lions with toils, and men with flatterers. 
« But when I tell him, he hates natterov 
« He fays he does j being then moft flattered. 
Leave me to work : 
For I can give his humour the true bent •, 
And I will bring him to the Capitol. . 

Caf. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch iiim. 

Bru. By the eighth hour, is that the uttermoft? 

Cin. Be that the uttermoft, and fail not then. 

Met. Casus UgaHus doth bear Ctfar hard, 

o For be is fuptrflitious grrw* »f k*e, 
Quite from tbe main opinion be bold onet 
Of fantafie, of dnams, and ceremonies: \ Cajar, » 
well at Caffius, was an Epicurean* By main opinion Coffins in- 
Ss * SWcnt to 4 fed, «id means foHd. fundamental 
Sion grounded in truth and nature : A. by fantafie* meant 
ominous!*ebodings s and by ceremontes, »f?^" te °£ he <*"j! 
by means of religious rite* and feenfica. A little after, where 

Calpburnia fays, 

Cxfar, 1 never flood on ceremonies, 

Tetnovstbey fright me: — — — 
The poet ufes Ceremonies in a quite different fenfe, namely, U» 
turning accidents to omens, a principal fuperftmon of antiquity. 

, for be loves to bear. &c. ] It was finely imagined by 

the poet, to make Cafar delight in this fort of converfcaon. The 
Author of St. Evremntt life tells us, that the great Prince of 
Condt took much pleafure in remarking on the foible and ridicule 
ofcharaaers. wh ^ 
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Who rated him for fpcaking well of Pompey \ 
I wonder, none of you have thought of him. 

Bru. Now, good Metellus, go along to him : 
He loves me well § and I have giv'n him reafons * 
Send him but hither, and I'll faihion him. 
Caf. The morning comes upon's ; we* 11 leave you, 
Brutus 5 
And, friends ! difperfe your fclves \ but all remember 
What you have faid,' and (hew your fdves true Romans. 

Bru. Good Gentlemen, look frefh and merrily j 
Let not our looks put on our purpofes * 
But bear it, as our Roman aftors do, 
With untir'd fpirits, and formal conftancy \ 
And fo, good morrow to you every one. [Exeunt. 

Manet Brutus. 

Boy ! Lucius! faft afleep ? it is no matter, 
" Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of Slumber ; 
" Thou haft no figures, nor no fantafies, 
" Which bufic care draws in the brains of men % 
" Therefore thou fleep'ft fo found. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Porcia. 

Por. Brutus , my lord ! 

Bru. Portia, what mean you? wherefore rife you 
now? 
It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weak condition to the raw cold morning. 

Por. Nor for yours neither. " You've ungently> 
Brutus, 
" Stole from my bed : and, yefternight a( fupper, 
" You fuddeniy arofe and walk'd about, 
" Mufing and fighing, with your arms a-crofs : 
" And, when I ask'd you what the matter was, 
" You ftarM upon me with ungentle looks, 

Vol. VII. D f I 
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M I urg'4 you forchcr; then youfcmtch'd your head, 

" And too impatiently ftamp'd with yeur foot : 

cc Yet I inBited, yet you anfwer'd not ; 

" But with an angry wafture of your hand, 

" Gave fign for me to leave you: fo I did, 

«> Fearing to ftreegthen that impatience, 

" Which feem'd too much inkindled ; and, witbal, 

cc Hoping it was hut an eflfedfc of humour 5 

", Which fometime hath his hour with every man. 

It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleet) ; 

And could it work fo much upon your ffiape, 

As it hath much prevail'd on your condition, 

I fhould not know you, Brutes. Dear my lord, 

Make me acquaint with your caufe of grief. 

Bru. I am not well iq health, and that is all. 

Par. Brutes is wile, and, were he qof in health, 
He would embrace the means to come by it. 

Bru. Why, fo I do : good Pord^ go tq bed, 

Por. Is Brutes fick ? and is it phyfical 
To walk unbraced, and fuck up the humours 
Of the dank morning ? what, is Brutes fiefe£ 
And will he deal out of his wholfom bed, 
To dare the vile contagion of the night? 
And tempt the rheumy and uqpurged air, 
To add unto his fieknefs ? no, my Brutes, 
You have fome fick offence within yqnr mind, 
Which, by the Right apd Yktije of my place, 
I ought to know of: and, upon my knees, 
I charm you, by my oj^comtnended beauty, 
By all your vows, of iove» and that great vow 
Which did incorporate, and n&ake u? one, 
"That you unfold to me, your felf, yoyr half, 
Why you, are heavy : and what men to night 
Have had reibrt tq you : for here have been 
Some fix or feven, who d# hide their faces 
Even from darknefi. 

Bru. Kneel nqt a gentf? Form. 



For. 
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Par. I (hould not need, if you were gentle Brutus. 
Wifhin the bond of marriage, tell roe, Brutus y 
Is ic excepted, I flxould know nQ iecrets 
That appertain to you ? am I your felf, 
But, as it were, in fort or limitation? 
To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed, 
And talk toy pu fometimes ? dwell I but in the fuburb* 
Of your good pleafure ? if it be np more, 
Portia is Brutus* harlot, not his wife. 

Bru. You are my true and honourable wife * 
&» deaf tame, as are the ruddy drops 
That vifit my fad heart. 

For. If this were true, then JhouJd I know fhit 
fecuet, 
I grant, I am a woman ; but withal, 
A woman that lord Brutus took to wife : 
I grant, lam a woman » hut withal, 
1 A woman well reputed CataS daughter; 
Think you, I am no ftronger th*n my fex, 
Beiqg fo fath^'d, and fo husbanded ? 
Tell me your oounfels, I will not difclofc them: 
I have made ftroog proof of my conftancy, 
Giving my felf a voluntary wound 
Here, in the thigh: can I bear that with patience, 
And not my husband's feoctjs ? 

Bru. O ye Gods 1 

I A woft#n e m*Jl rfpHtrf i Gitf* daughter !\ This falfe points 
£ng fronW be corrected t}ius, 

A woman well reputed Cato'j daughter, 
i. e. worthy of my birth, and the relation I bear to Cato. This 
wised was a good reafon why Ihe fhoald be intruded with the 
icqusb Ruf the felfe ppinting, which gives a fenfe only implying 
that fhe was a woman of a gpod chgra&er, and that flie was Qato*% 
daughter, gives no good reafon : For lhe might be Carts daugji* 
ter, and yet not inherit his firmnefs ; and ihe might be a woman 
well reputed, and yet not the belt at a fecret. But if ihe was welt 
refuted Cato'/ daughter* thai is, worthy of her birth, (he cou;§l 
neither want her father's love to her country, nor his refolution to 
engage in its deliverance. 

D 2 Render 
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Render me worthy of this noble wife. [Knock. 

Hark, hark, one knocks: Portia, go in a while* 

And, by and by, thy bofom ihall partake 

The fecrets of my heart. 

All my engagements I will conftrue to thee, 

AH the chara&ery of my fad brows. 

Leave me with hafte. [Exit Porci* . 

Enter Lucius and Ligarius. 

Lucius ', who's there that knocks ? 

Luc . Here is a fick man, that would (peak with you. 
Bru. Cuius Ligarius, that Metellus fpake of. 
Boy, ftand afide. Caius Ligarius! how? 

Cai. Vouchlafe good morrow from a feeble tongue, 
Bru. O, what a time have you chofe out, brave 
Caius, 
To wear a kerchief? 'would, you were not fick ! 

Cai. I am not fick, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of honour. 

Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ugarius 9 
Had you an healthful ear to hear of it. 

Cai. By all the Gods the Romans bow before, 
. I here difcard my ficknels. Soul of Rome! 
Brave fon, deriVd from honourable loins ! 
Thou, like an Exorcift, haft conjur'd up 
My mortified fpirit. Now bid me run, 
And I will drive with things impoflible 5 
Yea, get the better of them. What's to do ? 
Bru. A piece of work, that will make fick men 

whole. 
Cai. But are not fome whole, that we muft make fick ? 
Bru. That we muft alfo. What it is, my Caius ^ 
I (hall unfold to thee, as we are going, 
To whom it muft be done. 

Cat. Set on your foot, 
And with a heart new-fir'd I follow you, 
To do I know not what : but it fufficeth, 

That 
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That Brutus leads me on. 
Bru. Follow me then. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E IV. 

Changes to Caefar'j Palace. 

Thunder and Lightning. Enter Julius Caefar. 

Caf. V] OR heav\ nor earth, have been at peace 

J[N to night; 

Thrice hath Calpburnia in her flcep cry*d out, 
" Help, ho !• they murder Cafar" Who's within? 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. My lord ? 

C*f. Go bid the priefts do prefent facrifice, 
And bring me their opinions of fuccefs. 
Ser. I will, my lord. [Exit. 

Enter Calphurnia. 

Cal What mean you, Cafar f think you to walk 
forth ? 
You fhall not ftir out of your houfc to day. 

Cef. CafarfhzW forth ; the things, that threatned me, 
Ne'er lookt but on my back : when they lhall fee 
The face of Cafar^ they are vanifhed. 

Cal. Cafar, I never flood on ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me : there is one within, 
(Be fides the things that we have heard and fcen) 
Recounts mod horrid fights fcen by the Watch. 
A Jionefs hath whelped in the ftreets, 
And Graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead ? 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 
In ranks and lquadrons and right form of war, 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol : 
The noife of battle hurtled in the air ; 
Horfes did neigh, and dying men did groan ; 

D 3 And 
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And Ghofts did fhriek, and fqucal about the ffirectt, 
O Cafar ! thefe things are beyond all nfe* 
And I do fear them. 

C*f What can be avdided, 
Whofe end is purposed by the mighty Gods ? 
Yet Ceefar fhall go forth ; for thefe predi&ions 
Are to the world in general, as to Cafar. 

Col. When Beggars die, there arte no cbmefc feen * 
The heav'ns themfelves blaze forth the death of Princes 

C<ef i€ Cowards dife many times before their deaths* 
«' The valiant never tafte of death but once ; 
cc Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 
"It feems to me moft ftrange, that men ihould fear: 
* c Seeing that death, a neceflary end, 
" Will come, when it will come. 

Enter a Servant. 

What fay the Augurs ? 

Set. They would not have you to ftir forth to day. 
Plucking the entrails of arf Offering forth, 
They could not find a heart within the bead. 

[Exit Servant. 

Caf. The Gods do this. in fliame of cowahiiic : 
Cxfar fliould be a beaft without a heart, 
If he Ihould (lay at home to day for feah 
J^o, Cafar fhall not 5 Danger knows full well, 
That Cafar is more dangeroUs than he. 
We {a) were two lions litter'd in one day, 
And I the elder and more terrible; 
And Cafar (hall go forth, 

Cal Alas, my lord, 
.Your wifdom is confum'd in confidence : 
t)o not go forth to day 5 call it my fear, 
That keeps you in the houfe, and not your eWn. 
We'll fend Mark dntoxy to the Senatcheufe, 

[(«) Wire, Mr. 7biot>al4>—*> Vulg. We.) 

. , And 
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And he will fey* you am 6ot well to day : 
Let me, upon my knee* prevail in this. 

Ctsf. Murk Antony fhall fey, I am not Well * 
And, for thy hutaour, I will (bay ac home* 

SCENE V. 

£»ter Deems, 

Here's Decius Brutus, he ih*ll tell them To. 

t)ec. Ctftr^ all hail ! gOttd ritorrow, worthy Qefar s 
I come to fetdi ydu to the Stetiate-hoisfe. • 

Qt/l And you are come in v*ry happy time, 
To bear my Greeting to the S&totoft, 
And ttil them that I Will not cdme to day : 
Cannot, is falfe 1 iand that I da** not, falfet- ; 
I will not come to day ; cell them fo, Decius. 

Gal. Say, he is fick. 

Cafi Shall Cxfar fend a lye ? 
Have I in conqueft ftretcht mine arm fo far, 
to be afraid to tell Grey-beards the truth ? 
Decius, go tell them* Cdfar will not come. 

Dec. Moft mighty Cxfar, let me know fome caufe, 
Left i be laugh'd at, when I tell them fo. 

Qef. The caufe is in my will, I will not come 5 
That is enough to fatisfie the Senate. 
But for your private fatisfji&ion, 
Bfccaufe I love you, I will let you know. 
Calpburnia here, my wife, (lays me at home : 
She dreamt lad night, fhe faw my Statue, 
Which, like a fountain, with & hundred fpouts, 
Did run pure blood : and many lufty Rontons 
Came fmiling, and did bathe their hands in it. 
Thefe fhe applies for warnings and portents 
(a) Of evils imminent ; and on her knee 
Hath begg'd, that I will (lay at home to day, 

[ (a) Of evils. Oxford Editor.—— Volg. And evils, ] 

D 4 Dec. 
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Dec. This Dream is all amifs interpreted ; 
It was a Vifion fair and fortunate : 
Your Statue, fpouting blood in many pipes, 
In which fo many fmiling Romans bath'd, 
Signifies, that from You great Rome (hall fuck 
Reviving blood : * and that Great Men fhall prefs 

*»*♦+++***♦*****• 
For tinftures, ftains, relicks, and cognifance. 
This by Calphurnia'% Dream is fignify'd. 

Gef. And this way have you well expounded it. 

Dec. I Ijave, when you have heard what I can lay ; 
And know it now, the Senate have concluded 
To give this day a Crown to mighty Qefar. 
If you fhall fend them word you will not come, . 
Their minds may change. Befides, it were a mock 

% —and that great men Jball prefs 

For tinctures, ftains, relicks, and cognifance.'] That this 
dream of the ftatue's fpouting blood fhould fignify, the increafe #r 
power and empire to Rome from the influence of C*r/fer's arts and 
arms, and wealth and honour to the noble Romans through his 
beneficence, expreffed by the words, From you, great Rome fhall 
fuck reviving blood, is intelligible enough. But how thefe great 
men ftiouid literally prefs for tinftures, ftains, relicks, and cog~ 
nifance, when the fpouting blood was only a fymbolical vifion, 
I am at a lofs to apprehend. Here the circumftances of the dream, 
and the interpretation of it, are confounded with one another. 
This line therefore, 

For tintlures, ftains, relicks, and cognifance 
muft needs be in way of fimilitude only ; and if fo, it appears that 
feme lines are wanting between this and the preceding ; which 
want ftiouid, for the future, be marked with afterisks. The fenfe 
of them is not difficult to recover, and, with it, the propriety of the 
line in queftion. The fpeaker had faid, the Statue fignined, that by 
Carfares influence Rome ftiould flourifh and increafe in empire, and 
that great men fhould prefs to him to partake of his good fortune, 
juft as rnen run with handkerchiefs, &c. to dip them in the blood of 
martyrs, that they may partake of their merit. It is true, the 
thought is from the Chriftian Hiilory ; but fo fmall an anachro- 
nifm is nothing with our poet. Befides, it is not my interpretation 
which introduces it, it was there before: For the line in queftion 
can bear no other fenfe than as an allufion to the blood of the Mar- 
ty n, and the faperjbtioa of feme Churches with regard to it. 

Apt 
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Apt to be rendered, for fomc one to fay, 

Break up the Senate 'till another time, 

When C*fer's wife fhall meet with better Dreams: 

If defer hide himfelf, lhall they not whilper, 

Lo, defer is afraid ! 

Pardon me, defer ; for my dear, dear, love 

3 To your proceeding bids me tell you this ; 

And reafon to my love is liable. 

Qef. How foolifh do your Fears feem now, Col* 
pburnia? 
I am afham'd, I did yield to them. 
Give; me my Robe, for I will go ; 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Cafca, Trebonius, 
Cinna and Publius. 

And, look, where Publius is come to fetch me. 

Pub. Good morrow, defer* 

C<ef. Welcome,' Publius. 
What, Brutus, are you ftirr'd (b early too? 
Good morrow, Cafca : Caius Ligarius, 
defer was ne'er lb much your enemy, 
As that fame Ague which hath made you lean. 
What is't o 9 clock ? 

Bru. defer ; 'tis ftrucken eight. 

C*f. I thank you for your pains and courtefie. 

Enter Antony. 

See ! Antony, that revels long o 9 nights, 

Is notwithstanding up. Good morrow, Antony. 

Ant. So to moft noble defer. 

Clef. Bid them prepare within : 
I am to blame to be thus waited for. 
Now, Onna \ now, Metellus ; what, Trebonius t 

3 To your proceeding ■ ] FrKiiiing for advancement, 
efUUifhraett. 

i 
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I have an hour's talk in ftore for you* 
Remember, that you call on me to day * 
Be near me, that I may remember you. 

ffeb. Cdfdr 9 I will ; — • and fo near Will I be, 

[Afide. 
That your beft Friends (hall wifh I had been further. 
Caf. Good Friends, go in, and tafte fome wine 
with me. 
And we^ t like Friends, will ftraightway go together. 
jir*. T 4 hat every like is not the fame, O Gafar, 

[Afuk. 
The heart of Brutus yerns to think upon ? [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to a Street near the Capitol. 

Enter Artemiddrus, reading a Paper. 

CMSAR 9 beware of Brutus ; take heed of Caflius ; 
come not near Cafca ; have an eye fo Cinna ; trufi 
not Trebonius; mark well Metellus Cimber ; Decius 
Brutus loves thee not ; thou baft zdrong'd Caius Ligarius. 
ftbere is but one mind in all thejfe men* and it is bent 
againft Caefar. If thou beeft not immortal* look about thee : 
fecurity gitos may to cbnffiracy* The mighty Gods de- 
fend thee! 

Thy Lover, Artemidvrus. 

He*e will I ftand, 'till Cafar pafs along, 
And as a fuitor will I giv£ him this : 
My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of emulation. 
. If thou read this, O Cafar, thou may'ft live; 
If not, the fates with Traitors do contrive. [Exit. 

Enter Portia and Lucius. 

Pot. I pr^y thee, feoy, run to the Senate-houfe ; 
Stay not to anfircr me, but get thee gone : 

Why 
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Why &>ft «hdu ftay ? 

Luc. To know my errand, Madam. 

Par. I would have had thee tftbne, arid here again, 
Ere I can tell th«e what thou Aitrcld'ft do ttaw*— a. 

Conftancy, ht ftrong upon my fide, 

Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue 5 

1 haVd a man's mind* but a woman's might : 
How hard it is for women to keep coiinfcl ! 
Art thoii h*re yet ? 

Luc. Madam* what fasxM I do? 
Run m the Capitol* and nothing eHfc ? 
And fo return to you* and nothing elfe ? 

P*n Yes* bring me word* boy, if thy Lord look 
well, 
For he went fickly forth : and take good now, 
What Cgfitf- doth, what fuitors prefs to him. 
Hark, boy ! what noife is that ? 

Luc. I near none, Madam. 

Ptr. Pr'ythee* liften well : 
I hdard a buttling rumour like a fray, 
And the wind brings it from the Capitol. 

Lut> Sdtrth, Madam, I hear nothing. 

Enter Af temidoftis. 

Pot. Come hither, fellow, which way haft thou 
beeh? 

Art. At mine own houfe, good lady. 

Por. What is't o* dork ? 

Art. About the ninth hour, Lady. 

Por. Is Ofar yet gone to the Capitol ? 

Art. Madam, not yet * I go to take my (tend, 
To fee him pafe on to the Capitol. 

Por. Thou haft feme fuit to Gtfar* haft thou not ? 

Art. That I have, Lady* if it will pfatfe Cttjkr 
T5 be fo good to C<efar 9 as to hilar mt: 
I ihall teftNfch him to btfriftid himfelft 

Por. Whyjknow'ft $o« any harm intended fflWrds 
him ? 
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Art. None that I know will be, much that I fear $ 
Good morrow to you. Here the ftreet is narrow : 
The throng, that follows Cafar at the heels, 
Of Senators, of Praetors, common Suitors, 
Will crowd a feeble Man almoft to death : 
Ml get me to a place more void, and there . 
Speak to great Qe/ar as he comes along. [Exit. 

Pbr. I muft go in— ave me ! how weak a thing 
The heart of woman is: O Brutus! Brutus! 
The heavens (peed thee in thine en ter prize 1 

Sure, the.Itey heard me:« Brutus hath a Suit f 

That Qe/ar will not grant.— O, I grow feint : 
Run, Lucius ) and commend me to my Lord * 
Say, I am merry % come to me again, 
And bring me word what he doth fay to thee. 

[Exeunt feveralfy. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

The Street before the Gapitol j and the Capitol open. 

FburiJb.W Enter Csefar, Brutus, Caffius, Cafca, Dc- 
cius, Metellus, Trebonius/Cinna, Antony, Lepi- 
dus, Artemidorus, Popilius, Publius, and the 
Sootb-fayer. 

CAESAR. 

TH E Ides of March a,re come. 
Sooth. Ay, Cafar* but not gone. 
Art, Hail, C*far: read this fchcdule. 
Dec. *trebonius doth defire you to o'er-read, 
At your beft leifure, this his humble fuit. 

Art. O Oefar y read mine firft ; for mine's a fuit, 
That touches C*far nearer. Read it, great Gefar. 
C*f. What touches us our felf, fhall be laft ferv'd. 
Art. Delay not, Cafar, read it inftantly. 
C*f. What, is the fellow mad ? 

Pub. 



Digitized by CjOOQLC 



Julius CjEsar. 45 

Pub. Sirrah, give place. 

Caf What, urge you your petitions in the ftreet? 
Come to the Capitol. 

Pop. I wilh, your enterprize to day may thrive. 

Caf What enterprize, Popilius? 

Pop. Fare you well. 

Bru. What faid Popilius Lena f 

Caf. He wilh'd, to day our enterprize might thrive: 
1 fear, our purpofe is discovered. 

Bru. Look, how he makes to C*far\ mark him. 

Caf Cafca, be fudden, for we fear prevention, 
Brutus j what fhall be done, if this be Known? 
Caffius, or Cefar f never fhall turn back ; 
For I will flay myfelf. 

Bru. GffiuS) beconftant: 
Popilius Lena (peaks not of our purpoie; 
For, look, he fmiles, and Qefar doth not change. 

Caf. Zrebonius knows his time ; for look you 9 Brutus, 
He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 

Dec. Where is Metellus Gmber? let him gflf 
And prefently prefer his fuit to Cafar. 

Bru. He is addreft * prefs near, and fecond him. 

Cin. Cafca, you are the firft that rears your hand. 

Cef Are we all ready ? what is now amifs, 
That Qefar and his Senate muft rcdrefs? 

Met. Mod high, moft mighty, and mod: puiflant 
Gefar 9 
Metellus Gmber throws before thy feat \Kneelingt 
An humble heart. 

Caf. I muft prevent thee, Gmber * 
Thefe couchings and thefe lowly curtefies 
1 Might ftir the blood of ordinary men, 

1 Might fire the blood of ordinary mtn,~} It is plain we (hould 
read, 

Stir the bloo d * ■ 
SobmiUion does not fire the blood, bat melt it to companion ; or, 
as he (ays juft after, thaw it. So afterwards in this play he kys, 

tttpowr of ftitcb to iTia «rw bloods. 

And 
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* And turn pre-ordinance and firft decree 

I»» the lane of children, & not fand, 

To chink chat Ctfar bears fuch rebel blood, 

Thai will he thw'd from the true quality 

With Thac which mclteth ibqjs ; I mean, foeet words* 

Low-crooked curtfies, and bafe (jpamel fawning. 

Thy brocher by decree is banift\ed * 

K *h*u doft tend* and pray, aad fawn fop him, 

I fpurn thee like a cur out of my way. 

Know* Gtfar doth sot wrong; nor without caufe 

Will he be fiMW. 

Met. la there no voice more worthy than my own. 
To (bund more foeofcly in great Ctfar's ear, 
For the repealing of my banifh'd brother ? 

5r«. I kiis thy hand, but not in flattery, C<efar-, 
Defiring thee, th*t JHMns Cimkgp may 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 
. Off. What, BrutHfl 

Caf. Pardon, C*Jar% Cafar 9 pairion; 
As Io^f $fi to thy foot doth Coffins faU^ 
To beg enfranchififment for Rubtius timber. 

QfJ\ I could be well mov'd, if I were as you ; 
If 1 could pray to move, prayers woi|k| move me: 
But I aip conftaat at the northern ftar, 
Of whofc true, fixt, and reding quality, 
There is no fellow: in rfie firmament.; 
The skies are painted with unnumbered lporks, 
Xhsy ar£ a N &*» aipLemry one doth fltine-, 
But there's but one in all doth hold his place. 
So, in the world, 'tis furqifli'd well with men, 
And men arefltftian^ blood, and apprehenfive i 
Yet, in the qumbev, I do know but one 
That unavailable holds on his rank, 
Unfhak'd of motion ; and that I am he, 
JLet me a little Aiqw it» WflP i» tfo* • 

2 And turn pre- ordinance— — ] Pn-$rdinance 9 for onjinanc* 
*lf«ady oftabliflwd. 

That 
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That I was conftant, Cimber (hould be baniiVd » 
And Gonftant do remain to keep him fo. 

Cim. O Cafar — ~— 

Caf. Hence ! wilt thou lift up Ofympus? 

Dec. Great Cafar 

Caf. Doth not Brutus bootlefi kneel ? 

Cafe. Speak hands for me. \tbeyftab Qp&r« 

Caf Etto, Brute? — then fell Cafar! [Dies, 

Gn. Liberty! freedom! Tyranny is dead— — 
Run hence, proclaim, efy it aboyt the ftreets-— 

Caf Some to the common Pulpits, and cry out, 
Liberty, freedom, and enfranchifement. 

Bru. People, and Senators! be not affrighted* 
Fly not, Hand drill. Ambition's debt is paid. 

Caf. Go to the Pulpit, Brutus. 

Dec. And tiffins tbo. 

Bru. Whtvt'sPublius? 

Gn. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny. 

Met. Stand faft together, left fome friends of Qafbr % % 
Should chance—— 

Bru. Talk not of ftanding. Publius good cheer; 
There is no hvm intended to yoqr perfbn, 
Nor to no Roman clfc ; fo tell them, Publius. 

Caf And leave us, Publius, left that the people, 
Rufhing on us, fhould dp your age fome mifchief. 

Bra. Do fo ; and let no man abide this deed, 
But we the Doers. 

3 <C E N E II. 

Enter Trebonius. 

Caf. Where is Anteiy ? 

Tre. Fled to his Hbufe amaz'd. 
Men, wives, and children, flare, cry out, and runt 
As it were Dooms-day. 

Bru. Fates! we will know your pleafures; 
That we (hall die, we know ; 'tis but the time, 

And 
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And drawing days out, that men Hand upon.. 

Caf Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life, 
Cuts off fo many years of fearing death. 

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit: 
So are we C<e[ar*$ friends, that have abridg'd 
His time of fearing death. 

Cafe. l Stoop, Romans ', ftoop; 
And let us bathe our hands in C<efar*& blood 
Up to the elbows, and befmear our fwords i 
Then walk we forth even to the Market-place, 
And waving our red weapons o'er our heads, 
Let's all cry, " peace! freedom ! and liberty! 

Caf Stoop then, and wafh— how many ages hence 
{Dipping their fevord? in CarfarV blood. 
Shall this our lofty Scene be afted o'er, 
In States unborn, and accents yet unknown? 

Bru % How many times Ihall Qefar bleed in fport, 
That now on Pompefs Bafis lies along, 
No worthier than the duft ? 

Caf So oft as that (hall be, 
So often (hall the knot of us be callM 
The men that gave their country liberty. 
Dec. What, (hall we forth ? 
Caf Ay, every man away. 
Brutus (hall lead, and we will grace his heels 
With the mod boldeft, and bed hearts of Rome. 

Enter a Servant. 

Bru. Soft, who comes here ? A friend of Ant<mf%. 

Ser. Thus, Brutus* did my matter bid me kneel j 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down •, [kneeling. 
And, being proftrate, thus he bad me fay. 
Brutus is noble, wife, valiant and honed ; 

3 In all the edition* this fpeech is afcribed to Brutus, than 
which nothing is more inconfiitenc with his mild and philofohi- 
cal chara&er. But (as I often find fpeeches in the later editions 
put into wrong mouths, different from the firft publifhed by the 
author) I think this liberty not unreafonable. Mr. Pope. 

Ctfar 
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C*far was mighty, royal, bold and loving \ 

Say, I love Brutus* and I honour him j 

Say,* I fear*d Cafar, honoured him, and lov'd him. 

If Brutus will vouchfafc that Antony 

May fafely come to him, and be refolv'd 

How Qefar hath deferv'd to lie in death ; 

Mark Antony (hall not lpve Csfar dead, 

So well as Brutus living} but will follow 

The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus 9 

Thorough the hazards of this untrod State, 

With all true faith. So fays my mafter Anting. 

Bru. Thy mafter is a wife and valiant Roman % 
I never thought him worfe. 
Tell him, fo pleafc him come unto this place, 
He fhall be fatisfied j and, by my honour, 
Depart untouched. 

Ser. Fll fetch him prefendy. [Exit Servant^ 

Bru. I know, that we fhall have him well to friend. 

Caf I wifh, we may : but yet have I a mind, 
That fears him much) and my mifgiving ftill 
Falls fhrewdly to the purpofc. 

S C E N E III. 

Enter Antony. 

Bru. But here comes Antony, Welcome, Mark 
Antony. 

Ant. O mighty Cafart doft thou lye fo low£ 
" Are all thy conqueib, glories, triumphs, lpoils» 
" Shrunk to this little meafure? — fare thee well. 
I know not, Gentlemen, what you intend, 
Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfc is rank j 
If I myfelf, there is no hour fo fit 
As C<efar's death's hour j nor no inftrument 
Of half that worth as thole your fworcb, made rich 
With the moft noble blood of all thu world. 
I do befcech ye, if ye bear me hard. 

Vol VII. £ Now, 
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Now, whilft your purpled hands do reek and ftnwk, 
Fulfil your pleifiim. Live a &oufand years, 
I (hall net find myfclf fo apt to &e : 
" No place will plfeafe mc fo, Ad meat* of death, 
" As here by Cafar* and by you oit off, 
« The choitie and rtiafter fpkics of this age. 
Bru. O Antony! beg not your death of us: 
Though now we muft appear bloody and creel, 
As, by our hands, and this our preient aft, 
You fee, we do ; yet fee you but our hands, 
And this the bleeding buftrtefe they have done : 
Our hearts you Vee not, they are pitiful % 
• And pity to. the general wrong of Rem 
(As fire drives out fire, fo pity, pity 
Hath done this deed oh Cmfit; Fbr your part, 
To you our fwords have leaden points, Mark llntwg \ 
Our arms exempt from malice ; m and our hearts, 

* <X brother** temper, do receive yoa in 

With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 

Caf. Your voice ftall be as ftrong as any man's 
In the difpofing of new dignities. 

Bru. Only be patient, 'till we have appeas'd 
The multitude, befide thetafelvts with fear; 
And then we will deliver you the caufe, 
Why I, that did love Gefitr when I ftrook him, 
ftocfeeded thiis. 

Ant. I doubt not of your, wifdom. 
Let each man render me his' bloody hand \ 
Firft, Marcus Brutus* will I (hake with you ; 
Next, Cains Co/fats, do I take your hand* 
Now, Vecius Brutus* yours ; now yours, MeteUus; 
Yours, Gnua\ and, my valiant Cafca y yours; 
Tho' laft, not leaft in love, yours, good 'Trtbomus. 
Gentlemen alt — alas, what (hail I fey I 
MSy crctiit now flai*ds*.on fuch flipprry ground, 
That one of two tad wayssyou muft conceit me, 
Either a coward -or a flatterer. 

* -.::. That 
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That I did love thee, Gefar^ oh, 'tis true) 

If then thy fpirit look upon us now, 

Sail it not grieve /thee, dearer than thy dqtth* 

To fee thy Antony making his peace, 

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes, 

Moft Noble! in the prcfehce of thy corfe? 

Had I as many eyes, as thou haft wounds, 

Weeping as faft as they ftream forth thy blood, 

It would become me better, than to clofe 

In terms of fnendftup with thine enemies. 

Pardon me, JuUus— here waft thou bay'd, brave hart) 

Here gidjt thou /all, and here thy hunters ftand 

Sign'd in thy fpoil, and *crimfon'd in thy lethe. 

O world! .thou waft the foreft to this hart, 

And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee* 

How like a deer, ftrickcn by many Princes, 

Doft thou here lye? ' 

Caf. M^k Antony ■ » ■ 

Ant. Pardon me, CaiusCqffius: 
The enemies of Gefar (hall fay this : 
Then, in a friend, it is cold modefty. 

Caf. I blame you not for praifing .Cafar ib, 
But what compa6k mean you to have with us? 
Will you be prick 9 d in number of our friends, 
Or (hail we on, and not depend on you ? 

Ant. Therefore I took your hands j but was, indeed, 
Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Gefar. 
Friends am I with you all, and love you all j 
Upon this hope, that you (hall give me reafons, 
Why, and Wherein Gefar was dangerous. 

4— crimfoifd in thy Lethe] Mr. Theobald fey $> The diQia* 
marie s acknowledge nofuch word as Lethe; yet he is not without 
fufpofition, that Shakefpear coin % d the word ; and yet for all that, 
the L. might be a D. imperfeSly <wrote> therefore he nuill ha<& 
death infiead of it. After all this pother, Lethe was a common 
French word, fignifying , jeath or defru&im, from the latin /*- 
tfmm. So in Anthony and Cleopatra he fays, 

— Enfn to a lethi'd dulnefs. 
i. e. deadly. 

E 2 Bru. 
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Bru. Or clfe this were a favage fpe&acle. 
Our rcafons are fo full of good regard, 
That were you, Antony* the Son of Gefar, 
You (hould be (atisfied. 

Jnt. That's all I feek; 
And am moreover fuitor, that I may 
Produce his body to the market-place, 
And in the Pulpit, as becomes a friend, 
Speak in the order of his funeral. 
Bru. You (hall, Mark Antony. 
Caf. Brutus, a word with you. 
You know not what you do ; do not confent, [AficU. 
That Antony fpeak in his funeral : 
Know you, how much the People may be movM 
By That which he will utter? 

Bru. By your pardon, 
I will myfelf into the Pulpit firft, 
And (hew the reafon of our Cafar's death. 
What Antony (hall (peak, I will proteft 
He fpeaks by leave, and by permiflion : 
And that we are contented, Ge/ar (hall 
Have all due rites, and lawful ceremonies: 
It (hall advantage more, than do us wrong. 
Caf. I know not what may fail, I like it not. 
Bru. Mark Antony, here, take you Cafar 9 s body : 
You (hall not in your funeral fpeech blame us, 
But fpeak all good you can devife of Cafar \ 
And fay, you do't by our permiflion : 
Elfe (hall you not have any hand at all 
About his funeral. And you (hall fpeak 
In the (ame Pulpit whereto I am going, 
After my fpeech is ended. 

Ant. Beit fo; 
I do defirc no more. 

Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us, 

[Exeunt. Confpirators. 

SCENE 
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S C E N E IV. 

Manet Antony* 

Ant. O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth' 
That I am meek and gentle with thefe butchea 
Thou art the ruins of the nobleft man, 
That ever lived in the tide of times. 
Woe to the hand, that fhed this coftly blood ! 
Over thy wounds now do I prophefie, 
(Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips, 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue) 
A curfe fhall light 5 upon the line of men* 
Domeftick fury, and fierce civil ftrife^ 
Shall cumber all the parts of Italy; 
Blood and definition (hall be (b in ufe, 
And dreadful objects (b familiar, 
That mothers (hall but fmile, when they behold 
Their infants quarter*d by the hands of wy: 
All pity choak'd with cuftom of fell deeds* # 
cc And CeTa^s fpirit, ranging for revenge, . 
" With Ate by his fide come hot from hell, 
€< Shall in thefe confines, with a Monarch's voice^ 
" Cry Havock, and let flip the Dogs of war; 
That this foul deed fhall fmell above the earth 
With carrion men, groaning for burial. 

Enter O&avius'j Servant. 

You ferve O flavins Cafar^ do you not ? 

Ser. I do, Mark Antony. 

Ant. Cafar did write for him to come to Rome. 

Ser. He did receive his letters, and is coming* 
And bid me (ay to you by word of mouth-—— 
O Cafar! [Seeing the Body. 

5 upon tbt limbs $f mtn\\ We fhould read, 

1 ■ MWB rf men* 
ke. human race. 

. E 3 Mt. 
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Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep ; 
Paffion I fee is catching ; for mine eyes, 
Seeing thofe Beads of forrow ftand in thine, 
. Began to water. Is thy mafter coming ? 

$er. He lye* to Aight within feven leagues of K ome. 

Ant. Poft back with fpeed, and tell him what hath 
chanc'd. 
Here is a mourning Rome* a dangerous Rome, 
No Rom of fafety for O&avius yet-, 
Hie hence, and tell him ft>. Yet ftay a while * 
fhoU ftak not back, 'till I have borne this corfe 
Into the market-place : there fhal] I try 
In my Orajion, how the people take 
The cruel iffue of thefe bloody men y 
According to the which, thou fhak difcourfe 
To young OSauius of the ftate of things. 
Lend me your hand. [Exetmt with CaefarV fe£. 

S. C £ N E V. 

Changes to the Forum, 

Enter Brutus, arid mounts the Roftra j Cafllus, vntb 
the Plebeians. 

Pleb. \\7 E will be fatisfied ; let us be fatisfied. 

VV Bru. Then follow me, and give me 
audience, friends, 
Cqflius, go you into the other Greet, 
And part the numbers: 

Thofe, that will hear me fpeak, let f em ftiy beteV 
Thofe, that will follow G#u, go with hfeft; 
And publick reafons flail bis rendered 
Of Ggfar's death, 

1 Pleb. I will hear Brutus fpeak, 
l Pleb. I will hear Cajius, and compare their 
reafons, 

When 
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When fcv'rally wcj hear tfcm rendered. 

[£j&Caffius, wirijmtaf tfofklttfcna. 

Pleb. 3 The noble Brutus is afccnded : filcnce ! 

Bru. Be ptieitt *iitfl the laft. 

Romans* • Countrymen, and Lovers ! hear n*e for 
my caufe ; and be fikot, that you may hear. Believe 
me for mine honour, and have refpefi to mine honour, 
that you may bcheve. Cenfure me in your wifclom, 
and awake your fenfes, that you may the better judge* 

* If there be any in this aflfembly, any dear friend of 

* Grf*r% to him 1 lay, that Brm?% love to Cafyf 
1 was no kfs than his. If thea that friend demand* 
4 why Brutus rofe agajnft Gefar* this is (ay Anfyer; 

* Not that I tov'd Cafar kfe f hut that I kw'd Rum 

* more. Had you rather Cafixr were living, and dye 
' all (laves ; than that C^Jfar were dead* to live all 
c free-men? A&Ctfar lovM me, I weep for him* as 
€ he. was fortunate, I rejoice at it i as he wa$ valiant, 

* I honour him j but as he was ambitious I flew him. 
c There are tears for his love, joy for his fortune, 

* honour for his valour, and death for his ambition. 
4 Who's here fo baft, that would be a bond-man f If 

* any, fpeak ; for him have I offended. Who's here 

* fo rude, that would not be a Roman ? if any, fpeak ; x 
4 for him have I offended. Who is here fo vile, that 

1 will not love his Country ? if any, fpeak % for Jiim 
1 have I offended*—— I paufe for a Reply— — 

6 Countrymen and Lovers! &c] There is no where, in 

all Sbakefpear& works, a ftronger proof of hi6 not being what we 
call a fcholar, than this ; or of his not knowing any thing of the 
genius of learned antiquity. This fpeech of Brutus is wrote in imi- 
tation of his famed laconic brevity, and is very fine in its kind. Bat 
no more like that brevity, than his times were like Brutus's. The 
ancient laconic brevity was Ample, natural and eafy : this is 
quaint, artificial, gingling, and abounding with forced antithefis's. 
In a word a brevity, that for its falfe eloquence would have fuited 
any character* and for its good fenfe would have become the 
greatcft of our author's time ; but yet, in a ftile of declaiming, 
that fits as ill upon Brutus as our author's trowfers; or collar- band 
would have done. 

£4 m. 
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AIL None, Brutus, none. 

Bru. Then none have I offended — I have done no 
more to Cafar, than you (fhall do to Brutus. The 
queftion of his death k inrolPd in the Capitol % his 
glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy; nor 
his offences enforced, for which he fuffered death. 

Enter Mark Antony with Gefar's body. 

Here comes his body, mourn'd by Mark Antony \ who, 
though he had no hand in his death, fhall receive the 
benefit of his dying, a place in the Commonwealths 
as which of you (hall not ? With this I depart, that 
as I flew my beft lover for the good of Rmc\ I have 
the fame dagger for myfelf, when it (hall pleafc my 
Country to need my death. 
All. Live, Brutus, live! live! 

1 PUb. Bring him with triumph home unto hisJioufe. 

2 PUb. Give him a ftatue with his Anceftors* 

3 PUb* Let him be Cafar. 
4. PUb. C<efar*s better farts 

Shall be crown'd in Brutus. 

1 PUb. We'll bring him to his houfe with fliouts 
and clamours, 

Bru. My Countrymen ■ ■ 

zPUb. Peace! filence! Brutus fpeaks. 

I PUb. Peace, ho! 

Bru. Good Countrymen, let me depart alone, 
And, for my fake, ftay here with Antony % 
Do grace to Gefar's corps, and grace his fpeech 
Tending to Gefar's glories*, which Mark Antony 
By our permiflion is allow'd to make. 
I do intreat you, not a man depart, 
Save I alone, till Antony have fpoke. [Exit. 

SCENE VI. 

I PUb. Stay, ho, and let us hear Mark Antony. 
3 PUb. Let him go up into the publick Chair, 
, > We'll 
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We'll hear him: noble Antony* go up. 
Ant. For Brutus* fake, I am beholden to you. 
4 Pleb. W hat does he fay of Brutus ? 

3 Pleb. He lays, for Brutus 9 fake 
He finds himfelf beholden to u§ all. 

4 P&£. 'Twere beft he fpeak no harm of Brutus 

here. 

1 P&£. This Cafar was a Tyrant. 
3 P&£. Nay, that's certain ; 

We are Weft, that Rome is rid of him. 

2 Pleb. Peace $ let us hear what Antony can fey. 
Ant. You gentle Romans- 
All. Peace, ho, let us hear him. 

Ant. Friends, Romans* Countrymen, lend me your 

ears; 
I come to bury Cafar* not to praife him. 
The Evil, that men do, lives after them ; 
The Good is oft interred with their bones * 
So Jet it be with Cafar I noble Brutus 
Hath told you, Gefar was ambitious ; 
If it were fo, it was a grievous fault ; 
And grievouQy hath Gefar anfwer'd it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus* and the reft, 
(For Brutus is an honourable man, 
So are they all, all honourable men) 
Come I to fpeak in Gefar's funeral. 
He was my friend, faithful andjuft to me; 
But Brutus fays, he was ambitious 5 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
He hath brought many captives home to Rome* 
Whofe ranfoms did the general coffers fill ; 
Did this in Gefar fcem ambitious ? 
When that the poor have cry'd, Gefar hath wept; 
Ambition fhouJd be made of fterner ftuff. 
Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious; 
And Brutus is an honourable man, 
You all did fee, that, on the Lupercal* 
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* I thrice prefented him a kingly crown % 

« Which he did thrice refafe* Was this ambitioni 
c Yet Brutus lays, he was ambitious $ 
€ And, fare, he is an honourable man. 

* I (peak not, to disprove what Brutus fpoke, 
« But here I am to (peak what I do know. 

* You all did love him once, not without caufe: 

* What caufe withholds you then to mourn for him ? 

* O judgment! thou art fled to brutifh beafts, 

* And men have loft their reafon — bear with me, 
c My heart is in the coffin there with Gejar, 

c And I muft paufe *till it come back to me. | 

1 Pleb. Methinks, there is much reafon in his 
fiyings. 
If thou confider rightly of the matter, 
I Cefar has had great wrong. 

3 Pleb. Has he^ Matters? I fear there willa worfe 
come in his place. 

4 Pleb. Mark'd ye his words i he would not take 

the crown ; 
Therefore, 'tis certain, he was not ambitious. 

1 Plek If it be found fo, feme will dear abide it. 

2 Pleb. Poor foul! his eyes are red as fire with 

weeping, 

3 Pleb. There's not a nobler man in Rome than 

Antony. 

7 Cac&r has bad great wrong.] 3 Pleb* Caefar had newer 
nunng but witbjnft caufe. If ever there was fuch a line written 
by Sbakejpear, I mould fancy it might have its place here, and 
very humouroufly in the character of a Plebeian. One might be- 
lieve Ben John/on** remark was made upon no better credit than 
fome blunder of an a&or in fpeaking that verfe near the beginning 
of the third a&, 

Know, Catlar doth not wrong ; nor without camfi 
Will bo bo fatisfied.— 
Bat the verfe, as cited by Bin Job* fin, does not conned with 
Will be be fatisfied. Perhaps this play was never printed in 
Ben John/on** time, and fo he had nothing to judge by but as the 
actor plcajed to fpeak it. Mr. Pop*. 

e\Pkb. 



Digitized by CjOOQLC 



Julius Cj&sa*. ea 

4 Pkh Now, mark hint, he begins to fpeak. 

Ant. • But ycfteittey the word of Cdfar might 

' Have flood againft the world % now lies he there, 

* And none fo poor to do him reverence. 
« O matters! if I were difposM to ftir 

* Tour hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

« I flxwld do Brtttus wrong, and Caffius wrong $ 

* Who, you all know, are honourable men, 
' I will not do them wrong : I rather chufe 

« To wrong the dead, to wrong myfclf and you; 

* Than I will wrong ftich honourable men. 

' But here's a parchment, with the feal of Crfar, 

* I found it in his clofet, 'tis his Will ; 

* let but the Commons hear this Teftament, 

* ( Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read) 

' And they would go and kife dead Gefar*% wounds, 

* And dip their napkins in his facred blood ; 
1 Yea, beg a hair of him for memory, 

' And dying, mention it within their Will% 

* Bequeathing it as a rich legacy 
€ Unto their ifliie. 

4 PUb. * We'll hear the Will, read it, MarkAnhm. 
All. The Will, the Will; we will hear C*f«>% 

Will. 
Ant. € Have patience, gende friends, I mnft not 
read it \ 
€ It is not meet you know how Cefar lov'd you. 
€ You are not wood, you are not (tones, but men: 

* And, being men, hearing the Will of Cefar % 

* It will inflame you, it will make you mad. 

' *Tis good you know not, that you are his beirsi 
' For if you lhould — O what would come of it ? 

4 Pleb. Read the Will, we will hear it, Attorn \ 
You (hall read us the Will, Cefar>s Will 

Ant. < Will you be patient? will you ftay a while ? 
< ( I have o'er-fnot myldf, to tell you of it. ) 
1 I fear, I wrong the honourable men, 

• Whole 
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* Whofc daggers have ftabb'd Cafar—l do fear it. 
4 Pleb. They were traitors— —honourable men ! 
AIL The Will ! the Teftament ! 

2 Pleb. They were villains, murtherers j the Will ! 
read the Will. 
An*. * You will compel me then to read the Will ? 

* Then make a ring about the corps of Ce/ar % 

* And let me Ihew you him, that made the Will. 
' Shall I defcend? and will you give me leave ? 

utll. Comedown, 

2 Pleb. Defcend. \He comes down from the pulpit. 

3 Pleb. You ihall have leave. 

4 Pleb. A ring ; Hand round. 

i Pleb. Stand from the hearfe, (land from the 
body. 

2 Pleb. Room for Antony— moft noble Antony. 

Ant. Nay, prefs not fo upon me, ftand far off. 

AIL Stand back— room — .bear back— — 

-</»/. * If you have tears, prepare to fhed them now. 
, € You all do know this mantle; I remember, 
c The firft time ever Cefar put it on, 
c *Twas on a fummer's evening in his tent, 
« 8 That day he overcame the Nervit— — 
c Look! in this place, ran Cqffiu s' dagger through;— 
c See, what a rent the envious Cafca made.-— 
•Through this, the well-beloved Brutus ftabb'd ; 
c And as he pluck'd his curfed fteel away, 

* Mark, how the blood of Cefar follow'd it! 
As rufliing out of doors, to be refolv'd, 

If Brutus fo unkindly knock'd, or no ? 

' For Brutus, as you know, was Cdfar's angel. 

8 That day be overcame the Ncrvii — ] Here S bait/pear, de- 
scribing a great Genera), makes him put on his new habit, or 
robes of triumph, after his vi&ory. Homer defcribing a vain- 
'ikrlous one, makes him put them on before the fight* and while 
kt only expected to overcome. 

< K*Kfotnyd7W ■■■ ■■ 

* Judge, 
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* Judge, oh you Gods! how dearly Ce/ar lovM him* 

* This, this, was the unkindeft cut of all} 

* For when the noble Cetjar law him flab, 

1 Ingratitude, more ftrong than traitors' arms, 

4 Quite vanquifh'd him 5 then burft his mighty heart: 

* And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 

« Which all the while ran blood, great Ge/ar fell, 

« *Even at the Bafe of Pompefs Statue. 

' O what a fall was there, my countrymen ! 

€ Then I, and you, and all of us fell down : 

c Whilft Woody treafon flourifli'd over us; 

« O, now you weep; and, I perceive, you feel 

« The dint of pity ; thefe are gracious drops. 

« Kind fouls! what, weep you when you but behold 

« Our Ca fat's vefture wounded ? look you here! 

• Here is himfelf, marr'd, as you fee, by traitors, 

1 PUb. O piteous fpeftaclc! 
±PUb. O noble defar! 

3 PUb. Owofol day! 
a^PUb. O traitors, villains! 
x PUb. O moft bloody fight ! 

2 PUb. We will be reveng'd : revenge : about— 
feek — burn — fire -kill— flay ! let not a traitor live. 

Ant. Stay, Countrymen 
1 PUb. Peace there, hear the noble Antony. 
z Pleb. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll die 
with him.- 
Ant. < Good friends, fweet friends, let me not ftir 
you up 

9 Even at the Bafe of Pompey*s Statue, 

Which all the 'while ran blood, great Caefar />//.] Plutarch 
tells as, that Cafur received many wounds in the face on this 
occafion, fo that it might be faid to run blood. Bat, inftead of 
that, the Statue, in this reading, and not the face, is faid to do 
fo ; it is plain thefe two lines fhould be tranfpofed : And then the 
reflexion, which follow?, 

O what a fall was there 
is natural, lamenting the difgrace of being at laH fubdued in that 
quarrel in which he had been compleat vi&or. 

« To 



Digitized by CjOOQLC 



62 JUXKJS C^SAR. 

* To fuch a fuddcn flood .of mutioy : * - > 

* They, that have done tbi$ deed, are honour&lrfp, 

* What private griefs they have, alas, I knojv $9t # » 

* That made them do it: they ace wife a^dhoaoar- 

ahle; 
c And will, no doubt, with rcaftn anfwer yqu. 
« I come not, friends, to (teal away your hearts; 
c I am no Orator, as Bruits is; 
4 But, as you know me all, apfcin bhintman, 
€ That love my frieud ; and that they know full wall, 

* That give me puMick leave to fpeak of him : 

* For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 

* Affion nor utt'rance, nor the pow^r of fpecch, 

* To ftjr men's.blood ; I only fpeak right on, 

€ 1 tell you that, which you your felyesdo know; * 

* Shew you fweet C*far 9 & wounds, poor, poor, du&il* 

mouths ! 
c . And bid them fpeak for me. But were I Bruiuh 
€ And Brutus j Antony* there were an Antony 

* Would ruffle up your fpirits, and put a tongue 

* In every wound of Cafar 9 that (hould move 

* The Hones of Rome to rile and mutiny. 
All We f ll mutiny. 

i Pleb. We'll burn the houfe of Brutus. 

% Pleb. Away then, come, fcek the confpirators. 

Ant. Yet hear me, Countrymen j yet hear me 

fpeak. 
AH. Peace* ho, hear^**0*y, moft noble Anttny. 
Ant. Why, friends, you go to do you know not 
what. 
Wherein hath Cafar thusdeferv'd your loves? 
Alas, you know not ; I muft tell you then : 
You have forgot the Will, I told you of. 

All. Moft true— the Will — let's ftay and hear the 

Will. 
Ant. Here is the Will, and under Gefar's leal. 
To cv f ry Roman citizen he gives, 

To 
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Toev 9 ry fevVal man, fev'nty five drachma's* 

2 PUb. Moft noble Cafarl we'll revenge his death. 

3 Pkb.O royal Cafarl 
Ant, Hear me with patience. 
All Peace, ho! 

Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks* 
His private arbours, and new-planted orchards, 
On that fide fiber* he -hath left them you, 
And to your heirs for ever; common pleafures, 
To walk abroad, and recreate your felves. 
Hc*e was a Cafar* when comes fuch another? 

1 Pleb. Never, never; come, away, away 1 
We'll burn his body in the holy place, 
And with the brands fire all the traitors 9 houfes. 
Take up the body. 

t PUb:. Go, fetch fire. 

3 PUb. Pluck down benches, 

4 Pleh Pluck down forms, windows, any thing. 

[Exeunt Plebeians with the botyl 
Now let it work ; Mifchief, thou art afoot, 
Take thou.what courfc thou wilt J— How now, fellow? 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. OBavius is already come to Rome. 

Ant. Where is he? 

Ser. He and Lepidus are at Gtfar's houfc. 

Ant. And thither will I ftraight to vifit him » 
He comes upon a wifh. Fortune is merry, 
And in this mood will give us any thing. 

Ser. I heard him fay, Brutus and Cqffius 
Are rid, like madmen, through the gates of Rome. 

Ant* Belike, they had fome notice of the {xople, 
How I had mov'd them. Bring me to Oftavius. 

[Exeunt 



SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 
Enter Cinna the Poet, and after him the Plebeians. 

Gn. I dreamt to night, that I did feaft with C*far 9 
1 And things unluckey charge my fantafie* 
I have no will to wander forth of doors: 
Yet fomething leads me forth. 

i Pkb. What is your name ? 

2 Pleb. Whither are you going ? 

3 Pleb. Where do you dwejl ? 

4 Pkb. Are yoti a married man, or a batchelor ? 

2 Pkb. Anfwer every man, dire&ly. 
i Pleb. Ay, and briefly. 

4 Pleb. Ay, and wifely. 

3 Pleb. Ay, and truly, you were beft. 

Gn. What is my name? whither am I going? 
where do I dwell ? am I a married man, or a batche- 
lor? then to anfwer every man diredtly and briefly, 

wifely and truly ; wifely, I fay 1 am a batchelor. 

r 2 Pleb. " That's as much as to fay, they are fools 
" that marry ; you'll bear me a bang for that, I fear | 
u proceed direftly. 

Gn. Dire&ly, I am going to Cafaf% funeral. 

i Pleb. As a friend, or an enemy ? 

Cin. As a friend. 

2 Pleb. That matter is anfwer'd dire&ly. 

4 Pleb. For your dwelling ; briefly. 
Cin. Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol. 

3 Pleb. Your name, Sir, truly. 
Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna. 

' i Pleb. Tear him to pieces, he's a confpirator. 
On. I am Cinna the poet, I am Gnna the poet. 

I And things unluckily charge my fantafie ;] Both for thefakt 
of the fenfe and meafure we (hould read, 

And thing unluckey charge my fantafie t 
i» e. unhekey things ; for the ancient fuperftition. divided things 
into iucAey and unluckey. 

4 Pkb. 
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4 Pleb. a Tear him for bis bad verfes, tear hira 
u for his bad verfes. 
Cin. I am nbt Ginna the conspirator. 
4 Pleb.lt is no matter, his name's Cfmw ; pluck 
but his naiite out of" his heart, and turn bim gbing. 
3 P/*£. Tear him, tear htm * come, brands, ho, 
fire-brands: 
To Brutus^ to Coffins, burn all. Some to Deem** 

houfe, 
And fome to Cafca\ fome to Ligarius : away, go. 

{■Exeunt. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

ifo/*r Antony, Octavius, 40*? Lepidus. 

Antony. 

THESE many then lhail die, their names are 
prickt. 
OSt. Your brother too muft die \ confent you, £*• 

pidas ? 
Lep. I do confent. 
O&. Prick him down, Ant (toy. 
Lep. Upon condition, Publius fliali not live y 
Who is your fitter's fon, Matk Antony. 
Ant. He ftedl not live % look, with a fpot 1 damnj 
him. 
Bat, Lepidus, go you to Csjkr's houfe $ 
Fetch the Will hither, and we ftiall determine 
How to cut off fome charge in legacies. 
JLep. What? fhall I find you here? 
OB. Or Here, or at the Capitol. [Exit Lepidus^ 
Ant. This is a flight, unmeritable, man, . 
Meet to be lent on errands : is it fit, 
The three- fold world divided, he Ihould (land 
Vol. Vlfc F One 
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One of the three to fhare it ? 

0£i. So you thought him ; 
And took his voice who fhould be prickt to die, 
In our black fentence and profcription. 

Ant. Oftaviusj I havefeen more days than you * 
And though we lay thefe honours on this man, 
To eafe our felves of divers fland'rous loads ; 
He fhall but bear them, as the afs bears gold, 
To groan and fweat under the bufinefs, 
Or led or driven, as we point the way ; 
And, having brought our treafure where we will, 
Then take we down his load, and turn him off, 
Like to the empty afs, to fhake his ears, 
And graze in commons. 

0*5?. You may do your will ; 
But he's a try'd and valiant foldier. 

Ant. So is my horfe, 03avius : and, for that, 
I do appoint him ftore of provender. 
It is a creature that I teach to fight, 
To wind, to ftop, to run directly on ; 
His corporal motion govern'd by my fpirit. 
. And, in fome tafte, is Lepidus but lb ; 
He mud be taught, and train'd, and bid go forth ; 
A barren-fpirited fellow, one that feeds 
On (a) abjeft Orts, and imitations : 
Which, out of ufe, and ftal'd by other men, 
Begin his fafhion. Do not talk of him, 
But as a property. And now, Ofiavius, 
Liften great things— Brutus and Cqffius 
Are levying powers ; we cnuft ftraight make head. 
Therefore let our alliance be combin'd ; 
Our bed friends made, and our beft means ftretcht out $ 
And let us prefently go fit in council, 
How covert matters may be beft difclos'd, 
And open perils fureft anfwered. 

[ [a) ahjt&Orts. Mr, TbtobaM. — Vulg. objea s> arts. ] 

08. 
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Off. Let us do fo ; for we are at the (lake, 
And bay'd about with many enemies : 
And fome, that fmile, have in their hearts, I fear, 
Millions of mifchiefs. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Before Brutus'* Tent, in the Camp near Sardis. 

Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, andfoldiers: Titinius 
mi Pindarus meeting them. 

itaQTAND, ho! 

%3 Luc. Give the word, ho ! and (land I 

Bru. What now, Lucilius? is CaJJius near > 

Luc. He is at hand, and Pindarus is come 
To do you falutation from his matter. 

Bru. He greets me well. Your matter, Pindarus* 
1 In his own charge, or by ill officers, 
Hath given me (brae worthy caufe to wi/h 
Things done, undone ; but if he be at hand, 
I fhall be fatisfied. 

Pin. I do not doubt, 
But that my noble matter will appear, 
Such as he is, full of regard and honour. 

Bru. He is not doubted. A word, Lucilius •*— « 
How he receiv'd you, let me be refolv'd. 

1 In bis own change, or by ill officers^ The fenfe of which is 
this, Either your mafter, by the change of bis virtuous nature, or 
by bit officers abufing the power be bad intrufled to tbem y bath done 
/me things I could wi/h undone. This implies a doubt which of 
the two was the cafe. Yet, immediately after, on Pindarus** fay- 
ing, His mafter was full of regard and honour, he replies, be is 
not doubted. To reconcile this we mould read, 

Jm bis own charge, or by ill officers. 
i. e. either by tbofe under bis immediate command, or under the 
command of 'his lieutenants who frad abufed their truft. Charge 
h fo ufnal a word in Sbakejpear, to (ignify the forces committed 
to the traft of a- commander, that I think it needlefs to give any 
fofancc** 

F ^ Luc. 
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Luc. With courtefie, and with refpeft enough % 
But not with fuch familiar inftances, 
Nor with fuch free and friendly conference, 
As he hath usM of old. 

Bru. Thou haft defcrib'd 
A hot friend cooling ; ever note, Lucilius, 
When love begins to ficken and decay, 
It ufcth an enforced ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain, and fitnple faith : 
But hollow men, like horfes hot at hand, 
Make gallant (hew and promife of their niettfe* 
But vphen they ftould. endure the bloody fpur* 
They fall their creft, and, like deceitful jades, 
Sink in the tryal. Comes his army on ? 

Luc. They mean this night in Sardis to be quartered 5 
The greater part, the horfe in general, 
'Are come with Cqflks. [Low march within. 

Enter Caffius and foldiers. 

Bru. Hark, he is arrived 5 
March gently on to meet him. 

Caf Stand, ho ! 

Bru. Stand, ho ! fpeak the word along. 

Within. Stand ! 

Within. Stand! 

Within. Stand! 

Caf Moft noble brother, you have done me wrong, 

Bru. Judge me, you Gods ! wrong 1 mine enemies I 
And, if not fo, how fliould I wrong a brother ? 

Caf. Brutus, this fober form of yours hides wrongs. 
And when you do them— — 

Bru. Caffius^ be content, 
Speak your griefs fofily, I do know you tfelL 
Before the eyes of both our armies here, 
(Which fliould perceive nothing, but love, from us) 
Let us not wrangle. Bid them move away ; 
Then in my Tent, Caffms* enlarge your griefs, 



And 
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And I will give you audience. 

Caf. PindantSy. 
Bid our commanders lead their charges off 
A little from this ground. 

Bru. Luciliusy do the like ; and let no man 
Come to our tent, 'till we have done our conference. 
Let Lucius and tttinius gpard the door. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Changes to the Injide of Brutus'* "Tent. 

Re-enter Brutus and Caflius. 

Caf. Tp H AT you have wrong*d me, doth appear 

A in this, 

You have condemned arid noted Lucius Bella-, 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 
Wherein, my letter (praying on his fide, 
Becaufe I knew the man,) was flighted of, 

Bru. You wrong'd your felf to write in fuch a cafe. 

Caf. In fuch a time as this, it is not meet 
That * ev'ry nice oflfence Ihould bear its comment. 

Bru. Yet let me tcH you, Coffins, you your felf 
Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm j 
To fell and mart your offices for gold, 
To undefervers. 

Caf. I an itching palm ? 
You know, that you are Brutus, that fpeak this ; 
Or, by the Gods, this fpeech were elfc your Jaft. 

Bru. The name of Caffius honours this corruption, 
And cbaftifement doth therefore hide its head. 

Caf. Chaftifement!— — [member! 

Bru. " 3 Remember March, the Ides of March re- 

" Did 

z ■ — yp'ry nice offence ] /. *., fmall trifling offence. 

3 Ttemimber March, lie . 

What villain touched his b*dy, that didftab, 
And mt for juftiu ? * ] The thought here is infinitely 

F 3 noble i 
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44 Did not great Julius bleed for juftice Hike ? 
" What villain touch'd his body, that did (lab, 
" And not for juftice ? what, fliall one of us, 
" That ft ruck the foremoft man of all {his 'world,, 
€C But for lupporting robbers ; fliall we now 
46 Contaminate our fingers with bafe bribes ? 
" And fell the mighty (pace of our large honours 
44 For (b much trafli, as may be grafped thus ? — • 
4< 4 1 had rather be a dog, and bay the moon, 
44 Than fuch a Roman. 

Caf. Brutusy bay not me, 
Til not endure it ; you forget your fclf, 
To hedge me in 5 I am a foldier, I, 
Older in practice, abler than your felf 
To make conditions. 

Bru. s Go to; you are not Coffins. 

• Caf 

noble ; yet by reafon of the laconic brevity here represented, it is 
obfeure. We muft imagine Brutus fpeakiog to this effed, Remem- 
ber tbe ides of March, *wben nve bad a caufe in band, fo great 
and fan Q l fie d that tbe moft corrupt men, intent only on tbe public, 
cafi afide all primate regards, engaged in tbe caufe of liberty, and 
ftab % d for juftice c remember too, that tbis is but the fame caufe 
continued; all corrupt and private motives fbould be therefore 
neglecled and defpifed. This is the fenfe, in which the dignity of 
the fentiment, and the propriety of it to the cafe in hand, are alto- 
gether worthy the character of the fpeaker, 

4 I bad ratber be a dog, and bay tbe moon, 

Than fuch a Roman. .] The poets and common people, who 
generally tbink and fpeak alike, fuppofe the dog bays the moon 
out of envy to its brightnefs ; an allufion to this notion makes the 
beauty of the paffage in quefrion : Brutus hereby infinuates a 
covert accu&tion againft his friend,- that it was only envy at 
Cafarh jjlory which fet Caffius on confpiring againft him ; and 
ancient hiftory feems to countenance fuch a charge. Caffius under- 
stood him in this fenfe, and with much confeious pride retorts the 
charge by a like infinuation, 

1 Brutus, bay not me. 

5 Go to ; you are not Caffius] We are not to underftand this as 
if Brutus had faid, Tou are not an able foldier, which would be 
wrangling on a childilh <jueliion beneath the character of Brutus. 

On 
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Caf I am. 

Bru. I fay, you are not. 

C/5/I Urge me no more, I (hall forget my (elf— 
Have mind upon your health — tempt me no farther. 

Bru. Away, (light man ! 

Caf Is»t poffible? 

Bru. Hear me, for I will fpealc. 
Muft I give way and room to your ralh choler ? 
" Shall I be frighted, when a madman (tares ? 

Caf O Gods! ye Gods! muft I endure all this? 

Bru. All this! ay, more. Fret, 'till your proud 
heart break ; 
" Go, (hew your (laves how cholerick you are, 
44 And make your bondmen tremble. Muft I budge ? 
Muft I obferve you ? muft I ftand and crouch 
Under your tefty humour f by the Gods, 
You (hall digeft the venom of your fpleen, 
Tho* it do fplit you ; For, from this day forth, 
I'll ufe you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 
When you are wafpifh. 

Caf Is it come to this ? 

Bru. You fay, you are a better foldier* 
Let it appear fo ; make your Vaunting true, 
And it fliall pleafe me well. For mine own part, 
I fhall be glad to learn of noble men. 

Caf. You wrong me every way— -you wrong me, 
Brutus ; 
I (kid, an elder foldier ; not a better. 
Did I fay, better ? 

Bru. If you did, I care not. 

On the contrary* when Caffius had made fo unbecoming a boa ft, 
Brutus, in his reply, only reproves him for degeneracy : And he 
could not "do it in words more pathetic than in faying. Tea are 
not Caffius | i. e. Tou are no longer that Brave, difinterefle^ 
pbilofopbic Caffius, ivbofe cbara&er <was made up of honour and 
patriotifm } but an funk down to the imfotency and corruption of 
the times. 

F 4 Caf. 
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C^/T When C<efar liv'd, he durft not thus have 
movM me. 

Bru. Peace, peace, you durft not fo have tempted 
him. 

Caf I durft not ! ■■ . * 

Bru. No. 

Caf What ? durft not tempt him ? 

Bru. For your life you durft not. 

Caf Do not prefume too much upon my love ; 
I may do that, I fhall be forry for. 

Bru. You have done that, you ihould be forry for. 
" There is no terror, Coffins, in your threats; 
<f For I am arfti'd lb ftrong in honefty, 
<c That they pafs by me, as the idle wind, 
" Which I refpeft not. I did fend to you 
" For certain funis of gold, which you deny'd me * 
" For I can raife no money by vile means ; 
<c By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 
" And drop my blood for drachma's, 6 than to wring 
" From the hard hands of peafants their vile traih, 
c< By any Indiredtion. I did fend 
" To you for gold to pay my legions,. 
" Which you denied me ; was that done like CaffSus ? 
cc Should 1 have anfwer'd Cuius Caffius fo? 
€f When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous, 
« To lock fuch rafcal counters from his friends, 
" Be ready, Gods, with all your thunderbolts, 
<c Dafh him to pieces. 

Caf. I deny'd you not, . 

Bru. You did. 

Caf. I did not — he was but a fool, 



• than t§ wring 



From the hard bands of peafants their vi/e trajb,] This is 
a noble fentiment, altogether in chara&er, and exprefled in a 
manner inimitably happy* For /• wing, implies both Co gee 
unjufilj, and to afe force in getting: And bard bands figni/y 
(x>th the peafant's great labour and fains in acquiring, and hit 
$ reat unwiliingnefs to quit his hoty 

That 
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That brought my ajifwer back,— Brutus hath riv'd my 

heart. 
A friend (hould bear a Friend's infirmities, 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
Bru. 7 1 do not. Still you praftift them on me. 
Cqf. You love me not. 
Bru. IdonotlikeyourfeuJts. 
Caf. A friendly eye could never fee lbch ftuks. 
Bru. A flatt'rer's would not, tho* they do appear 
As huge as high Ofympus. 

Caf: Cbme, Antony* and young Offavius> come; 
Revenge your felves alone on Ccffius y 
For Caffms is a weary of the world ; 
Hated by one he loves ; brav'd bv his brother ; 
ChcckVJ like a bondman ; all his fault? pbferv*d \ 
Set in a note-book, learn'd, and conned by rote, 
Tq caft iqto my teeth. O I could weep 
My fpirit from mine eyes! — There is my dagger, 
And here my naked breaft— within, a heart 
* Dearer than Plufu? Mine, richer than gold \ 
I If that thou needft a Roman's, take it forth. 

I, 

7 Bra. Ida pot, tui fOH praSifi thins on me.] But was this 
talking like Brutus T CaJHux complained that his friend made his 
infirmities greater than they were. To which Brutus replies! not 
till fibofe infirmities wese injurioufly tinned upon. me. But was 
this any excuje for aggravating his friend's filings? Shake/pear 
knew better what wasfat for his hero to fay^ qpd certainly wrote 
and pointed the line thus, 

/ do net. St i j,l you praQift tbfint an art. 

#'. e. I deny, your charge, and this is a frefli injury done me. 

8 If that thou bbbst a Roman, tako Ufojrtb. &c] But why 
is he bid to rip oat his heart, if he were a Roman t There is no 
other Jenfe but this, If you have the courage of a Roman. But 
this is fa poor, and fo liitle to the purpofe, that the reading may 
be juftly fufpe&ed. The occafion of this quarrel was CaJht/% 
refufal to fupply tfe? neceflities of his friend, who charges it on 
hjm as a di&onour and crime, with greajt asperity of language. 
Cajfius, to mew him the injuftice of accufing him of avarice* tells 
Jug} hp was ready to expofe his life in his lervice; but at the fcme 

time, 
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I, that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart; 

Strike as thou didft at C*far ; for I know, 

When thou didft hate him worft, thou lov'dft hint 

better 
Than ever thou lov'dft Coffins. 

Bru. Sheath your dagger ; 
Be angry when you will, it (hall have (cope; 
" Do what you will, difhonour (hall be humour. 
u OCaffiuSy youareyoaked with a Lamb, 
" That carries anger, as the flint bears fire ; 
" Who, much enforced, (hews a hafty fpark, 
" And ftraight is cold again. 

Caf Hath Coffins Jiv'd 
To be but mirth, and laughter to his Brutus^ 
When grief, and blood ill-temper'd, vexeth him ? 

Bru. When I fpoke that, I was ill-temper'd too. 

Cdf. Do you confefe fo much ? give me your hand. 

Bru. And my heart too. [Embracing. 

Caf. O Brutus 7 

Bru. What's the matter? 

Caf. Have you not love enough to bear with me f 
When that rath humour, which my mother gave me, 
Makes me forgetful? 

Bru. Yes, Cqffius, and from henceforth 
When you are over-earneft with your Brutus, < 

He'll think, your mother chides, and leave you fo. 

[A noife within. 

Poet, [within!] Let me go in to fee the Generals s 

time, provoked and exafperated at the other's reproaches, he up- 
braids him with the feverity of his temper, that would pardon 
aothing, but always aimed at the life of the offender; and de- 
lighted in his blood, tho' a Roman, and attached to him by the 
ftrongeft bonds of alliance ; hereby obliquely infinuating the cafe 
of Cafar. The fenfe being thus explained, it is evident we 
Jhould read, 

If that /^*meidst a Roman*/, take it forth, 
i. o. if nothing but another Roman's death can fatisfy the unre- 
lenting feverity of your temper, take my life as you did C*/ar's. 

There 
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There is fome grudge between 'em, 'tis not meet 
They be alone. 

Luc. [within.'] You lhall not come to them. 

Poet, [within.] Nothing but death lhall (lay me. 

Enter Poet 

Caf How now ? what's the matter ? 

Poet. For fhame, you Generals * what do you mean? 
Love, and be friends, as two fuch men fliould be ; 
For I have feen more years, Fm lure, than ye. 

Caf Ha, ha — how vilely doth this Cynickrhime! 
• Bru. Get you hence, firrah ; faucy fellow, hence. 

Caf Bear with him, Brutus, 'tis his fafliion. 

Bru. I'll know his humour, when he knows his 
time ; 
What fliould the wars do with thefe jingling fools? 
Companion, hence. 

Caf. Away, away, begone. [Exit Poet. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Lucilius, And Titinius. 

Bru. Lucilius and titinius, bid the commanders 
Prepare to lodge their companies to night. 

Caf And come your felves, and bring Mejfah with 

you ^ 

Immediately to us. [Exeunt Lucilius and Titinius. 

Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine. 

Caf I did not think, you could have been fo angry. 
• Bru. * O Cafftus, I am fick of many griefs. 

Caf * Of your philofophy you make no ufc, 
*.If you 'give place to accidental evils. 

Bru. 4 No man bears forrow better — Portia's dead. 

Caf c Ha! Porcial 

Bru. * She is dead. 

Caf c How 'fcap'd I killing, when I croft you fo? 
© infupportable and touching lofs ! 

Upon 
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Upon what ficknefs ? 

Bru. Impatient of my abfence ;' 
And grief, that young Q&avius with Mark Antom 
Have made themfdves fo ftrong : (far with her death 
That tydings came) With this (he fell diftraft, 
And (her Attendants abfent) fwaHow'd fire. 

Caf. AnddyMfc? 

Brm. Even fa. 

Caf. OyeimtnartaiGods! 

Enter Boy with Wine and tfnpers. 

Bru. Speak no more of her : give me a bowl of wipe* 
In this I bury all unkindnefi, Cqftus. [Drinks. 

Caf. My heart is thirfty for tfcat noble pledge. 
Fill, Lucius* 'till the wine o'er-fwell thq cup % 
I cannot drink tqo much of Brum 9 lo?c. 

Bru. Come in, titirms ;— welcome, good Mejjals* 

SCENE V. 

£ff/^r Titinius, and Meflala. 

Now fit we clofe about this taper here, 
And call in queftion our necefuties. 

Caf. O Porcia! art thou gone? 

Bru. No more, I pray you.— 
Mejfala* I have here received letters,. 
That young Q&aviWy and Mark Antony, 
Come down upon us with a mighty Power, 
Bending their expedition tow'rd PbilippL 

Mef My felf have letters of the felf-faime tehour, 

Bru. With what addition ? 

Mef. That by Profcription and bills of Outlawry,, 
ORavius, Antony, and Lepidus 
Have put to death an hundred Senators. 

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree ; 
Mine fpeak of fev'nty Senators that dy'd 
By their Profcriptions, Cicero being one. 

Caf. 
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Caf. C&wone? — 

Mef Cicero is dead * and fey that order of profcripttoa. 
Had you your letters from your wife, my lord? 

Bru. No, A&ffida. 
. Mef Nor nothing in your letters writ of her? 

Bru* Nothing, Mefjaia. 

Mef That, methinks, is Orange. 

Bru* Why ask you ? hear you aught of her in yours? 

Mef No, my lord, 

Bru. Now, as you are a Jtam*, tell me. true, 

Mef. Then like a Roman bear the truth Lteil 5 
For certain fhe is dead, and by ftrange manner. 

Bru. Why, fatewel, Persia* — we muft die, MeffaUu 
With meditating that (he muft die once, 
I have the patience to endure it now. 

Mef. Ev'n fo great men great l6fles fhou!ttendttt« 

Caf *l havfc as much of this in art as you, 
But yet my nature could not bear it fo, 

Mm. Well, to our Work alive. What do yoe think 
Of marching to PhiUppi preferttiy ? 
Cj/". I do not think it good. 
Bru. Your reafon ? 
Caf. Thisitist - 
*Tis better, that die •enemy fcek us * 
So fhall he wafte his means, weary his foldiers, 
Doing himfelf offence ; whilft we, lying (till, 
Are firil of reft, defence and nimbfenfefs. 

Bru. Gbodrtafons muft of force give place to better. 
The people, *twixt PbUifpi and this ground, 
Do ftand but in a forc'd aflfe&ion 5 
For they haVe grudg'd us contribution. 
The cneitiy; inarching atortg by them, 
By them fhall make a fuller number up, . . . » 
Cbme on rcfrefht, new added, and encourag*d * 

9 I have as much of this iron, at joty] *./. I Itar.e aftnuch 
of that aMa^vfokh'PMofoffy affords as you hare. Art for 
Philofophy, 

From 
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From which advantage fliall we cut him off, 
If at Pbilippi we do face him there, 
Thefe People at our back. 

Caf Hear me, good brother— 

Bru. Under your pardon. — You muft note befide, 
That we have try'd the utmoft of our friends, 
Our legions are brim full, our caufe is ripe; 
The enemy increafeth every day, 
We, at the height, are ready to decline. 

* There is a tide in the affairs of men, 

< Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune ; 
c Omitted, all the Voyage of their life 

* Is bound in (hallows, and in miieries. 

* On fuch a full fea are we now a-float : 

« And we muft take die current when it lerves, 

* Or lofe our ventures, 

Caf. Then, with your will, go on : we will along 
Our felvcs, and meet them at Pbilippi. 

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk, 
And nature muft obey necefiity ; 
Which we will niggard with a little reft. 
There is no more to fay. 

Caf. No more ; good night ; — — 
Early to morrow will we rife, and hence. 

Enter Lucius. 

Bru. Lucius, my gown ; farewel, good Me£ak r 
Goodnight, fitinius: noble, noble Caffius t 
Good night, and good repofe. 

Caf. O my dear brother ! 
This was an ill beginning of the night : 
Never come fuch divifion 'tween our fouls * 
Let it not, Brutus ! 

Enter Lucius with the Gpwb* 

Bru. Ev*ry thing is well. 

Tit. Meffa* Good night, lord Brutus. 

Bru, 
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Bru. Farewcl, every one [Exeunt. 

Give me the Gown. Where is thy inftrumenc ? 

Luc. Here, in the Tent 

Bru. What, thou fpeak'ft drowfily ? 
Poor knave, I blame thee not; thou arto'er-watch'd. 
Call Claudius, and fome other of my men j 
I'll have them deep on cufliions in my Tent. 

Luc. Varro, and Claudius!——* 

SCENE VI. 
Enter Varro and Claudius. 

Var. Calls my lord ? 

Bru. I pray you, Sirs, lie in my Tent, and flcep ; 
It may be, I fhall raife you by and by, 
On bufinefs to my brother Cqffius. 

Far. So pleafe you, we will ftand, and watch your 
pleasure. 

Bru. I will not have it fo; lie down, good Sirs : 
It may be, I (hall othcrwifc bethink me. 
Look, Lucius, here's the book I fought for fo; 
I put it in the pocket of my gown. 

Luc. I was fure, your lordfhip did not give it me. 

Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much forgetful. 
Canft thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while, 
And touch thy innrument, a ftrain or two ? 

Luc. Ay, my lord, an't pleafe you. 

Bru. It does, my boy ; 
I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Luc 9 It is my duty, Sir. 

Bru. I fhould not urge thy duty paft thy might ; 
I know, young bloods look for a time of reft. 

Luc. 1 have flept, my lord, already. 

Bru. It was well done, and thou (halt deep again ; 
I will not hold thee long. If I do live, 
I will be good to thee. {Mujick and a Seng. 

This 
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This is a flccpy tune — O murth'rous (lumber I 
Lay'ft thou thy leaden mace upon my boy, 
That plays thee mufick ? gentle knave, good night. 
I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee* 
If thou doft nod, thou brcak'ft thy inftrumcnt, 
I'll take it from thee * and, good boy, good night. 
But let me fee— is not the leaf turn'd down* 
Where f left reading? here it is, t think. 

[He Jits dawn to read. 

SCENE VII. 

Enter the Ghofi of, Caefir. 

How ill this taper burns !— — ha ! who comes here ? 

I think, it is the weaknefs of mine eyes, 

That fhapes this monftrous apparition !-*— - 

It comes upon ifie— 'Art thou anything ? 

Art thou fome God, fome angel, or feme devil, 

That msak'ft my Hoed eold, and my hair tA ftare ? 

Speak to me, what thou art. 

Ghofi. Thy evil fpirit, Brutus. 

Bru. Why comfft thou? • 

Ghofi. To tell thee, thou fhale fee me at Pbilippi. 

Bru. Then, I (hall fee thee again.— — 

Ghofi. Ay, at Pbilippi. [Exit Gbofi. 

Bru. Why, I will fee thee at Pbilippi then.-*-* 
Now I have taken heart, thou vanifheft : 
111 Spirit, I would hold more talk with thee. 
Boy! Lucius! Varro! Claudius I Sirs! awake! 
Claudius! 

Luc. The firings, my lord, are falfe. . 

Bru. He thinks, he is ftill at his inftrumtnt. 
Lucius! awake. . 

Luc. My lord !•— 

Bru. Didft thou dream, Lucius > that thou focricd'ft 
out? 

Luc. 
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Dramatis Perfonas* 

M.ANTONY. 
O&avius Csefor. 
jEmilius Lepidus. 
» Sex. Pompeius. 
Domitius Eoobarbus/ 
Ventidius, 
Canidius, 

Eros, [ Friends and Followers of An- 

Sc&rus, : tony, 

Decretas, J 

Demetrius, / 

Philo. J 

Mecaenas, 
Agrippa, 

Dolabella, > Friends to Caelar. 

Proculeius, 
Thyreus. 
Gallus, ^ 

wZZm. (—*«-„. 

Varrius. J 

Silius, an Officer in Ventidius'j A*yy. 

Taurus, Lieutenant-General to Csefar. 

Alexas, p 

Mardian, S Servants to Cleopatra. 

Diomcdes. J 

A Sooth foyer. 

Clown. 

Cleopatra, Queen of JEgypt. 

O&avia, Sifter to Caefar, and Wife to Antony, 

Sr nian ' } Ladies attending on Cleopatra. 

Ambajfadors from Antony to Gefar, Captains, Soldiers, 
Me£engers % and other Attendants. 

The SCENE is difpers'd in feveral Parts of the 
Roman Empire. 

ANTONX 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



Julius Cje&ar. g x 

Luc. My lord, I do not know that I did cry. 

Bru. Yes, that thoudidft * didft thou fee any thine > 

Luc. Nothing, my lord. s ' 

Bru. Sleep again, Lucius 5 firrah, Claudius, fellow ! 
l Varrol awake. 

Jfcr. My lord ! 

Clau. My lord*! 

£r«. Why did you (b cry out, Sirs, in your Oeep ? 

Both. Did we, my lord ? 

Bru. Ay, faw you any thing ? 

Far. No, my lord, I law nothing. 

Clau. Nor I, my lord. 

Bru. Go and commend me to my brother Cqflius% 
Bid him fet on his Pow'rs betimes before, 
And we will follow. 

Bob. It fhall be done, my loid. [Exeunt. 



N 



A C T V. S C EN.El 

The Fields of Philippi, with the two Camps. 
Enter Oftavius, Antony, and their Amy. 

Octavius. 

[ OW, Antony, our hopes are anfwered. 

I You laid, the enemy would not come down, 
Butkcepathe hills aod upper regions 5 
It proves not fo ; their battles are at hand* 
They mean to warn us at Philippi here, 
Anfwering, before we do demand of them. 
Ant. Tut, I am in their bofoms, and 1 know 

1 Thou! awake.] The accent is (p unmufical and harfh, 'tis 
impoffible the poet could begin his verfc thus. Brutus certainly 
was intended to fpeak to both his other men ; who both awake 
and anfwer at an inftant. 

Vol. VII. Q Wherefore 
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Wherefore they do it -, they could be content 
To vifit other places, and come down 
With fearful bravery ; thinking, by this face, 
To fallen in our thoughts that they have courage. 
But 'tis not fo. 

Enthr a Mejfenger. 

Mef. Prepare you, Generals; 
The enemy comes on in gallant (hew ; 
Their bloody fign of battle is hung out, 
And fomething to be done immediately. 

Ant. 08avius 9 lead your battle foftly on* 
Upon the left hand of the even field. 

08a. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left. 

Ant. Why do you crofs me in this exigent ? 

Off a. I do not crofi you j but I will do fo. {March, 

S C E N E II. 
Drum. Enter Brutus, Caflius, and their army. 

Bru. They ftand, and would have parley. 

Caf. Stand faft, Fitinius, we muft put and talk. 

OSta. Mark Antony* (hall we give fign of battle ? 

Ant. No, Cafar* we will anfwer on theij charge. 
Make forth, the Generals would have fome words. 

OSta. Stir not until the fignal. 

Bru. Words before blows : is it fo, countrymen ? 

QEta . Not that we love words better, as you do. 

Bru. Good words are better than bad ftrokes, 08a* 
vim. 

Ant. In your bad ftrokes, Brutus % yea give good 
words. 
Witnefs the hole you made in Cafar*& heart, 
Crying, 4C long live! hail, Cafarl 

Caf. Anton) ', 
The pofture of your blows are yet unknown ; 
But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees, 

And 
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And leave them honeylefi. 

Ant. Not ftinglefs too. 

Bru. O yes, and foundlefs too : 
For you have ftoln their buzzing, Antony f 
And very wifely threat, before you fting. 

Ant. Villains! you did not fo, when your .vile 



Hack'd one another in the fides of Ce/ar. 

You fliew'd your teeth like apes, and fawn'd like 

hounds, 
And bow'd like bond-men, kiffing Gefar's feet ; 
Whilft damned Cafca, like a cur behind, 
Struck Ce/ar on the neck. O flatterers ! 

Caf. Flatterers! now, Brutus, thank your fclfj 
This tongue had not offended fo to day, 
UGtfius might have rul'd. 

08a. Come, come, the caufe. If arguing make 
us fweat, 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops. 
Behold, I draw a fword againft confpirators ; 
When think you, that the fword goes up again ? 
Never, 'till C<efar*s three and twenty wounds 
Be well aveng'd * or 'till another Ce/ar 
Have added (laughter to the fword of traitors. 

Bru. C<efar 9 thou canft not die by traitors' hands, 
Unlefs thou bring*ft them with thee. 

Oita. So I hope; 
I was not born to die on Brutus 9 fword. 

Bru. O, if thou wert the nobleft of thy Strain, 
Young man, thou couldft not die more honourable. 

Caf. A peevifh fchool-boy, worthlefs of foch 
honour, 
Join'd with a masker and a reveller. 

Ant. Old Caffius Gill I 

08a. Come, Antony, away; 
Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth : " 
If you dare fight to day, come to the field ; 

G 2 If 
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If not, when you have ftomachs. 

[Exeunt Odtavius, Antony, and army 

S C E N E HI. 

Caf. Why, now blow wind, fwell billow, and fwim 
bark! 
The ftorm is up, and all is on the hazard. 

Bru. Lucilius>-— hark, a word with you, 

[Lucilius and Mtffakjland forth. 

Luc My lord. [Brutus /peaks apart to Lucilius. 

Caf. Meffala. 

Mef. What lays my General ? 

Caf. Meffala, 
This is my birth-day ; as this very day 
Was Caffius born. Give me thy hand, Meffala : 
Be thou my witnefs, that, againft my will, 
As Pompey was, am I compell'd to fee 
Upon one battle all Our liberties. 
You know, that I held Epicurus ftrong, 
And his opinion ; now I change my mind 5 
And partly credit things, that do prefage. 
Coming from Sardis, on our foremoft enfign 
Two mighty eagles fell; and there they perch'di 
Gorging and feeding from our foldiers* hands, 
Who to Pbilippi here conforted us : 
This morning are they fled away and gone, 
And, in their Heads, do ' ravenous crows and kites 
Fly o'er our heads \ and downward look on us, 
As we were fickly prey * their (hadows feem 
A canopy moil fatal, under which 

i ■ ravens, crows and kites] A. raven and a crow is 

the fame bird of prey : the firft name taken from its nature; the 
other from ics voice. We fhould therefore read, 

— do ravbnous crows and kites : 
Befides, this epithet denotes the circumftances that mak e the Spea- 
ker confider them as birds of omen. 

Out 
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Oar army lies ready to give the ghoft. 
Mcf. Believe not fo. 
G*/. I but believe it partly ; 
For I am firefli of fpirit, and refolv'd 
To meet all peril very conftantly. 
Bru. Evea fo, Lucilius. 
Caf. Now, moft noble Brutus, 
The Gods to day ftand friendly; that we may, 
Lovers in peace, lead on oar days to age ! 
But fince th* affairs of men' reft (till incertain, 
Let's reafon with the worft that may befall. 
If we do lofe this battle, then is this 
* The very laft time we ihall fpeak together. 
What are you then determined to do? 

Bru. Ev'n by the rule of that philofophy. 
By which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which he did give himfelf j I know not how, 
But I do find it cowardly, and vile, 
For fear of what might fall, fo to prevent 
The time of life 5 * * * * arming myfelf with patience, 
To ftay the proyidence of fome high powers, 
That govern us below. 

Caf. Then, if we lofe this battle, 
You are contented to be led in triumph 
Thorough the ftreets of Rome ? 
Bru. * No, Cqtfius, no 5 think not, thou noble 
4 Roman 9 
' That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome; 
' He bears too great a mind. But this fame day 

2 The very laft time woe Jhall fpeak together. 
What are you then determined to do?] i. e. I am refolved 
infuchacafe to kill myfelf. What are you determined of? 

3 arming myfelf with patience, &c] It is evident, that, 

between thefe words and the foregoing, a fentence is dropped out 
k tins effett [on the contrary, true courage is feen in tie'] arm- 
l H ujftif with patience, &c. As the text ftands at prefent, the 
too different fentiments ddi/like and approbation are run together, 
* parts related to one another. 

G 3 < Muft 
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c Muft end that Work, the Ides of March begun ; 
« And, whether we fhall meet again, I know not * 
« Therefore our everlafting farewel take; 
c Forever, and for ever, farewel, Cqffwsl 

* If we do meet again, why, we fliall fmile ; 

* If not, why, then this parting was well made, 
Caf. For ever, and for ever, larcwel, Brutus ! 

If we do meet again, we'll fmile indeed ; 
If not, 'tis true, this parting was well made. 
Bru. c Why then, lead on. O, that a man might know 

* The end of this day's bufinefi ere it come ! 

* But it fufficeth, that the day will end ; 

And then the end is known. Come, ho, away. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. 

Alarum. Enter Brutus and Meflala. 

Bru. Ride, ride, MeJJala ; ride, and give thefe bills 
Unto the legions, on the other fide. [Loud alarum* 
Let them fet on at once •, for I perpeive 
But cold demeanor in OSavius 9 wing 5 
A fudden Pufh gives them the overthrow. 
Ride, ride, Me/Jala, let them all come down. [Exeunt. 

Alarum. Enter Caffius and Titinius. 

Caf. O look, Titinius, look, the villains fly! 
Myfelf have to mine own turn'd enemy ; 
This enfign here of mine was turning back, 
I flew the coward, and did take it from him. 

-Tit. O Caffius, Brutus gave the word too early 5 
Who, having fome advantage on QStannus, 
Took it too eagerly j his foldiers fell to fpoil, 
Whilft we by Antony were all inclos'd. 

Enter Pindarus. 

Tin. Fly further off, my lord, fly further off; 
Mark Antony is in your Tents, my lord 5 

Fly 
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Fly therefore, noble Cqffius^ fly far off. 

Caf. This hill is far enough. Look, look, Tuimus % 
Are thole my Tents, where 1 perceive the fire i 
ttt. They are, my lord. 
Caf. I'ttiniuSy if thou lov'ft me* 
Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fours in him* 
'Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops, 
And here again ; that I may reft aflur'd, 
Whether yond troops arc friend or enemy. 
Hi. I will be here again, ev'n with a thought. [Exit. 
Caf Go, Pindarusy get higher on that hill, 
My fight was ever thick* regard Titinius* 
And tell me what thou not'ft about the field. 
This day I breathed firft ; time is come round* 
And, where I did begin, there flull I end ; 
My life is run its compafs. Now, what news? 
Pind. [above.'] Oh, my lord \ 
Caf. What news? 

Ptnd. Titimus is inclofed round about 
With horfemen, that make to him on the fpur*. 
Yet he fpurson. Now they are almoft on him ; 
Titimus ! now fome light — oh, he lights too—— 
He's ta'en— — and hark, they (hout for joy. [ Shout* 

Caf. Come down, behold no more ; 
Oh, coward that I am, to live fo long, 
To fee my fcft friend ta'en before my face ! 

Enter Pindarus* 

Come hither, firrah; 

In Partbia did I take thee prifoner; 

And then I fwoire thee, faving of thy life, 

That whatfoever I did bid thee do, 

Thou fhouldft attempt it. Come now, keep thine oath, 

Now be a freeman ; and, with this good fword, 

That ran through Cafar's bowels, fearch this bofom. 

Stand not to anlwer; here, take thou the hilt; 

And when my face is cover*d, as 'tis now, 

G 4 Guide 
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Guide thou the fword — <-Gefar y thou art revefigM, 
Ev'n with the fword that kfll'd thee.— — 

Find. So, I am Free ; yet would not fo have been, 
Durft I have done my Will. Oh, Caffius ! 
Far from this country Pindarus ihall run, 
Where never Roman fhall take note of him. \Exih 

SCENE V. 

Enter Titinius, and Meflala. 

Mef It is but change, Titinius; for Oifavius 
Is overthrown by noble Brutus 9 power, 
As Caffius* legions are by Antony. 

Ttt. Thefe Tidings will well comfort Caffius. 

Mef Where did you leave him ? 

Tit. All difconfolate, 
With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill. 

Mef Is not that he, that lies upon the ground? 

Tit. He lies not like the living. Oh my heart ! 

Mef. Is not that he ? 

Tit. No, this was he, Mejfala; 
But Caffius is no more! Oh, fetting Sun! 
As in thy red rays thou doft link to night, 
So in his red blood Caffius' day is let; v . 

The Sun of Rome is fet ! our day is gone; 
Clouds, dews, and dangers come ; our deeds are done $ 
Miftruft of my fuccefs hath done this deed. 

Mef. Miftruft pf good fuccefs hath done this deed. 
Oh hateful Error, Melancholy's child ! 
Why doft thou lhew to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not? Error, foon conceiv'd, 
Thou never com'ft unto a happy birth, 
But kill'ft the mother that engender'd thee. 

Tit. What, Pindarus? where art thou, Pindarus? 

Mef Seek him, Titinius ; whilftlgo to meet 
Th? flobje Brum, thrqfting this report 

* r Into 
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Into his tare * I may %, thrafting it; 
For piercing fteel, and darts invcnoracd, 
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus^ 
As tidings of this fight. 

91/. Hyeyou, Meffata, 
And I will feek fotPind&us tfte white; [£*j;Mef. 
Why didft thou fend me forth, brave fi^w/ 
Did I not meet thy friend^ and did not they 
Pat on my brows this wreath of vidtery, 
And bid me give it thee ? didft thou not hear their 

fhouts ? 
Alas, thou haft mifconftru'd ev'ry thing. 
Btrt hold thee, take this garland on thy brow. 
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee ; and I 
Will do his bidding. Brutus ^ come apace % 
And fee how I regarded Cuius Cqflius. 

By your leave, Gods This is a Roman's part. 

[Stabs himfelf. 
Come, Coffins* fword| and find tttmus* heart. [Dier* 

SCENE VI. 

Alarum. Enter Brutus, Mefiala, young Cato, Strato, 
Vokmnius, andhucilka. 

Bru. Where, where, Mefata^ doth his body lye ? 

Me/. Lo, fonder, ami Titinius mourning it. 

Bru. Titinius 9 face is upward. 

Cato. He is flain. 

Bru. Oh Julius Gefar> thou art mighty yet ! 
Thy Spirit walks abroad, and turns our fwords 
In our own proper entrails. [Low alarums. 

Cato. Brave Titinius ! 
.Look, if he have not crowned dead Cqffius! — 

Bru. Are yet two Romans living, fuch as thefe ? 
Thou laft of all the Romans ! fare thee well ; 
It is impoffible, that ever Rome 
Should breed thy fellow. Friends, I owe more tears 

To 
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To this dead man, than you (hall fee me pay. 
I fhall find time, Caffius, I (hall find time- 



Come, therefore, and to tbajfos (end his body : 

His funeral (hall not be in our Gamp, 

Left it difcomfort us. Utcilius, come ; 

And come, young Cato\ Jet us to the field. 

Labeo, and Flavius, fet our battles on. 

•Tis three o* clock j and, Romans, yet ere night 

We ihall try fortune in a fecond fight. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 

Alarum. Enter Brutus, Meffala, Cato, Lucilius, and 

Flavius. 

Bru. Yet, Countrymen, oh yet, hold up your 

heads. 
Cato. What baftard doth not? who will go with 
me? 
I will proclaim my name about the field. 
I am the Son of Marcus Cato, ho ! 
A foe to tyrants, and my Country's friend, 
I am the Son of Marcus Cato* ho ! 

Enter Soldiers and fight. 

Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I » 
Brutus , my Country's friend * 9 know me for Brutus. 

[Exit* 
Luc. Oh young and noble Cato, art thou down i 
Why, now thou died as bravely as Titiniusi 
And, may*ft be honoured, 4 being Cato's Son. 
Sold. Yield, or thou dieft. 
*Luc. Only I yield* to die. 
***************** 

There 

4 being Ozxctsfon.] i. e. worthy of him. 

5 Luc. Only I yield to die ; 

There isfo much, that thou *t *// kill me ftraigbt 5] This 
faft line is unintelligible; the reafon ot* which is the lofsoi the 

pre* 
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There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraight ; 
Kill Brutus , and be honour'd in his death. 
Sold. We muft not. A ndhle Prilbncr! 

Enttr Antony. 

2 Sold, Room, ho! tell Antony, Brutus is ta'en. 

1 Sold. I'll tell the news, here comes the General : 
Brutus ista*en, Brutus is ta'en, my Lord. 

Ant. Where is he ? 

Luc. Safe, Antony \ Brutus is lafe enough. 
1 dare allure thee, that no enemy 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus : 
The Gods defend him from fo great a fliame ! 
When you do find him alive, or dead, 
He will be found like Brutus, like himfclf. 

Ant. This is not Brutus, friend, but I affure yon, 
A prize no left in worth ; keep this man fafe, 
Give htm all kindnels. I had rather have 
Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on, 
And lee if Brutus be alive or dead ; 
And bring us word unto Ofilavius* Tent, 
How every thing is chanc'd. [Exeunt. 

preceding. For by the cirumftanccs I colled, that the reply 
of the foldier to the words, Only I jit Id to die, is wanting j which 
circomftances may lead us too to the difcovery of what that reply 
was; and reciprocally by that reply to the recovery of the 
fenfe of this unintelligible line. I think then it appears probable, 
that when Luc Hi us had faid, Only I yield to die ; the foldier, by a 
very natural curiofity, pertinently demanded, Whether there nvas 
yet much refinance on the part of the enemy? To which Luciliue 
who had a mind to die, as pertinently anfiver'd, 

- * There is fo much, that thou wit kill me ftraight ; 

1. #. fo much refinance ftill on foot, that thou wilt choofe to rid 
me out of the way, that thou may'ft go, without the embarras 
of prifoners, to the affiftance of thy friends who ftill want it. 
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SCENE VIIL 

Changes to another part of the Field. 

Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, and 
Volumnius. 

Bru. f^OMEf poor Remains of friends, reft oa 
V** this rock. 

Cli. Staiilius Qxtyn 9 d the torch-light, but, my Lord, 
He came not back, he is or ta'en, or (lain. 

Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus i flaying is the word ; 
It is a deed in fafhion. Hark thee, Clitus 

\Wbi[perinZn 

Cli. What I, my Lord? no, not for all the world, 

Bru. Peace then, no words. 

Cli. I'll rather kill rpyfelf. 

Bru . Hark thee, Dardanius f 

Dar. I do fuch a deed? 

Cli. Oh, Dardanius I 

Dar. Oh, Clitus! 

Cli. What ill requeft did Brutus make to thee ? 

Dar. To kill him, Clitus: look, he meditates. 

Cli. Now is that noble veffel full of grief, 
That it runs over even at his eyes. 

Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius - y lift a word. 

Vol. What fays my Lord? 

Bru. Why, this, Volumnius \ 
The Ghoft of Csefar hath appeared to me ' 
Two feveral times by night; at Sardis once ; 
And, this laft night, here in Pbilippi* fields. 
I know, my hour is come. 

Vol. Not fo, my Lord. 

Bru. Nay, I am fure it is, Volumnius. 
Thou feed the world, Volumnius^ how it goes ; 
Our enemies have beat us to the pit : [Alarum. 

It is more worthy to leap in our felves. 

Than 
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Than tarry, •till they pu(h us. Good Volumnius* 
Thou know'ft, that wc two went to fchool together ; 
Even for that, our love of old, I pr'ythee, 
Hold thou my fword*« hilt, while I run on it. 
Vol. That's not an office for a Friend, my Lord. 

[Alarumftill. 
CU. Fly, fly, my Lord ; there is no tarrying here. 
Bru. Farewel to you, and you, and you, Volumnius. 
Strato 9 thou haft been all this while afleep; 
Farewel to thee too, 5/rj/^.—— Countrymen, 
My heart doth joy, that yet, in all my life, 
I found no man, but he was true to me. 
I (hall have Glory by this lofingday, 
More than Oftavius, and Mark Antony, 
By this vile Conqueft Ihall attain unto. 
So, fare you well at once; for Brutus 9 tongue 
Hath almoft ended his life's Hiftory. 
Night hangs upon mine eyes, my bones would reft, 
That have but laboured to attain this hour. 

[Alarum. Cry within* Fly, fly, fly, 
CU. Fly, my Lord, fly.—— 
Bru. Hence; I will follow thee. 
I pr'ythee, Strato, ftay thou by thy Lord; 
Thou art a Fellow of a good refpeft; 
Thy life hath had fome fmatch of honour in't. 
Hold then my fword, and turn away thy face, 
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato ? 
Stra. Give me your hand firft— — fare you well, 

my Lord. 
Bru. Farewel, good Strato \ — C*far 9 now be ftill ; 
I kili'd not thee with half fo good a will. 

[He runs on bis fword and dies. 
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S C E N E IX. 

Alarum. Retreat. Enter Antony, Odtavius, Meflala, 
Lucilius, and the army. 

08a. What Man is that ? 

Mef My Mailer's Man. Strata > where is thy Matter? 

Stra . Free from the bondage you are in, Mejfala ; 
The Conqu'rors can but make a fire of him : 
For Brutus only overcame himfelf ; 
And no man elfe hath honour by his death. 

Luc. So Brutus fhould be found. I thank thee, 
Brutus* 
That thou haft prov'd Lucilius* Saying true. 

08a. All that ferv'd Brutus* I will entertain them. 
Fellow, wilt thou beftow thy time with me? 

Stra. Ay, if Mejfala will prefer me to you. 

08a. Do fo, good Mejfala. 

Mef. How died my Lord, Strata? 

Stra. I held the fword, and he did run on it. 

Mef. 08avius> then take him to follow thee, 
That did the lateft fervice to my Matter. 

Ant. This was the nobleft Roman of them all. 
All the Conlpirators, lave only he, 
Did That they did in envy of great Cafar: 
He, only, in a general honeft thought, 
And common Good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle, and the elements 
So mixt in him, that Nature might ftand up, 
And fay to all the world ; " This was a Man ! 

08a. According to his virtue, let usufe him^ 
With all refpeft, and rites of burial. 
Within my Tent his bones to night ihali lye, 
Moft like a Soldier, order'd honourably. 
So call the field to Reft ; and let's away, 
To part the Glories of this happy day. 

[Exeunt mimes. 

A NTO N T 
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ACT t SCENE! 

The Palace at Alexandria in iEgypt. 
Enter Demetrius and Philo. 

P H I L O. 

A Y, but this dotage of our General 
O'er-flows the meafure; thofe his 

• goodly eyes, 
That o'er the files and mufters of the 

w war 

Have glow*d like plated Mars, now bend, now turn, 
The office and devotion of their view 
Upon a tawny front. His Captain's heart, 
Which in the fcuffles of great fights hath burll 

Vol. VII. H « Thq 
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" The buckles on his breaft, i reneges all temper i 

" And is become the bellows, and the fan, 

" To cool a Gypfy's luft. * Lopk, where they come | 

Flourijhx Enter Antony and Cleopatra, her Ladies 
in the train, Eunuchs fanning her. 

Take but good note, and you fhall fee in him 
" x The triple pillar of the world transform'd 
" Into a Strumpet's Stool. Behold, and fee. 
Cleo. If it be love, indeed, tell me, how much? 
Ant. There's beggary in the love that can be 

reckon'd. 
Cleo. Pll fet a 3 bourn how far to be belov'd. 
4nt. Then muft thou needs find out new he^v'n, 
new earth. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mejf. News, my good Lord, from Rome. 

Ant. It grates me. Tell the fum. 

Cleo. Nay, hw it, 4nton$. 
Futvia, perchance, is angry; or who knows, 
If the fqarce-bearfled Cafar haye opt fent 
His powerful Mandate to you, Do this, or this; 
Take in that Kiggdpm, antf infranchife that \ 
Perforate, or eifc we damn thee.— — 

Ant. How, my love? 

Cleo. Perchance, (nay, and moft like,) 

1 reneges] Rf»Wftcq. l/lr. Pope. 

2 The triple pillar of tbf ivorfd transform d 

Into a Strumfefs fool.—] The metaphor U here miferajbty 
manglecL * We fhoaid read, 

Into a Strumpet's stool. 
Tbfi$ill*r rf towcr^ %* h *# i? transformed into a faurapety 
Stool. Alluding tp the cdifem of ftrumpets fitting in the tap of 
their lovers. So Ajax in Troilfts and Crefjida, calls "Therfites^ 
Thou stool for a witch. Sbakejbear too, in the ufe of pillar 
and fiooly had regard perhaps *p the eflrmplpjjgr of the fetter 
word, which comes from Stv'a©-, columna. 

i bourn] Bound or limit. Mr. P*p*' 

You 
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Amtony and Cleopatra* 

You muft not ftay here longer, your difmiffion 
Is come from dejkr ; therefore hear it, Antony. 
Where's Futotts Procefs? *C*for>sl I'd fay, both t 
Call in the Mefifcnger3* as l f m Attypfs Queen, 
Thou blufiieft, Antony, and that blood of thine 
Is Ge/ar's homager : elffe, fo thy cheeks pay lhame, 
When flirill-tongu'd Fukia ftolds. • The Mefftngers — - 

Ant. 4t Let Rome in *fyber melt, 4 and the wide arch 
c< Of the rais'd Empire fall ! here is my fpace i 
Kingdoms are clay * our dungy earth alike 
Feeds bcaft as man ; the noblenefe of life 
Is to do thus ; when fuch a mutual Pair, [Embracing. 
And iuch a twain can do't ; in which, I bind 
(On pain of punifhment) the world * to weet, 
We (bm<j i|p peerlefs. 

Cko. Excellent falDiQpd! 
Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her ? 
I'll feem the fooh I $m not. Antony 
Will be himfelf, 

Ant. But ftirVd by Cleopatra. 
Now for the love of love, and his foft hours, 
Let's not confound the time with conference harfli % 
There's not .a minute of our lives fhould ftretch 
* Without fome pleafurp new : what fport to night I 

Oeo. Hear the Ambafiadors. 

Ant. c< Fift wrangling Queen ! 
<c Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, 
" To weep: whole every paffion folly ftrives 
u To make it fclf in thee fair and admired. 
NoMeffenger, but thine *-*— . and all alone, 

4 — and tbt wide arch] Taken from tlie Roman euilom of 
railing triumphal arches to perpetuate t^eir viftoriw. Eatwiel/ 
noble. 

5 to w*//,] To know. Mr. Pope, 

6 Without fomt fleafure now:*— -J We fliould read ijgw: 
A fentiment miich in character of the luxurious and debauched 
Antony. It is the antithefif to cenfirtnee barjk. 

H 2 To 
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To night we'll wander through the ftreets, and note 
The qualities of People. Come, my Queen, 
Lad night you did defire it. Speak not to us. 

[Exeunt, with their Train. 
Dm. Is Cafar with Antonius priz'd fo flight ? 
Phil. Sir, fometimes, when he is not Antony % 
He comes too fhort of that great property 
Which ftill fliould go with.4*tagr. 

Dm. Pmforry, 
That he approves the common liar, Fame, 
Who fpeaks him thus at Rome -, but I will hope 
Of better deeds to morrow. Reft you happy ! 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE II. 

Enter Enobarbus, Charmian, Iras, Alaus, and a 
Sooth-fqyer. 

Char. Alexas y fweet Alexas 9 mod any thing Alexas, 
almoft moft abfolute Alexas, where's the Sooth-Jayer 
that you praisM fo to th* Queen? 7 Oh ! that I knew 
this husband, which you fay, muft charge his horns 
with garlands. 

Alex. Soothfayer,-— — 

Sooth. Your will? 

Char. Is this the man ? Is't you, Sir, that know 
things? 

Sooth. In Nature's infinite Book of Secrecy, 
A little I can read. 

Alex. Shew him your hand. 

Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly : wine enough, 
Cleopatra's health to drink. 

Char. Good Sir, give me good fortune. 

Sooth. I make not, but forefee. 

7 Obi that 1 knew this husband, which you fay $ muft change 
bis horns with garlands.] This is corrupt ; the true reading evi- 
dently is, muft charge bis boms with garlands, i. e. make him 
a rich and honourable cuckold, having his horns hung about with 
garlands. 

Char. 
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Char. Pray then, forcfee me one. 
Sooth. You (lull be yec far fairer than you are. 
Cbar. He means, in flefh. 
Iras. No, you (hall paint when you are old 
Char. Wrinkles forbid! 
Alex. Vex not his prefcience, be attentive. 
Cbar. Huttxl 

Sootb. You {hall be more beloving, than beloved. 
Char. I had rather heat* my liver with drinking. 
Alex. Nay, hear him. 

Char. Good now, fome excellent fortune ! let mc 
be married to three Kings in a forenoon, and widow 
them all •, let me have a child at fifty, to whom He- 
rod of Jewry may do homage ! find me, to marry me 
with Offavius Cafar, and companion me with my 
miftrefs. 
Sootb. You fhall out-live the Lady whom youfcrve." 
* Char. Qh, excellent! I love long life better than figs. 
Sootb. You have feen, and proved, a fairer former 
fortune, than that which is to approach. 
Char. 9 Then, belike, my children fhall have no 
names i 

8 Char. Ob, excellent ! 1 love Jong life better than figs.] Here 
Sbakejpear has copied ancient manners with as much beauty as 
propriety : This being one of thofe ominous fpecches, in which 
the ancients were fo fuperftitious : For the afpicks, by which 
Cbamtian died, and after her miftrefs* were conveyed in a basket 
of figs. Omens (a fapcrftition which Pythagoras firfl taught the 
Greeks) were the undefigned confequence of words cafuaUy fpoken. 
The words were fometimes taken from the fpeaker, and applied 
by the hearers to the fpeaker's own affairs, as in the cafe of Paulas 
JRmilius, after his conqueft of Macedon. Sometimes again the 
words of the fpeaker were transferred to the affairs of the hearer, 
as in the cafe of the fame Paulus before his conqueft of Macedon. 
Lapse rebus divinis qua public e fierent, ut fawrent Unguis, 
imferabatur. Cicero de Divin.i. I. 

9 Then, belike, my children Jhall have no names.] i. e. be of na 
note, a Greek mode of expreflion jin which language, JWrv/tof 
fignines both double-named and famous, becaufe anciently famous 
men had an agnomen taken from their exploits. 

H i Pry'thec* 
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Pr'ythee, how many boyS aild wtncheS muft I 
have ? 

Sooth. l If every of your wifhes had ft w6ftib, 
And fertil every wi(h, a million. 

Char. Out, fool ! I forgive thee for a witeh. 

Alex. You think, none but your fheets arc privy to 

your wifhes. 

Qhar. Nay, come* tell Iras hers. ■ ■* ■ ■■ m 

yf/rf*. We'll know all our fortunes. 

Eno. Mine, and moft of our fortunes to night* lhali 
be to go drunk to bed. 

Jhto There's a palm prefagcs chaftity, if nothing 

Chat* Ev'nas the O'erflowifig Nilus prefageth fa- 
ir^. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot fotithfey. 

Char. Nay, if an dily palm be not a fruitful prog- 
noftication, I cannot fctetch mine ear. Pr'ythee* tell 
her but a tforkyday fortune. 

Sooth. Your fortunes are alike. 

Iras. But how, but how ?~r-*giVe me particulars. 

Sooth. I have faid. 

Iras. Am I not an inch of fortune better than flie ? 

Qhar. Well, if you were but an inch of .fortune bet- 
ter than I, whefe would you chufe it ? 

Iras, Not in my Husband's nofe. 

Char. Our worfer thoughts heav'ns mend ! Ak+ 

Wj,— Come, bis fortune ; bis fortune. *- O, let 

him marry a Woman that cannot go, fweet Ifis* I be- 
feech thee j and let her die tooi and give him a worfe ; 
and lee worfe follow worft, 'till the worft of all fol- 

I If every of jour ivijfres had a womb, 
And foretold every <wijh> a millien^ This nonfenfe Jhould 
be reformed thus, 

If ev'fy ofy**f iuijbto h*4* Wpl, 

Jnd ftral ev'ry «frflfr, ^ ' ' j»j » " « 

low 
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low him laughing t& his Grave, fifty- fold a Cuckeld ! 
good Ifis, hear mt this prayer, though thou deny me 
a matter of more weight ; good J)b 9 I befeech thee ! 

If as. Atoeky dear Goddefs* hear that prayer of the 
people ! for, as it is a heartbreaking to fee a hind- 
fotae man loofe-wit'd, fa it i* a deadly forrow to be- 
hold a fobl knave uncuckoldedj therefore, dear Ifis> 
keep decorum* and fortune him accordingly. 

Char. Amen! 

Ale*. Lo, now! if it lay in their hands to makt mi 
a cuckold, they would make themfclves whores* but 
they'd do't. 

scene m. 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Eno. Hufh ! here conies Antony. 
Char. Not he, the Queen. 
Cleo. Saw you my Lord ? 
Em. No, Lady. 
Cleo. Was he not here ? 
Char. No, Madam. 

Cleo. He was difpos'd to mirth, but On the fudden 
A Roman thought hath (truck him. £nobarbus r —*> 
Eno. Madam* 
Geo* Seek him, and bring hift hither j tohere*s 

Alexas ? 
/Sex. Heifc at yotir fervice* my Lord approaches. 

Enter Antony with a Mejfenger, and Attendants. 

Cleo. We will not look upon him 5 go with us. 

[Exeunt* 
Mif. Fuhrta thy Wife firft carafe into the field. 
Ant. Againft my brother Lucius f 
Mef. Ay, but foon that war had end, and the time's 
ftate 
Made friends of them, jointing theif force Againft 
Cajan 

H * Whofe 
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Whofc better iflue in the war from Italy, 
Upon the firft encounter, ■ dcave them. 

Ant. Well, whatworft? 

Mef The nature of bad news infefts the teller. 

Ant. " When it concerns the fool or coward ; on.— • 
Things, that are paft* are done, with me, 'Tis thus; 
Who tdb me true, though in the tale lye death, 
I hear, as if he Hatter'd. 

Mef Labienus (this is ftiff news) v 
Hath, with his Parthian forte, * extended Afia \ 
From Euphrates his conquering banner fhook, 
From Syria to Lydia % and Ionia ; 

Whilft 

Jnt. Antony, thou wouldft fay— 

Mef. Oh, my Lord ! 

Jnt. Speak to me home, mince not the general 
tongue ; 
Name Cleopatra as flie's calPd in Rome. 
Rail thou in Fulvia'% phrafe, and taunt my faults 
With fuch full licence, as both truth and malice 
Have power to utter. Oh, then we bring forth weeds, 
* When our quick minds lye (till ; and our ill, told us^ 
Is as our earing ; fare thee well a while. 

Mef At your noble pleafure. 

Ant. From Sicyon % how the news ? fpeak there. 

Mef The Man from Sicyon> is there fuch an one ? 

[Exitfirjl Meffenger. 

Attend. He ftays upon your will 

2 — ■ extended Afia ;] /. #. widened or extended the bounds 

of the leffer 4#*« 

3 When our quick winds lye ft til \ ] We fhould read 

minds. The m was accidentally turn'd the wrong way at the 
prefa. The fenfe is this, While the aili<ue principle within us 
lies immerged infloth and luxury K <we bring forth vices in ft cad of 

- virtues, weeds inftead of flowers and fruits: But the laying before 
us our ill condition plainly and honeftly is> */ it were, the firft 
culture of the mind, which gives hopes of a future barveft.^ This 
he fays to encourage the meflenger to hide nothing from him. 

Ant. 
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Ant. Let him appear ; 
Thefe ftrong ^Egyptian fetters I muft break, 
Or lofe myfelf in dotage. . What are you? 

Enter another Mejfenger^ with a Letter. 

2 Mcf. Fuhna thy wife is dead. 

Ant. Where died flbe ? 

2 Mef. In Sicyon. 
Her length of ficknefi, with what elfe more ferious 
Importeth thee to know, this bears. 

Ant. Forbear me. » [Exitfecond Mejfenger. 

There's a great fpiritgone! thus did I defireit. 
What our contempts do often hurl from us, 
Wcwifti it ours again j 4 the prefent pleafure, 
By revolution lowring, does become . 
The oppofite of itfelf ; (he's good, being gone ; 
The hand could pluck her back, that fhov'd heron, 
I muft from this enchanting Queen break off. 
Ten thoufand harms, more than the ills I know, 
My idlenefs doth hatch. How now, Enobarbus ? 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. What's your pleafure, Sir? 

Ant. I muft with hafte from hence. 

Eno. Why, then we kill all our women. We fee, 
how mortal an unkindnels is to them -, if they fuffer 
our departure, death's the word. 

Ant. I muft be gone. 

Eno. Under a compelling occafion, let women die* 
It were pity to caft them away for nothing ; though 
between them and a great caufe, they (hould be efteem'd 
nothing. Cleopatra^ catching but the lea'ft noife of this, 



the prefent pleafure, 



By revolution lowring, does become 

The oppofite of itfelf '; ■■ ] The allufion is to the fun'i 

diurnal courfe ; which riling in the emft, and by revolution lowering, 
or fctting in the wfl, become* the oppofite of itfelf 

dies 
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dies inftantly ; I have feen he* dte tweftty times upon 
far poorer moment : I do thihk, there is mettle \h 
death, which commits fome toving aft upon her 5 (he 
hath fuch a celerity in dying. 

Ant. She is cunning paft man's thought. 

Eno. Alack, Sir, rio 5 her paffiom are made Of no- 
thing but the fineft part of f>ure lore. We cannot 
call her winds and waters, fighsarfd tears : they arc 
greater ftordttand tempefts than almanacks catt report. 
This cannot be cunning in her : if it be, (he make* * 
lhow^ of rain as well as Jove. 

Ant. 'Would I had never feen her ! 

Eno. Oh* Sir, votf had then left unfeen a Wohderful 
piece of W0fk ? which, not to have been bkft tf ith*T, 
would have difcredlted your travel. 

Aht. Fufoia is dead* 

km. Sir! 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

End. Futvia ? 

Ant. Etead. 
' Eno. Why, Sir, give the Gods a thankful facrifice: 
when it pleafeth their Deities to take the wife of a man 
from him, it (heWs to man the tailor of the earth 1 
comforting him therein, that when old robes are worn 
but, there are members to make new. If there #ere 
fio more women but Fulvia, then had you itideed a 
cut, and the cafe were to be lamented : this grief is 
crowned with confolation ; your old fmock brings 
fbfth a new petticoat, and, indeed, the ttalrs live in 
aft onion that fhould Water this forroW. 

Ant. The bufihefs, lhe hath broached in the ftate, 
Ciflriot endure my abfence. 

Eno. And the bufinefs, you have broach'd here, 
cannot be without you 5 cfpecially that of Cleopatra\ 
Which wholly depends on your aboad. 

Ant. No more light anfwers : let our officers 
Hav$ notice what we purpofe. I (hall break 

The 
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* The caufe of our tepedidnce w the Queen, 
And get her leave to part. For not ftlofle 
The death of Falvti^ with mote urgent touches, 
Do ftrongly fpeak t'us* bat the tetter* to& 
Of many our contriving friends in ifrffltt 
Petition us at home. Sextos. Pdmptitu 
Hath giv'n the dans to Gejfr, add commaftds 
The Empire of the &a. Our flipp'ry people 
( Whofe love is never link'd to the deferver, 
'Till his deferts are pift,) begin to throw 
Pompey the Great and all his Digrtititt 
Upon his fon ; who high in name tod pdwY, 
Higher thftfi bof h in blood and lift, ffanda up 
For the main Soldier ; *h6fe quality going oa, 
The fides o* th f *6f Id tnay danger. Much is breedih£ j 
Which* like * tht courier's hair, hath yet but life, 
And not a ferpent's poifon. Say, our pleafure, 
To fuch whofe place is Under Us, requires 
Our quick rtfhofi ftbrh henCe. 
Em. Til do'c. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Enttf Cltbpatrt, Chartfiian, Alexas, and Iras. 

Cleo. Where is he? 

Char. I did not fee him fiflce. 

Qeo. See, where he is, who's with him, what he 
docs.— *~ 
I did not fend you:— -If you find him fid, 
Say, I am dancing : if in mirth, report, 
That I am &ddcn fick. Quick* and return. 

Char. Madam, methinks, if you did love him dearly, 

5 fbe caufe of our expedience— ] Expedience, for expedition. 

6 lie courier's hair, &c] Alludes to an old idle notion 

that the httifd a Wrfe> dtdpx into corrupted Water, Will turn to 
an animal. Mr. Fofi* 

You 
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You do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from him, 

Cleo. What fhould I do, I do not ? 

Char. In each thing give him way, crofi him in 
nothing. 

Cleo. Thou teacheft, like a fool : the way to lofe him* 

Char. Tempt him not fo, too far. I wilh, forbear * 
In time we hate That, which we often fear. 

Enter Antony. 

But here comes Antony. 

Cleo. I'm fick, and fallen. 

Ant. I am forry to give breathing to my purpofe. 

Cleo. Help me away, dear Cbarmian, I fhall fall ; 
It cannot be thus long, the fides of nature 

[Seeming to faint. 
Will not fuftain it. 

Ant. Now, my deareft Queen,——— 

Cleo. Pray you, ftand farther from me. 

Ant. What's the matter ? 

Cleo. I know, by that fame eye, there's fome good 
news. 
What fays the marryM woman ? you may go ; . 
'Would, fhe had never given you leave to come! 
Let her not fay, 'tis I that keep you here f 
I have no pow'r upon you : hers you are. 

Ant. -The Gods beft know,— 

Cko. O, never was there Queen 
So mightily betray'd \ yet at the firft 
I law the treafons planted. . 

Ant. Cleopatra ,— — 

Cleo. Why fhould I think, you can be mine, and 
true, 
Though you with fwearing (hake the throned Gods, 
Who have been falfc to Fuhiia ? riotous madnefi 
To be entangled with thefe mouth-made vows, 
Which break themfelves in fwearing ! 

Ant. 
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Ant. Moft fwcct Queen,— - 
Cleo. Nay, pray you, fcek no colour for your going, 
But bid farewel, and go : when you (bed flaying, 
Then was the time for words ; no going, then ; — 
Eternity was in our lips and eyes, 
Blifs in our Brows 9 bent, none our parts (b poor, 
But was 7 a race of heav'n. They are fo ftill, 
Or thou, the greateft ibldier of the world, 
Art turn'd the greateft Jiar. 
Ant. How, now, lady? 

Cleo. I would I had thy inches, thou fhould'ft know, 
There were a heart in ASgypt. 

Ant. Hear me, Queen; 
The ftrong neceflity of time commands 
Our fervices a-while ; but my full heart 
Remains in Ufe with you. Our holy 
Shines o'er with civil (words; Sextus Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome. 
Equality of two domeftick Pow'rs 
Breeds fcrupulous fa&ion ; the hated, grown to ftrength, 
Are newly grown to love: the condemn'd Pompey y 
Rich in his father's Honour, creeps apace 
Into the hearts of fuch as have not thriv'n 
Upon the prcfent ftate, whofe numbers threaten ; 
And quietnefs, grown fick of reft, would purge 
By any defperate change. My more particular, 
And that which moft with you fhould (a) falve my 

going, 
Is Ftdvia's death. 
Cleo. Though age from folly could not give mc 
freedom, 
It does from childifhnefi. Can Fuhia die ? 
Ant. She's dead, my Queen. 

7—— a race of bewv'n.—'] /. t, had a fmack or flavour of 
heaven. . 

Look 
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Look here, and at thy (bvereign iei&re read 
Thp garboyl* feeawak'd ; at thelaft, beft 
See, wteOt *nd where (he died, 

C&*, Qrxwftfelfeloye! 
Where be the (acred viajs thou ftonkPft fill 
With forrpwful waiter? now I fee, I fee, 
In Fuhtfs dtftfh, how mine (hall bo receivM. 

i&/. Quarrel no more, but be prcpar'd to know 
The purpofes I bear ; which are, or ceafe, 
As you mall give th* advices. By the fire, 
Thjttqiwto Nikf flirae, I go from hence 
Thy foldier, fervant, making peace or war, 
As thou afieft'ft. 

Qeo. Cut my lace, Chamicm, come ; 
But let it be, ' I'm quickly ill, and well ; 
So, Antony lov«& 

Ant. My precious Qu«eft, forbear, 
And give true evidence to his love, which ftaadf 
An honourable trial, 

Cto< So Fulm uM me. 
I pry'thdP, wrn ftfide, and weep for her § 
Then bid adku to fpe and (ay, the tears 
Belong to JfLgypt. Good now, play one Soene 
Of wsJIwt diffcmbling, and let it look 
Like fwftdt honour. 

Am. You'll hf at my tyood $ no more. 

Clf9f Ypm can do better yet* but this it meetly. 

Ant. Now by my (word— — * 

Qeo. And target — Still he mends : 
Jfot tW? J3 Opt the beft. Look, pty'thee, Cbarmum^ 
How this Herculean Roman does become 

8 — Tm quickly ill, and qyg& ym n — . , % 

&, Antony /w«J It ftiould be pointed thus. 
Tin quickly ilf and well; 
S9 Antony >w/. 
&, i.e. thus fantaftically and capricionfly. Pat tjie comipo* 
pointing makes |kar iky {ke quite <e*tfary* 

The 
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The carriage of bis chafe. 

<4nt. I'll leave you, lady. 

C/w. Courteous lord, one word 5 
Sir, you aqd I muft part ; (but chat's not k,J 
Sir, you and I have lov'd ; (but there's not it ; 
That yaj know well fomething it is, I would : 
* Oh, my oblivion is a very Antony, 
And I am all forgotten. 

Ant. ' But that your royalty 
Holds kjlenefs your fubjeft, \ fhould take you 
For Idlenefi itfclf. 

Cleo. *Tis fweating labour 
To bear fuch Jdleneft fo near the heart, 
As Geopatra, this. But, Sir, forgive me ; 
Since thy becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well tQ you. Yoqr honour calls you hence* 
Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly, 
And all the Gods go with you ! On your fword 
Sit laurelPd viftory, and fmoQth fuccefi 
Be ftrew'd before your feet ! 

Ant. Let us go : come, 
Our feparatjon (o abides and flies, 
That thou, refiding here, goeft yet wilh me, 

9 Oh, mi obHym is a very Aitfony, 

And I am all forgotten.} The plain jneanine is f My forget* 
fulnefs makes me forget my felf. Quf fte express it by calling 
forgetfulnefs, Antony ; becaufe forgetfulnefs had forgot hex, as 
Antony had done. For want of apprehending thin quaintnefe of 
expreffion, the OxfyrJ gditor is. forced to tell 14s news* Ww* all 
forgotten is an qltf way of /(takings for apt to forget every 
thing. 

I But that your royalty 
Holds tikuefo your jfojeS, IJbouU take ym 
For Jdlemefs it/elf] i.e. But that your charms fofd me, who 
mm the greateft fopl on earth in chaises, 1 fhould have adjudged 
yon to be {£r greateft. That this is the lenfe, 14 ihewnhy ntr 
agfwtf, 

'5Tw fiimtmg hiear 

to far fuck Ufoffft fo near $* kmt» 

As Cleopatra, /£//.-— 

And 
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And I, hence fleeting, here .remain with thee. 
Away. [Exeunt. 

S C E N" E V. 

Changes to, Caefar^ Palace in Rome. 

Enter O&avius Caefar reading a letter* Lepidus, and 
attendants. 

Cef. \7 OU may fee, Lepidus % and henceforth know, 

I It is not Gefar's natural vice to hate 
One great competitor. From Alexandria 
This is the news ; he fifties, drinks, and waftes 
The lamps of night in revel ; is not more manly 
Than Cleopatra \ nor the Queen of Ptolemy 
More womanly than he. Hardly gave audience, 
Or did vouchiafe to think that he had partners. 
You (hall there find a man, who is the abftradfc 
Of all faults all men follow. 

Lep. I muft not think, 
They're evils enough to darken all his goodnels* 
His faults in him feem as the fpots of heav'n, 
More fiery by night's blacknefs : hereditary, 
Rather than purchaft ; what he cannot change, 
Than what he chufes. 

Caf. You're too indulgent. Let us grant, it is not 
Amifs to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy* 
To give a kingdom for a mirth, to fit 
And keep the turn of tipling with a (lave, 
To reel the ftreets at noon ; and ftand the buffet 
With knaves that fmell of fweat; fay, this becomes 

him; 
(As his compofure muft be rare, indeed, 
Whom thefe things cannot blemifh yet muft Jntoqy 
No way excufc his foils, when we do bear 
So great weight in his lightnefi. If he fill'd 



His 
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His vacancy with his voluptuoufnds \ 
Full forfeits, and the drinds of his bones, 
Call on him fort. But to Confound ftch time, 
That drums him from his iport, and fpeaks as loud 
As his own ftate, and ours 5 'tis to be chid, 
As we rate boys, who, (a) immature in knowledge, 
Pawn their experience to their prelent pleafuf e, 
And to rebel to judgment. 

Enter a MeJJenger. 

Lip. Here's more news. 

Mef. Thy biddings have been done 1 and every hour, 
Moft noble C*far> (halt thou have report 
How 'tis abroad. Pompey is ftrong at Sea, 
And, it appears, he is beiov'd of thofe 
That only have fear'd Of far : to the ports 
The Difcontents repair, and mens' reports 
Give him much wrong'd. 

Qef. I lhould have known no lefs ; 
1 It hath been taught us from the primal State, 
That he, which is, was wifh'd, until he were : 
And the ebb'd man, ne'er lov'd till ne'er worth love, 

2 It hath been taught us from the primal State, 
That he, which is, was wifltd, until he were: 
And the ebb'd man, uier lonfd till ne'er worth love, 
Comes fear'd, by being Uck % d!\ 
Let us examine the fenfe of this in plain prbfe. The earliefi 
bifiories inform us, that the man in/upremg command was always 
wijh'd to gain that command, till be bad obtain' d it. Jndhe, 
whom the multitude has contentedly feen in a low condition, when 
be begins to be wanted by them, becomes to be fear'd by them. But 
do the multitude fear a man, becaufe they want him ? Certainly, 
we muft read ; 

Comes dear'd, by being Uck'd. 
i.e. endear'd, a favourite to them. Befidc, the context re- 
quires this reading ; for it was not fear, but love, that made 
the people flock to young Pompey, and what occafion'd this re- 
flexion. So in Coriolanus, 

IJball be loY'd, when lam lack'd. 
[ (a) immature in bntwledge. Oxford Editor-— Vulg. being 
mature in knowledge.} 

Vol. VII. I Com«s 
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Comes dear'd, hy being lacked. This common body, 
Like to a vagabond flag upon the ftream, 
Goes to, and back, lacquying the varying tide, 
To rot itfelf with motion. 

Mef. Cafar, I bring thee word, 
Menecrates and Menas 9 . famous pirates, 
Make the fea ferve them ; which they ear and wound 
With keels of every kind. Many hot inrodes 
They make in Itafy^ the borders maritime 
Lack blood to think on't, and flulh youth revolt : 
No vefiel can peep forth, but 'tis as foon 
Taken as fcen : for Pompty's name ftrikes more, 
Than could his war refilled. 

Gef. Antony ? 
Leave thy lafcivious waflails ;— When thou once 
Wert beaten from Mutina, where thou flew'ft 
Htrtius and Pan/a Confuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow, whom thou fought'ft againft 
(Though daintily brought up) with patience more 
Than Savages could fufrer. Thou didft drink 
The ftale of horfes, and the gilded puddle 
Which beafts would cough at. Thy Palate then did 

deign 
The roughed berry on the rudeft hedge : 
Yea, like the ftag, when fnow the pafture rtieefs, 
The barks of trees thou browfcd'ft. On the AI$s % 
It is reported, thou didft eat ftrange flelh, 
Which fome did die to look on 5 and all this, 
(It wounds thine honour, that I fpeak it now) 
Was bore fo like a foldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lank'd not. 

Lep. *Tis pity of him. 

C<ef. Let his fliames quickly 
Drive him to Rom\ time is it, that we twain 
Did lhew ourfelves i 9 th 9 field ; and to that end 
Affemble we immediate council \ Pwnpey* 
Thrives in our idlenefi. 

Lep. 
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Lip. To morrow, Ce/ar. 
I fliall be furnifVd to inform you rightly, 
Both what by fea and land I can be able, 
To front this prefent time. 

Caf. 'Till which encounter, 
It is my bufinefe too. Farewel/ 

Lip. Farewel, my lord: 
What you fliall know mean time of ftirs abroad, 
I fliall bfefeech you, let me be partaker. 

C*f. Doubt it not, Sir 5 I knew it for my bond; 
Farewel. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E VI. 

Changes to the Palace in Alexandria. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, <wiMardian; 
Qeo. £~^Harmian y —— 
\t*j Char. Madam? 

Cleo. Ha, ha— give me to drink Mandrarcras. 

Char. Why, Madam ? 

Geo. That I might fleep out this great gap of time^ 
My Antony is away. 

Char. You think of him too much* 

Cleo. O, 'tis treafon. 

Vbar. Madam, I truft not fo. 

Qeo. Thou, eunuch, Mardian>——> 

Mar. What's your Highnefs* pkafore? 

Geo. Not now to hear thee fing. I take no pleaftrg 
In aught an eunuch has ; 'tis well for thee, 
That, being unfeiflinar'd, thy freer thoughts 
May not fly forth of jEgypt. Haft thou aflfe&ons t 

Mar. Yes, gracious Madam. 

Cleo. Indeed? 

Mar. Not in deed, Madam ; for I cad do nothing 
But what indeed is honeft to be done : 
Yet hare I fierce affections, and thinkj 

.1 2 WhaJ 
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What Venus did with Mars. 

Geo. Oh Cbarmianl 
Where think'ft thou he is now ? Hands he, or fit6 he ? 
Or does he walk ? or is he on his horfc ? 
Oh happy horfe, to bear the weight of Antony! 
Do bravely, horfe; for, wot'ft thou, whom thou 

mov'ft? 
The demy Atlas of this earth, the arm 
And burgonet of man. " He's fpeaking now, 
" Or murmuring, where'smy ferpentofold2V/&?— • 
" (For fo he calls me Now I feed myfelf 
" With moft delicious poifon. Think on me, 
44 That am with Pbabuf amorous pinches black, 
" And wrinkled deep in time. Broad-fronted Ce?Jar 3 
When thou waft here above the ground, I was 
A morfel for a monarch * and great Pompey 
Would (land and make his eyes grow in my brow; 
There would he anchor his alpjeft, and die 
With looking on his life. 

Enter Alexas* - 

Alex. Sovereign of Ai^ypt^ hail ! 

Geo. How much art thou unlike Mark Antony ? 
Yet coming from him, that great med'eine hath 
With his tindt gilded thee. 
How goes it with my brave .Mark Antony ? 

Alex. Laft thing he did, dear Queen, 
He kift, the laft of many doubled kifles, 
This orient pearl. — His fpeech (licks in my heart. 

Geo. Mine ear muft pluck it thence. 

Alex. Good friend, quoth he, 
Say, the firm Roman to great Mgypt fends 
This treafure of an oyftcr * at whole foot, 
To mend the petty prefent, J I will pace 

Her 

3 •— • IlVtll FIECZ 

Her opulent throne tbitlr kingdoms — ] This expreffioa of 
fining btr tbr$ne t is indeed tolerable; bat barely fo. No 

bungling 
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Her opulent throne with kingdoms. AH the eaft, 
Say thou, fhall call her miftrds. So, he nodded \ 

4 And foberly did mount an arm-gaunt deed, 

5 Whoncigh'd fo high, that what 1 j/ould have fpoke, 
Was beaftiy done by him. 

bungling carpenter could have expreffed his„ labour worfe. I 
iui'pe& that Shake/pear wrote, 

■ " /wiV/PACE 

Her opuJemt throne with kingdoms. 
;'. e. I will cred an imperial throne for htr, and every fief up to 
it ihall be a kingdom. The expreffion is noble, and the idea valtly 
magnificent. 

4 And foberly did mount an arm-gaunt fieed,] i. e. his fteed 
worn lean and thin by much fervice in war. So Fare/ax, 

His fail-worn fleed the champion flout be fir ode. 

5 Who neigtfdfo loud, that 'what 1 would have /poke ', 
tVasbeaftty dumb by dim.]. Mr. Theobald reads dumb'd, 

pot to hlence. Alexas means (fays he) the horfe made fuch a 
neighing that if he had fpoke he could not have been heard. A 
very pretty fpeech, and agreeable to the politenefs of one of 
Cleopatra's courtiers. Shah/pear wrote, 

Who neigh' d fa loud, that what I would have fpoke 

Washeafih done by* him. 
i. f. the fenfe of what I would have fpoke the horfe declared, th</ 
in inarticulate founds. The cafe was this, Alexas came to take 
leave of Antony , who recommended a meffage to him to his miflref * 
Alexas then had no more to do but make his compliments : But in 
that inftant Antony mounted his war-horfe, long accuftomed to 
bear him, who no fooner felt his mailer's weight, bat, as is ufual 
for horfes of fervice, neighed in a very fprightly manner. This 
circumftance, (fuch a one as poets and romancers when they 
fpeak of their heros' adventures, never fail to improve) Alexas is 
made to turn to a compliment on Antony, which could not bul 
pleafe Cleopatra. J was going, fays he, to pay my farevuel com- 
pliments to Antony, to prediQ bis future fucceffes % and tofalute 
him with the nfual appellations of <vi8ory, when the horfe got tha 
fart of me\ and by bis neighing fo high and fprigbtty, fbewed 
him to be fenfible that be bad a hero on bis back whom be was 
hearing to conquefi. But we are not to fuppofe that Alexas after 
this did not make his fpeech, but let the hero's horfe do it for him* 
This was only a fmall interruption to his compliments, which, at 
a flattering circumftance, he mentions to pleafe his miftrefi. Th6 
error of dumb for done, feems to have been occafioned by th« 
editor's miftaking the word high for hud, whereas if here fignifies 
frigbtty. *»'„,+' 

1 3 j . cl "* 
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CUo. What, was he fad or merry? 

Alex. Like to the time oW year, between tiC 
extreams 
Of hot and cold, he was nor fad, nor merry. 

Geo. Oh well-divided difpofuion! 
Note him, good Charmian, 'tis the man; but note 

him i 
He was not fad, for he would fhine on thole 
That make their looks by his : He was not merry. 
Which feem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay 
In JEgypt with his joy ; but between both. 
Oh hcav'nly mingle! be'ft thou fad, or merry, 
The violence of either thee becomes, 
So does it no man elfe. Mefft thou my polls ? 

AUx. Ay, Madam, twenty feveral meflengers. 
Why do you fend fo thick ? 

Geo. Who's born that day, 
When I forget to fend to Antony, 
. Shall die a beggar. Ink and paper, Cbarmiftt. 
Welcome, my good AUms. Did I, Gbamum 9 
Ever loveG^ir fo? 

Char. Oh, that brave Cefar! 

Geo. Be choak'd with fuch another emphafis ! 
Say, the brave Antony, 

Cko, The valiant Cefar, 

Geo, By Ifis* \vt\\\ give thee bloody teeth, 
If thou with Gzfar paragon again « 
My man of men. - , 

Char. By your moft gracious pardon, 
I fing but after you.- « 

Geo. * My (allad days j 

When 

6 My f allad days : 

When f was green in judgment, cold in blood f 
To fay, as I /aid then,—] This puzzles the late editor Mr. 
Theobald. He &y», Cleopatra may /peak very naturally here nvitb 
eonteppt of her judgment at that period: But how truly <witb re- 
gard to the toldneft of her blood may admit fimequefiion : And then 
employs his learning to prove, that at this cold feafon of her bhod 
/ 'V * flic 
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When 1 was green in judgment.— -Cold in blood ! 
To fey, as I faid then, — But come away, 
Get me ink and paper ; 

He (hall have every day fcveral greetings, or FH 
unpeople Mffpt. [Exeunt. 



ACT II. SCENE! 
S I C I L T. 

Enter Pompey, Menecrates* and Menas. 
P o m p 2 y. 

IF the great Gods be juft, they fhall affiii 
The deeds of jufteft men. 
Mem. Know, worthy Pompey, 
That what they do delay, they not deny.' 

Pomp. * While wcarefuitors to their Throne, delay 9 * 
The thing we fue for. 

Mete. 

flie had feen twenty good years. Bat yet he thinks his author 
may be jaftified, becaufe Plutarch calls Cleopatra at thofe years, 
KopH f which by ill luck proves juft the contrary ; for that date 
which the Grteks defigned by Kif n 9 was the very height of blood; 
Bat Shah/friar** belt unification is reftoring his own Tenfe, which 
is done merely by a different pointing. 

Mvfalladaaytt 

When I was green in judgment. Cold in blood t 

To fay at 1 faid then* 

Cold in bind, is an upbraiding expostulation to her maid. Tbo/e\ 
(ays fhe, were myfallad days, when twos green in judgment * 
but your blood is as cold as my judgment, if you have the J ami 
opinionof things now as J bad then* 

I While wo are fnitors to their Throne, decays 
The thing we foe for.} This nonfenfe Jhould be read thus, 

While wo are fnitors to their Throne y £ t at % s 
72* thing wefutfor. 

I 4 oMcnt crate t 
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Mm. We, ignorant of our felvcs, 
Beg often our own harms, which the wife powers 
Deny us for our good * fo find we profit 
By lofing of our prayers. 
pom. I (hall do well : 
The people love me, and the lea is mine ; 
My p9wVs (a) a crefcent, and my auguring hope 
Says, it will come to th' full. Mark Antony 
In JEgyp* fi^ at dinner, and will make 
No wars without doors. Cafar gets mony, where 
He lofes hearts ; Jjepidus Blatters Both, . 
Of Both is flattered ; but he Neither loves, 
Nor Either cares for him. 

Mene. Cafar and Lepidus are in the field, 
A mighty ftrength they carry;. 

Pomi Where have you this ? *tis falfe. 
Mene. From Silvias, Sir. 

Pom. He dreams; I know, they are in Rome to* 
gether, 
Looking for Antony : but all the charms of love, 
Salt Cleopatra, foften thy wan lip ! 
Let witchcraft join with beauty ; luft with both ! 
Tie up the libertine in a field of feafts, 
Keep his brain fuming ; Epicurean cooks, 
Sharpen with cloylefs lauce his appetite ; 
That Oeep and feeding may prorogue his honour t 
Even 'till a Lethe 9 d dulnefs— 

Memerates had laid, The Gods do not deny that which they delay. 
The other turns his words to a different meaning, and replies, 
Delay is the very thing <we beg of them. L e. the delay of our 
enemies in making preparation again!! us; which he explains 
afterwards, by faying Mark Antony was tied up by lull in Mgyft\ 
Cdfar, by avarice at Rome ; and Lepidus employed in keeping 
well with both. 

[ (a) a crefcentl Mr. Theobald.— — Vu!g. are credent.] 



Enter 



Digitized by CjOOQLC 



Antony aW Cleopatra. 121 

Enter Varrius. 

How now, Varrius f 

Far. This is mod certain, that I fhall deliver : 
Mark Antony is every hour in Rime 
Expe&ed. Since he went from A£gypt 9 *tis 
A fpace for farther travel. 

Pom. I could have given left matter 
A better ear. Menas, I did not think, 
This am'rous furfeiter would have donn'd his helm 
For fuch a petty war ; his foldierihip 
Is twice the other twain; but let us rear 
The higher our opinion, that our ftirring 
Can from the lap of Mgypf% widow pluck 
The ne'er-lull- wearied Antony. 

Men. I cannot hope, 
Cfffar and Antony fhall well greet together. 
His wife, who's dead, did trefpaffes to Cafari 
His brother warr'd upon him, although I think, 
Not movM by Antony. 

Pom. I know not, Menas, 
How Idler enmities may give way to greater. 
Were't not that we ftand up againft them all, 
Twere pregnant, they ftould fquare between them* 

tolvfSi " , 

For they have entertained caufe enough 
To draw their fwords ; but how the fear of us 
May cement their divifions, and bind up 
The petty difference, we yet not know. 
Be't, as our Gods will hav't! it only ftands 
Our lives upon, to ufe our ftrongeft hands. 
Come, Menas. {Emm, 



SCENE 
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S C E N E II. 

Changes to Rome. 

Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus. 

LQif^ O O D En$arbus\ 'tis a worthy deed, 

\J And fliall become you well, t'entreat your 
Captain 
To foft and gentle fpeech, 

Eno. I fhall entreat him 
Toanfwer, like hiajfelf ; if Cafar move him, 
Let Antonylook oyer Cejar's head, 
And fpeak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter 9 
* Were I the wearer of Antonio' % beard, 
I would not fliav't to day. 

Lep. 9 Tis not a time for private ftomaching. 

Eno. Every time 
Serves for the matter that is then born in*t. 

Lep. But fmall to greater matters muft give way* 

Eno. Not, if the fmall come firft. 

Lep. Your fpeech ispaffion; 
But, pray you, flir no embers up. Here comes 
The noble Antony. 

Enter Antony and Ventidius. 

Eno. And yonder, Cafar. 

Enter Gae&r, Mecaenas, and Agrippa. 

Ant. If wecompofe well here, to Part&ia.—* 
Hark, Ventidius. 
C*f. Fdo not know; Mecanas 9 ask Agrippa. 
Lep. Noble friends, 

2 Wen I the wearer tf Antonio*/ beard, 
1 would uot Jhatft to day.} Alluding ta the phrafe, I will 
if4rd\iim. 
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That which combin'd us was moft great, and let not 
A leaner action rend us. What's amils, 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murther in healing wounds. Then, noble partners, 
(The rather, for I earneftly befeech,) 
Touch you the fowreft points with fweeteft terms, 
Nor curftnefs grow to th' matter. 

Ant. 'Tis Ipoken well 5 
Were we before our armies, and to fight, 
I fliould do thus. [Flourifi. 

C*f. Welcome to Rome. 

Ant. Thank you. 

C*f. Sit. 

Ant. Sit, Sir. 

Cef Nay, then— 

Ant. I learn, you take things ill, which arc not fo: 
Or, being, concern you not. 

Caf. I mud be laught at, 
If, or for nothing, or a little, I 
Should lay myfelf offended, and with you 
Chiefly i'th' world \ More laught at, that I fhouldj 
Once name you derogately, when to found 
Your name it not concern'd me. 

Ant. My being in ASgypt, Cafar, what was't to you ? 

Caf. No more than my refuting here at Rome 
Might be to you in Mgftt; yet, if you there 
Did pra&ife on my ftate, your being in ALgypt 
Might be my queftion. 

Ant. How intend you, pradtis'd ? 

Caf. You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent, 
By what did here befell. I Your Wife and Brother 

Made 

3 . Tour Wife and Brothtr 

Made Wars upon me, and their Conteftation 

Was theam fir you, you were the Word of War.} The only 

meaoiog of this can be, chat the war, which Antony's wife and 

brother made upon Co/or, was theam for Antony too to make 

wv j or was the occafion why he did make war. But this 

k 
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Made wars upon me 5 and their contestation 
Was theamM for you, you were the word of war. 
Ant. You do miftakc your bufinefe; * my brother 
never 
Did urge me in his aft: I did require it, 
And have my learning from fome true reports 
That drew their fwords with you. Did he not rather 
Difcredit my authority with yours, 
And make the wars alike againft my ftomach, 
Having alike yourcaufe ? of this, my letters 
Before did fatisfie you. If you'll patch a quarrel, 
As matter whole you've not to make it with r ) 
X muft not be w ith this. 

C*f. You praife yourfelf, 
By laying defe&s of Judgment to me: but 
You patch up your excufes. 

Ant. Not fo, not fo ; 
I know you could not lack, (Pm certain on't,) 
Very neceflity of this thought, that I, 
Your Partner in ths caufe 'gainft which he fought, 
Could not with grateful eyes attend thofe wars, 
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my Wifc^ 
I would, you had her fpirit in fuch another i 
The third oW world is yours, which with a fnaffie 
You may paceeafie; but not fuch a Wife. 

Eno. 'Would, we had all fuch Wives, that the Men 
might go to wars with the Women! 

is direftly contrary to the context, which roewi, Antm did nei- 
ther encourage them to it, nor fecond them in it. We cannot 
doubt then, but the poet wrote; 

and their contejiation 
Was thearo'd for you. 
t\ e . The pretence of their war wai on your account, They took 
up arms in your name, and you were made the theme and fubjeft 
of their infurre&ion. 

* my brother never . 

Did urge mi in his a3 : ] f\ '. ttCW did make ttfc Of 

my name as a pretence far the war. 

AnU 
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Ant. So much uncurbablc her garboiles, C*far 9 
Made out of her impatience, which not wanted 
Shrewdneis of policy too, I grieving grant, 
Did you too much difquiet : For That you muft 
Bat fey, I couid not help it. 

Caf. I wrote to you, 
When rioting in Alexandria, you 
Did pocket up my letters ; and with taunts 
Did gibe my miffivc out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, he fell on me, eft: admitted : then 
Three Kings I had newly feafted, and did wane 
Of what I was i'th* morning: but, next day, 
5 1 told him of my felf *, which was as much 
As to have ask'd him pardon. Let this fellow 
Be nothing of our ftrifc: if we contend, 
Out of our queftion wipe him. 

Gef. You have broken 
The article of your oath, which you fhall never 
Have tongue to charge me with. 

Lep. Soft, Gefar.— • 

Ant. No, Lepidusy let him fpeak ; 
1 The Honour's facred which he talks on now, 
Suppofing, tjiat I lackt it : but on, Cafar, 
The article of my oath — \ 

Caf. To lend me arms and aid, when I requir f d them, 
The which you both deny'd* 

Aba. Neglc&ed, rather: 
And then, when poifon'd hours had bound me up 
From mine own knowledge \ as nearly as I may, 
I'll play the Peniten* to you. But mine honefty 
Shall not make poor my Greatnefs ; nor my Power 
Work without it. Truth is, thatifo/w*, 
To have me out t&MgypU made wars here; 

5 I told him of nyfelfi—] i. e, told him the condition I 
Was in, when he had his laft audience. 

6 The Honour* $ fccred— ] S acrid, for unbroken, unvio- 
Uted. 

For 
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For which my felf, the ignorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon, as befits mine Honour 
To ftoop in fuch a cafe. 

£ep. f Tis nobly fpc ten. 

Mtc If it might pleafij.you, to enforce no further 
The griefs between ye : t^forget them quite. 
Were to remember, that the preftnt Need 
Speaks to atone you, 

Lep. Worthily fpoken, Mecsnas. 

Em. Or, if you borrow one another's love for the in— 
ftant, you may, when you hear no more words of 
Pompejj return it again : you (hall have time to wrangle 
in, when you have nothing elfc to do. 

Ant. Thou art a Soldier, only fpeak no more. 

Eno. That truth fhould be Aleut* I had almoft 
forgot 

Am. You wrong this Prefence, therefore fpeak no 
more. 

Eno. Go to then : your confiderate ftone.— 

Cef. 7 1 do not much diflike the manner, but 
The matter of this fpeech : for't cannot-Jbe, 
We (hall remain in friendfhip, our conditions 
So differing in their adts. Yet, if I knew 
What hoop would hold us (launch, from edge to edge 
O* th f world, I would purfue it. 

Agr. Give me leave, Csfar. 

C*f. Speak, Agrippa. 

7 1 do not much diflike tht matter > but 

Tbe manner ofbisfrecb: ] What, fcdt Alike the WtiM* 

of it t when he fays prefently after, chat he would do every thing 
to prevent the evil E no bar bus predi&ed. Befides, are we to fuppofe 
that common civility would fairer him to take the feme liberty 
with Antonys lieutenant, that Antony himfeif did? Sbaktfpettr 
wrote, - 

Ido not much diflike tbi manner, but 
Tbe matter of bisfttecb ;— . 

I. e. *ds not his liberty of fpeech, but the mifchiefs he fpeflkstt 
which I diflike. This agrees with what follows, and is (aid with 
teach urbanity, and (how of friendship. 
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Agr. Thou haft a Sifter by the Mother's fide, 
Admir'd OSmnal jyeat Mark Antony 
Is now a Widower. 

Gef> Say not fb, Agrippa ; : 
If Cleopatra heard you, yorf Approof 
Were well deferv'd of rafh ;fs. 

.rfW. I am not married, Ge/ir, let me hear 
Agrippa further fpeak. 

^r. To hold you in perpetual Amity, 
To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an unflipping knot, take Antony 
OSavia to his Wife; whole Beauty claims 
No worfc a Husband than the beft of men ; 
Whole Virtue, and whofe general Graces fpeak 
That which none elie can utter. By this marriage^ 
All little jealouGes, which now feem great, 
And all great fears, which now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing. Truths would be but talcs. 
Where now half tales be truths : her love to both, 
Would each to other, and all lores to both 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have fpokc f 
For , tis a ftudicd, not a prefent thought, 
By duty ruminated. 

Ant. Will Cefar fpeak? 

Oef. Not 'till he hears, how Antony is touched 
With what is (poke already. 

Ast. What Power is in Agrippa 
(If I would &y, «« Agrippa* be it fo t ") 
To make this good? 

Cef. The Power of Cefar 9 and 
His Power unto Offovia. 

Ant. May I never 
To this good purpofc, that fo fairly fljews, 
Dream of impediment ! let me have thy hand| 
Further this aft of grace; and, from this hour, 
The heart of brothers govern in our loves, 
And fway our great defignsl 

Of. There is my hand: 
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A Sifter I bequeath you, whom no Brother 
Did ever love fo dearly. Let her live 
To join our kingdoms, and our Hearts, and never 
Fly off our loves again ! 

Up. Happily, amen. . 

^. I did not think to draw my fword gamft 

Pompey y ■ 

For he hath laid ftrange courtefies and great 
Of late upon me. I muft thank him only, 
Left my remembrance (uffer dl reports 
At heel of that, defie him. 

Lep. Time calls upon's: 
Of us muft Pompey prefently be fought, 
Or elfe he feeks out us. 

Ant. Where lyes he? 

Cef. About the Mount Mtjemm. 

Ant. What is his ftreneth by Land I 

Caf. Great, and increafing : but by Sea 
He is an abfolute Matter. 

Ant. So is the feme. 
•Would, we had fpoke together! hafte we for it* 
Yet, ere we put our felves in arms, difpatch we 
The bufinefs we have talk'd of. 

Cef. With mod gladnefi •, 
And do invite you to my Sifter's view, 
Whither ftraight I'll lead you. 

Ant. Let us, Lepidus, not lack your company. 

Let. NdblcJntcny. not ficknefslhbuld detain me, 
■* [Fkmjb. EkmH, 

SCENE III. 

Manna Enobarbus, Agrippa, Mec*nas. 

Mec. Welcome from MgypU Sir. 

Eno. Half the heart of Gefar, worthy MtctnaU 

my honourable friend, Agrippa ! ■ 

Atr. Good Embarbui! 
° tatt. 
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Mec. We have caufe to be glad, that matters are 
fo well digcfted : you ftay'd well by't in Aigypt. 

Eno. Ay, Sir, we did fleep day out of countenance, 
and made the night Jight with drinking. 

Mec. Eight wild boars roafted whole at a breakfaft, 
and but twelve perfons there ;— Is this true? 

Eno. This was but as a flie by an eagle: we had 
much more monftrous matter of feaft, which worthi- 
ly deferved noting. 

Mec. She's a moll triumphant Lady, if report be 
fquare to her. 

Eno. When (he firft met Mark Antony f fhe pursM 
up his heart upon the river of Cydnus. 

Agr. There flie appealed, indeed ; or my reporter 
devis'd well for her. 

Eno. I will tell you ; 
c< The Barge flie fat in, like a burnifli'd Throne, 
" Burnt on the water * the poop was beaten gold* 
cc Purple the foils, and fo perfumed, that 
€C The Winds were love-fick with 'ems th'oarswer* 

" filver, 
c < Which to the tune of flutes kept ftroke, and made 
4< The water, which they beat, to follow fafter, 
<c As amorous of their ftrokes. For her own perfon, 
44 It beggar'd all defcription \ flie did lye 
" In her pavilion, cloth of gold, of tiflue, 
cc 8 (yer-pifturing that Venus ', where we fee 
c< The Fancy out-work Nature. On each fide her, 
4( Stood pretty dimpled Boys, like fmiling Cupids, 
«* With divers-colour'd fans, whofe wind did feem 
" To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool a 
" And what they undid, did. 
Agr. Oh, rare for Antony I 
Eno. c * Here Gentlewomen, like the Nereids* 

8 0*er-pi8uring that Venus, where we fee &c] Meaning the 
Venus of Protogeitei mentioned by P/iftp, 1. 35. c. to. 

Vol, VII. K ?« So 
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" So many tylermaids, tended her i* tb* eyfs, 

€€ ^ And made their Bends adoring* ^ctbeheIflDi 9 

" A feeming Mermaid fleers; the filken tackles 

u Swell with the touches of thole flower-foft han<fe 

" That yarely frame the office! From the Bergc 

A ftrange invifible perfume hits the fenfe 

Qf the adjacent wharfs. The City caft 

Her People out upon her 5 and Antony* ♦ 

Enthroned i* th* Market-place, did fit alone, 

Whittling to th? air; 'which, but For vacancy* 

dad gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 

jfUid made a gap in Nature. 

* Agr. ViwcsMgyptianl 

Eno. Upon her landing, Antony lent to her, 
Invited her to fuj>per : lhe reply'd. 
It fhould be better, he became her gueft; 
Which lhe intreafcd. Our courteous Antovy^ 
Whom ne'er the word of No Woman he^rd fpeak, 
Being barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the ft aft i 
And for his ordinary, pays his heart, 
For what his feyes eat only. 

Agr. Royal Wench ! 
She made great Catfar lay his fword to bed % 

< 9 And made their bends adornings .— J This is fenfe in- 
deed, and may be underftobd thus, her maids bowed with Co goocl 
an air, that it added new graces to them. But this is not what 
Shake/pear would fay : Cleopatra, in this famous fcerie, personated 
Venus \x$l riling from the waves: at which time the Mytnologifljs 
tell us, the Sea-deities furrounded the goddefs to adore, and pay 
her homage. Agreeably to this fable Cleopatra had drcfled 
her maids, the poet tells us, like fyreids. To make the whole 
therefore conformable to the flory reprefented, we may be affured, 
Shake ff ear wrote, 

And made their lends adorincs. 

They did her obfervance in the pofture of adoration, as if fhe had 
been Jfenus. 



-*whith, hut for vacancy 



Had gone ] Alluding to an axiom in the peripatetic phi- 

Jofophy then in vogue, that Nature abhors a 'vacuum. 

He 
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He ploiigh'd her, and (he cropt. 

Eno. I law her once 
Hop forty paces through the pubjick ftrect : 
And having loft her breath, fnc fpoke, and panted 
That (he did makedefeft, perfedtion, 
And breathlefs power breathe forth. . 

Mec. Now Antony muft leave her utterly. 

Eno. Never, he. will not. 
Age cannot wither her, nor cuftom dale 
Her infinite variety : other women cloy 
The appetites they feed 5 but (he makes hungry, 
Where mod (he (atisfies. For vileft things 
Become themfelves in her, that th6 holy Priefts 
Bfcfther, when flie it riggilh. 

Mec. * If beauty, wiftlom, modefty, can fettte 
The heart of Antony > O&atria is 
A bleft allott'ry to him. 

Apr. Let us go. 
Good Enobarbus y make yourlelf my gueft, 
Whilft you abide here. 

Em. Humbly, Sir, I thank you. * [Exeunt \ 

Enter Antony, Casfar, O&avia between them. 

Ant. The world, and my great office, #ill forae- 
times 
Divide me from your bofom. 

03a. All which time, 
Before the Gods my knee (hall bow to prayers 
To them for you. 

Ant. Good night, Sir. My O&avia, 

2 If beauty t ivi/Jom, modefiy t canftjtle 

The heart of Antony, Oftavia is 

A Hefted lo ttbr r to bim!\ Methinks, it is a very indif- 
ferent compliment in Mecanas to call OAavia a lottery % as if ike 
might torn up blank, as well as prove z prize to Antony. The 
poet wrote, as I have reformed the text, ali^ottsry, there be- 
ing as much difference between lottery and afhttery, as between a 
prefent detonation and a ftitnre chance, 

K 2 Read 
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Read not my blemiffies in the world's report : 
I have not kept my Iquare, but That to come 
Shall all be done by th' rule j good night, dear Lady* 

Ofla. Good night, Sir. 

Cdf. Good night. [Exeunt Gaefar and O&avia. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Sootbfayer. 

Ant. Now, firrah! do you wilh your felf in JEgypt f 

Sooth. * Would I had never come from thence, nor 
you thither! 

Ant. If you can, your reafon ? 

Sooth. * I fee it in my Motion, have it not in my 
Tongue \ but yet hie you to Mgypt again. 

Ant. Say to me, whole fortune Xhail rife higher, 
Cafar's or mine ? 

Sootb. Gefar's. Therefore, oh Antony y flay not 

by his fide. 
Thy D*mon, that's thy fpirit which keeps thee, is 
Noble, couragious, high, unmatchable, 
Where Cafar's is not. But, near him, thy angel 
s Becomes a Fear, as being o'crpower'd* and there- 
fore 
Make fpace enough between you. 

Ant. Speak this no more. 

Sootb. To none but thee; no more, but when to 
thee.« 
If thou doft play with him at any game, 
Thou'rt fure to lofe : and, of that natural luck, 
He beats thee 'gainft the odds. Thy luftre thickens, 
When he fhines by : I fay again, thy Spirit 
Is all afraid to govern-thee near him. 

a I fee it in ^motion, — ] /. *. the divinitory agitation. 

3 Becomes a Fear, — ] i. e. a fearful thing. The abftraa for 
the concrete. 

But, 
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But, he away, 'tis noble. 

Ant. Get thee gone : 
Say to Ventidius, I would fpeak with him. 

[Exit Sooth. 
He (hall to Parthia s r — be it art, or hap, 
He hath fpoke true. The very dice obey him ; 
And, in our Sports, my better cunning faints 
Under his chance ; if we draw lots, he fpeeds ; 
His cocks do win the battle dill of mine, 
When it is all to nought: and his quails ever 
Beat mine, in-hoop'd at odds. I will to Mgfpt\ 
And though I make this marriage for my peace, 
P th' eaft my pleafure lies. Oh, come, Ventidius. 

Enter Ventidius. 

You muft to Parthia, your commifiion's ready: 
Follow me and receiv't. [Exeunt* 

Enter Lepidus, Meoenas, WAgrippa. 

Lep. Trouble your felves no farther : pray you, 
haften 
Your Generals after. 

Agr. Sir, Mark Antony 
Will e'en but kifs Oftavia, and we'll follow. 

Lef. 'Till I fliall fee you in your Soldiers' drefs, 
Which will become you Both, farewel. 

Mec. We (hall, 
As I conceive the journey, be at th* mount 
Before you, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your way is (horter, 
My purpofes do draw me much about j 
You'll win two days upon me. 

Both. Sir, good fucceft, 

Lep. Farewel, • [Exeunt. 



K I SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

Changes to the Palace in Alexandria. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras afid Alcxas. 
Cleo.f^lVK toe ferae mufick: mufick, moody 

M food 

Of us that trade in love—— 
Omnes. The ratifick, hoa I 

Enter Mardian the Eunuch. 

Cko. Let it alone, lefs to billiards : come, Chat* 
tnian. 

Char. My arm is fore, beft play with Mardian. 

Clea. As well a woman with an Eunuch play'd, 
As with a woman. Come, you'll play with me, 
Sir? 

Mar. As well, as I can, Madam. 

Geo. And when good will is fhew'd, tho't come 
too fhort, 
The aftor may plead pardon. I'll none now* 
Give me mine angle, we'll to th* river, there, 
My mufick playing for off, I will betray 
TawnyUinn'd fifh ; my bended hook fhaH pierce 
Their (limy jaws; and, as I draw them up, 
Til think them every one an Antony* 
And fay, ah, ha! you're caught. 

Char. *Twas merry, when 
You wagcr'd on your angling; when your diver 
Did hang a fall filh on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew up. 

Clto. That time!— oh tifties!— — 
I laught him out of patience, and that night 
I laught him into patiences and next morn, 
Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed : 

Then 
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5 Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilft 

I wore his fword Pbilippan. Oh, from Itdly ;■ ■ 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Ram thou thy faithful tidings in mine ears, 
That long time have been barren* 

Mef. Madam! Madam!—— 

Cleo. Antony's dezd?— 
If thou fay fo, villain, thou kill'ft thy tniftrefi: 
But well and free, 

If thou fo yield him, there is gold, and here 
My blueft veins to ki/s : a hand, that Kings 
Have Jipt, and trembled killing. 

Mef. Firft, Madam, he is well, 

Ckd. Why, there's more gold. But, firrah, mark, 
we mt 
To fey, the dead are well : bring it to that, 
The gold, I give thee, will I melt and pour 
Down thy ill-uttering throat. 

Mef. Good Madam, hear me. 

Cleo. Well, goto, I will: 
But there's no goodnefi in thy face. If Antony 
Be free and healthful ; why fo tart a favour 
To trumpet fuch good tidings ? if not well, 
Thou fhould'ft come like a fury crown'd with 

fnakes, 
• Not like a formal man* 

Mef. WilPtpleafeyouhearme? 

Cleo. I have a mind to ftrike thee, ere thou fpeak'ft j 
Yet, if thou fay Antony lives, 'tis well, 
Or friends with &efar> or not captive to him, 

5 tfbe n put my tires and mantles en bim f nuhilft 

I wore bis fword Philippan.— ] This is finely imagined • The 
Jpeaker is fnppofed to do this in imitation of Omphale, in her 
treatment of Hercules the great anceftor of Antony. 

6 Not like a formal man.'] Formal, for ordinary. 

K4 in 
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7 PI! fet thee in a (howtr of gold, and bail 
Rich pearl? upon thee. 

Mef Madam f he's wdj. 

Cleo. Well faid. . 

Mef And friejids'with C*far. 

Cleo. Thou'rt an ifoneft mart,, 

Mef. Cafar and he, are greater friends than even 

Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me. 

Mef But yet, Madam >- 

Cleo. I do not like but yet, it does allay 
• The good precedence ; fie upon hut yet: 
But yet is as a jay lor to bring forth 
Some monftrous Malefa&or. Pr'ythee, friend, 
Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear, 
The good and bad together: he's friends with Cefar* 
In (late of health, thou fay'ft ; and thou fay'ft, free. 

Mef Free* Madam ! no : J made no fuch report. 
He's bound unto O&avia, 

Cleo. For what good turn ? 

Mef For the beft turn i* th' bed, 

Geo. I am pale, Charmian. 

Mef Madam, he's married to Ottavia. 

Cleo. The moft infeftioqs peftilence upon thee ! 

[Strikes him down. 

fyLef. Good Madam, patience. 

Geo. What fay you ? [Strikes him. 

7 r II fet thee in a flower of gold, and hail 

Rich pearls upon the*. ] That is, I will give thet a kingdom j 
it being the eaflern ceremony, at the corona, tipn of their Kings, 
jo powder them with gold-duft and fee d-pear I \: fo Milton, 
the gorgeous Eaji with liberal hand 
Showers on her Kings barbaric pearl and gold. 
In the life of Timur-bec or Tamerlane written by a P erf an con- 
temporary author, are the following words, as tranuated by 
Mon&car Petit de la Croix* in the account there given of his coro- 
nation, Book ii. chap. 1. Les Princes du fang royal £sf les Emirs, 
refandirent a plunes mains fur fa tete quant it e d*or £ff de pierre- 
ries felon la costume* * 

8 W/^W precedence j— ] Precedence, for precedent. 

Hence, 
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Hence, horrible villain, or I'll fpurn thine eyes 
Like balls before me 5 I'll unhair thy head : 

[She bales bim up and down. 
Thou (halt be whipt with wire, and ftew'd in brine, 
Smarting in lingring pickle. 

Mef. Gracious Madam, 
I, that do bring the news, made not the match. 

Cko. Say, 'tis not fo, a province I will give thee, 
And make thy fortunes proud : the blow, thou had'ft, 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage \ 
And I will boot thee with what gift befide 
Thy modefty can beg. 

Mtf. He's married, Madam. 

CUo. Rogue, thou haft liv'd too long. 

W.N.y,.h e „n lra „ : V*—*u* 

What mean you, Madam ? I have made no hultJExit. 

Char. Good Madam, keep your felf within your 

The man is innocent. 

Cko. Some innocents Ycape not the thunderbolt m 
Melt Mgypt into Nile; and kindly creatures 
Turn all to ferpents ! call the flave again ; 
Though I am mad, I will not bite him ; call. 

Char. He is afraid to come, 

Cko. I will not hurt him. 
Thefe hands do lack nobility, that they ftrike 
A meaner than myfelf : fincc I my felf 
Have given myfelf thecaufe. Come hither, Sir.' 

Re-enter tbe Mejfenger. 

Though it be honeft, it is never good 
To bring bad news : give to a gracious meflage 
An hoft of tongues, but let ill tidings tell 
Themfelves, when they be felt. 

Me/. I have done my duty. 

CUo. 1% he married? 



Digitized by CjOOQLC 



j 38 Antony and Cleopatra, 

I cannot hate thee worfer than I do, 
If you again fay, Tes. 

Mef He's married, Madam. 

Cko< The Gods confound thee! doft thou hoto 
there (till? 

Mef. Should I lie, Madam ? 

CUo. Oh, I would* thou didftj 
So half my Mgyft were fubmerg'd, and made 
A eiffern for fcaTd (hakes! ob, get thee hence, 
Hadft thou Narcifus in thy face, to me 
Thou Wouldft appear mott ugly : he is married?—— 

Mef I crave youf Highnefi* pardon. 

Cleo. He is married ? 

Mef Take no ofience, that I would not offend 

To punifti me for what you make me do, 
Seems much unequal: he's married to O&avia. 

Cteo. Oh, that his fault, fhould make a knave of 
thee, 
(a) That fay'ft hut what thou'rt fure of !— Get thee 

hence, 
•The merchandifes, thou haft brought from Rome, 
Arc all too dear for me ; 
Lye they upon thy hand, and be undone by 'em! 

{E^tMef. 

Char. Good your Highnefs, patience. 

Cleo. In praifing yfotaw I have dilpraisM Cefar. 

Char. Many times, Madam. 

Cleo, I am paid for it now: lead me from hence, 
I faint \ 6h Tras 9 Charmian — 'tis no matter.—— 
Go to the fellow', good Ale$as t bid him 
Report the feature of OttaVia* her years, 
Her inclination, Jet him got -leave out 
The colour of her hair, firitig me word quickly,*— 
Let him for ever go — let him niXiCbarmkmi 

[ (a) Tbatfajft but wbai^-O&ird Editor.— *Vul£ Thai 

Though 
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Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon* 
Th* other way he's a Mars. Bid you Alexas 
Bring word, how tall fhe is: pity me, Cbarmian, 
But fpeak not to me. Lead me to my chamber. 

[Exeunt. 

S C E N E VI. 

Changes to the Ccaft of Italy, near Mifenum. 

Enter Pompcy and Menas, at one door, with drum and 
trumpet : At another ', Caefar, Lepidus, Antony, Eno^ 
barbus, Meoenas, Agrippa, with Soldiers marching. 

POTt.'U'OURhoftages I have, fo have you mines 
1 And we Hull talk before we fight. 

Cef. Moft meet, 
That firft we come to words ; and therefore have we 
Our written purpofes before us font 5 
Which, if thou haft confider'd, let us know 
If 'twill tie up thy difcontented fword, 
And carry back to Sicily much tall youth, 
That elfe muft perifh here. 

Pom. To you all three, 
The Senators alone of this great world, 
Chief fa&ors for the Gods, — I do not know, 
Wherefore my Father fhould Revengers want, 
Having a Son and Friends-, fince Julius Cafar, 
(Who at Pin&ppi the good Brutus ghofted,) 
There faw you. labouring for him. What was ir, 
That mpv'd pale Caffius to confpire ? and what 
Made Thee, aIL»honour'd, honeft Roman Brutus % 
With the arm'd reft, Courtiers of beauteous freedom, 
To drench the Capitol, but that they would 
Have one m^n* but a man ? And That is it, 
Hath made me rig my Navy : At whole burthen 
The anger'd Ocean foams* with which I meant 
To fcourge tb' ingratitude that defprghtful Rome 
ftft oniAy nobteffttbeiv 

QeJ. 
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Caf. Take your time. 

Ant. Thou canft not fear us, Pompey y with thy fails, 
We'll fpeak with thee at fea. Ar land, thou know'ft, 
How much we do o'er- count thee. 

Pom. At land, indeed. 
Thou doft o'er-count me of my Father's houfe. 
But fince the cuckow builds not for himfclf, 
Remain in*r, as thou may'ft. 

Lep. Be pleas'd to tell us, 
(For this is from the prefent,) how you take 
The offers we have fent you. 

Cdf. There's the point. 

Ant. Which do not be intreated to, but weigh 
What it is worth embrae'd. 

Caf. And what may follow 
To try a larger fortune. 

Pom. You've made me offer 
Of Sicify, Sardinia: and I muft 
Rid all the fea of Pirates $ then to fend 
Meafures of wheat to Rome: this 'greed upon, 
To part with unhackt edges, and bear back 
Our targe undinted. 

Omnes. That's our offer. 

Pom. Know then, 
I came before you here, a man prepar'd 
To take this offer : But Mark Antony 
Put me to feme impatience. — Though I lofc 
The praifc of it by telling, you muft know, 
. When C<f/&r and your Brother were at blows, 
Your Mother came to Sicily^ and did find 
Her welcome friendly. 

Ant. I have heard it, Pompey, 
And am well ftudied for a liberal thanks, 
Which I do owe you. 

Pom* Lfet me have your hand : 
I did not think, Sir, to have met you here. 

Ant. The beds iW Eaft are foft*and thanks to you, 

That 
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That call'd me timelier than my purpofe hither : 
For Pve gain'd by it. 

£>/ Since I faw you Iaft, 
There is a change upon you. 

Pom. Well, I know not, 
* What counts hard fortune cafts upon my face ; 
But in my bofom (he (hall never come, 
To make my heart her vaffal. 

Lep. Well met here. 

Pomp. I hope fo, Lepidus, thus we are agreed * 
I crave, our compofition may be written 
And feaTd between us. 

Qef. That's the next to do. 

Pom. We'll feaft each other, ere we part, and lct't 
Draw lots who (hall begin. 

Ant. That I will, Pompey. 

Pom. No, Antony \ take the lot : 
But, firft or laft, your fine Mgyptian cookery 
Shall have the fame. I've heard, that Julius Cdfar 
Grew fat with feaft ing there. 

Ant. You have heard much. • 

Pom. I have fair meaning, Sir. 

Ant. Arid fair words to them. 

Pom. Then fo much have I heard. 
And I have heard, Apollodorus carried— 

Eno. No more of that : he did fo. 

Pom. What, I pray you ? 

Eno. A certain Queen to Qefar in a mattrefs. 

Pom. £ know thee now, how far'ft thou, Soldier? 

Eno. Well; 
And well am like to doj for, I perceive, 
Four Feafts are toward. 

Pom. Let me lhake thy hand, 
I never hated thee : 1 have fedn thee fight, 
When I have envied thy behaviour. 

9 What counts bardforiunt cafts, &c] Metaphor from making 
marks or lines in caftkg accounts in arichmciick. 

Eno. 
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Eno. Sir, 
I never lov'd you much, but I ha f prated ye, 
When you have well defervM ten times as much 
As I have faid you did. 

Pom. Enjoy thy plainnefi, 
It nothing ill becomes thee; 
Aboard my Galley I invite you ail. 
Will you lead, Lords? 

All. Shew's the way, Sir. 

Pomp. Come. [Exeunt. Manent ILnob. and Menu. 

Men. Thy Father, Pompey, would ne'er have macfc 
this Treaty. 
You and I have known, Sir. 

Eno At lea, I think. 

Men. We have, Sir. 

Eno. li You have done well by water. 

Men. " And you by land. 

Eno. u ■ I will praife any man that will praife nie, 
though it cannot be denied what I have done by land. 

Men. Nor what I have done by water. 

Eno. Yes, fbmething you can deny for your own 
fafety : you have been a great thief by fea. 

Men. And you by land. 

Eno. There I deny my land-fcrvice; but give me 
your hand, Menas, if our eyes had authority, here 
they might take two thieves killing, 

Men. All men's faces are true, whatibe'er their hands 
are. 

En*. But there is ne'er a fair woman, has a true 
face. 

Men. No (lander*— —they ileal hearts. 

i / will praife any man that will praife me,"] The poet's art in 
delivering this humourous fentiment (which gives us (b very true 
and natural a picture of the commerce of the world) can never lie 
fufficiently admired. The confeffion could come from none but a 
frank and rough character like the fpeaker's ; and the moral lefibn 
insinuated under it, that flattery can make its way thro* the moft 
ftubborn manners, deferves our ferious reflexion. 

v Eno. 
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Eno. We came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part, I am fairy it is turned to a 
Drinking. Pompey doth this day Laugh away his for- 
tune. 

Eno. If he do, fure, he cannot weep't back again. 

Mm, ¥qu?vc faid, Sir •, we look'd not for Mark 
Antony here ; pray you, is he married to Cleopatra ? 

Eno. Gefar** Sifter is called ORavia. 

Men. True, Sir, fhe wa$ the Wife of Cains Mar* 
cellus. 

Eno. But now fhq is the Wife of Marcus Antonius. 

M/en. Pray ye, Sir ? 

Eno. 'Tis true. 

Men. Then is Cafar and he for ever knit together. 

Eno. If I were bound to divide of this Unity, J 
yrould not prophtft fp. 

Men. I think, the policy of that purpofe mad? 
more in the marriage,- th?n the love of the parties* 

Eno. } think fo too. Bqt yqu fhall find, the band, 
that feems to tie their friendfhip together, will be the 
very ftrangler of their amity : Offavia is of a hply, 
cold, and ftill conversation. 

Men. Who would not have his Wife fo? 

Eno. Not he, that himfelf is not fo ; which is Mori 
Antony. He will to his ^Egyptian Difh again ; then 
lhali die fight of OBavi* blow the fire up in dtfar, 
and, as I faid before, that which is the ftrengtn of 
their spnity, fhall prove the immediate author of their 
variance. Antony will ufe his affe&ion where it is : 
He married but his opcafion here. 

Men. And thus it may be. Come, Sir, will you 
aboard ? I hav<e a health for you. 

Eno. I fhall take it, Sir : we have us'd our throat! 
in ASgypt. 

Men. Come, let's away. [Exeunt* 



SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

On Board Pompey'i Galley. 

Mufick plays. Enter two or three Servants with a 
Banquet. 

i Ser. TJL ERE they'll be, man : fome o'their plants 
LI are ill rooted already, the leaft wind i'ch 9 
world will blow them down. 

2 Ser. Lepidus is high-colour'd. 

i Ser. * They have made him drink alms-drink. 

2 Ser. ' As they pinch one another by the difpofition, 
he cries out, no more \ reconciles them to his entreaty, 
ftixl htmfelf to th* Drink. 

i Ser. But it raifcs the greater war between him and 
his discretion. 

2 Ser. Why, this it is to have a name in great 
men's fellowfhip : I had as lieve have a reed that will 
do me no fervice, as a Partizan I could not heave. 

i Ser. To be callM into a huge fphere, and not to 
be feen to move in 9 t, are the holes where eyes fhould 
be, which pitifully difatter the cheeks. 

trumpets. Enter Gaedr, Antony, Pompey, Lepidus, 
Agrippa, Mecaenas, Enobarbus, Menas, with other 
Captains. 

Ant. Thus do they, Sir: they take the flow o f th f 
Nik 
By certain fcale iW pyramid ; they know, 

2 They have made him drink alms-drink,! A phrafe, amoogft 
good-fellows, to fignify that liquor of another's (hare which hit 
companion drinks to cafe him. But it fatirically alludes to €*f*r 
and Anton fz admitting him into the triumvirate, in order to take 
off from themfelves the load of envy, 

3 As they pinch one another by the dijpojttion,] A phrafe equi- 
valent to that now in ufe, of Touching one in afore place. 

By 
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By th f height, the lownefs, or the mean, if dearth, 
Or foizon, follow. The higher Nilus fwells, 
The more it promifes ; as it ebbs, the Seedfman 
Upon the (lime and ooze fcatters his grain. 
And fhorriy comes to harveft. 

Lep. You've ftrange ferpents there. 

Ant. Ay, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your fcrpent of Mgypt is bred now of your 
mud by the operation of your Sun ; lb is your Crocodile. 

Ant. They are fo. 

Pom. Sirrah, fome wine ! a health to Lepidus. 

Lep. I am not fo as I fhould be : 
But 1*11 ne'er out. 

Eno. Not 'till you have flept; I fear me, you'll be 
in, *tillthen. 

Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard, the Ptolemfs 
Pyramids are very goodly things; without contra- 
diction, I have heard that. 

Men. Pompey^ a word. \Afi&*. 

Pom. Say in mine ear, whatis't? 

Men. Forfake thy feat, I do befeech thee, Captain. 
And hear me fpeak a word. 

Pom. Forbear me, 'till anon. \Wbifpers, 

This wine for Lepidus. 

Lep. What manner o'thing is your Crocodile ? 

Ant. Itisfhap'd, Sir, likeitfclf; and it is as broad 
as it hath breadth \ it isjuft fohigh as it is, and moves 
with its own organs. It lives by that which nou- 
rifheth it ; and the elements once out of it, it trant 
migrates. 

Lep. What colour is it of? 

Ant. Of it's own colour too. 

Lep. 'Tis a ftrange ferpent. 

Ant. 'Tis fo, and the tears of it are wet. 

Caf. Wilf this defcription fatisfie him ? 

Ant. . With the health that Potnpey gives him, elfc 
he is a very Epicure. 

Vol. VII. L Pm. 
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Pom. Go bang, Sir, hang! tell me of that? may J 
Do as 1 hid you. Whertft the Cup I call'd for ? 

Men. If for the Jake <jf merit thou wilt hear me, 
Rife from thy ftool. 

Pom. I think, thou'rt mad j the matter ? 

Men. I have ever held my cap off to thy fortunes. 

Pom. ThcJu haft ferv'd me with much faith : what's 
dfc to fey? be jolly, Lords. 

yfc/v Thefe quick-fands, Lepidus, 
Keep off them, 'fore you fink. 

Me*. Wilt thouibe Lord of all the world? 

Pom. What fay'ft thou? 

Men. Wilt thou be Lord of the whole world ? tfcatfs 
twice. 

Pom. How (hall that be? 

Afcfl. But entertain it, 
And thoogh you think me poor, I am the man 
Will give thee all the world* 

Pom. Haft thou drunk well ? 

Men. No, Ponip&l have kept me. from the Cup, 
Thou art, if thou dar'ft be, the earthly Jove: 
What e'er the Ocean pales, or Sky indips, 
Is thine, if thou wilt ha't. 

Pom. Shew me which way. 

Mbn. Thefe three World-fharers, thefe Competitors, 
Are in thy Veflcl. Let me cut the cahle : 
And when we are put off, fall to their throats : 
All then is thine. 

Pom. Ah, this thou fliouldft have done, 
And not have fpoken on't. In me, 'tis villany ; 
In thee, 't had been good fervice : thou muft know, 
9 Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour $ 
Mine honour, it : repent, that e'er thy tongue 
Hath fo betray'd thine a£t. Being done unknown* 
I fhould have found ic afterwards well done; 
But muft condemn it now. Defift, and drink. 



Men. 
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Men. For this, 
PU never follow 4 thy pall'd fortunes more 5 
Who* leeks and will not take, when once 'tis offer'd, 
Shall never find it more. 

Pom. This health to LepiJus. 

jttt. Bear him ajhoar, I'll pledge it for him, Pompey. 

Eno. Here's to thee, Menas. 

Men. Enobarbus, welcome. 

Pom. Fill 'till the Cup be hid. 

Eno. There^ a ftrong fellow, AUowj.-—— L 

[Pointing to Lepidua: 

Men. Why? 

Eno. He bears the third part of the world, man ! 
fceft not ? 

Men. The third part then is drunk; 'would, it 
were all, 
That it might go on wheels! 

Eno. Drink thou, encreafe the reels. 

Men. Come. 

Pom. This is not an Alexandrian Feaft. 

Ant. It ripens towards it; ftrike the veflels, hoa* 
Here is to Ctfar. 

Cef. I could well forbear it; 
It's monftrous labour when I walh my brain, % 
And it grows fouler. 

Ant. Be a child oW time. 

Gef. Poffefiit, I'll makeanfwer; but I had rather 
Faft from all, four days, than drink fo much in one. 

Eno. Ha, my brave Emperor, fliall we dance now 
the ^Egyptian Bacchanals, and celebrate our Drink? 

Pom. Let's ha'r, good Soldier. 

Ant. Come, let's all take hands 5 
'Till that the conquering wine hath fteept our fenfe 
In foft and delicate Lethe. 

4 thy pali'd/frr/jwiw] Pall'd, /. /. dead. Metaphor 

taken from funeral folcmni ties. 

L 2 Em* 
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Eno. All cake hands :, 
Make battery to our ears with the loud mufick, 
The while I'll place you -, then the Boy (hall fing : 
The Holding every man (hall beat as loud 
As his ftrong fides can volly. 

[Mufick plays. Enobarbus places them band in band. 

The SON G. 

Come, thou Monarch of the Vine % 
P lumpy Bacchus, with pink eyne. 
In thy vats our cares be drown' d : 
With thy grapes our hairs be crowned! 
Cup us j 'till the world go round ; 
Cup us, 'till the world go round. 

C#f. What would you more ? Pompey> good night. 
Good Brother, 
Let me requeftyou off; our graver bufinefe 
Frowns at this levity. Gentle Lords, let's part ; 
You fee, we have burnt our cheeks. Strong Enobarbus 
Is weaker than the wind ; and mine own tongue 
Splits what it fpeaks 5 the wild difguife hath almoft 
An tick t us all. What needs more words ? good night. 
Good Antony^ your hand. . 

Pom. I'll try you on the (hoar. 
, jint. And (hall, Sir 5 ' give's your hand. 

Pom. 5 Oil, Antony, you have my father's houfe. 
But, what! we're friends ; come down into the boat. 

Eno. Take heed you fall not, Menas. 

Men. I'll not on (hoar. 
No, to my cabin— theft drums ! 

5 Ob, Antony, you have my father's boufe.'] The hiftorian 
T at er cuius lays, Cum Pornpeio quoque circa Miftnum pax inita: <%u$ 
baud abfurdt cum iu na*vi Cafaremque & Antonium corn a exciperet 9 
dixit: In Carinis fui* fe ccenam dare : refer ens hoc diQum ad loci 
no men, 'in quo pate ma domus ab Antonio pojfijebatur. Our author, 
tho' he loft ihe joke, yet feems willing to commemorate the ftory. 

Thefc 
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Thefe trumpets, flutes ! what ! 
Let Neptune hear, we bid a loud farewel 
To thefe great fellows. Sound, and be hang'd, found 
out. [Sound a flourijh, with drums* 

Eno. Hoo, lays 9 a ! there's my cap. 
Men. Hoa !— — noble Captain, come. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

A Camp in a Part of Syria. 

Enter Ventidius, as after Conqueft ; the dead body of 
Pacorus borne before him, Silius, Roman Soldiers, 
and Attendants. 

Ventidius. 

NO W, darting Parthia, art thou (truck ; and 
now 
Pleas'd Fortune doies of Marcus Grafts' death 
Make me revenger. Bear the King's Ton's body 
Before our Hoft ; thy Pacorus* Orodes, 
Pays this for Marcus Crajfus. 

Sil. Noble Ventidius, 
Whilft yet with Parthian blood thy fword is warm, 
The fugitive Parthians follow : Spur through Media, 
Mefopotamia y and the flickers whither 
The routed fly. So thy grand Captain Antony 
Shall fet thee on triumphant chariots, and 
Put garlands on thy head. 

Ven. Oh Silius, Silius, 
I've done enough. A lower place, note well. 
May make too great an ad : tor learn this, Siliuj, \ 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed 
Acquire too high a fame, when he, we ferve, v s away. 
Cdfar and Antony have ever won 
More in their officer, than perfon. Soffits % 

L 3 " One 
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One of my Place in Syria % his Lieutenant, 

For quick accumulation of renown, 

V^hich he atchievM by th f minute, loft his Favour. 

Who does i'th* wars more than his Captain can, 

Becomes his Captain's Captain ; and ambition, 

(t*he foldiert virtue) rather makes choice of lofi, 

Than gpin which darkens him. 

I could do more to do Antonius good, 

But Would offend him* and in his offence 

Should my performance perilb. 

Sil. Thou haft, Ventidius^ l That, without the which 
A foldier and his fword grant fcarce diftin&ion : 
Thou wilt write to Antony ? 

Ven. I'll humbly fignifie what in his name, 
* That magical word of war, we have effe&ed ; 
How with his Banners, and his well-paid Ranks, * 
The nc'er-yet-beaten Horfe of Parthia 
We've jaded Out o'th* field. 

Sil. Where is he now? 

Ven. He purpofeth to Athens ; with what hafte 
The height we muft convey with's will permit, 

We (hall appear before him. On, there j pais 

along. {Exeunt. 



-What, without the which 



f A foldier and fyisfword grant fcarce diftinftion ;] Grant, for 
afford. It is badly and obfctfrely expreffed ; but the ienfe is this, 
Thou haft that, Ventidius, which if thou didft want, there would 
be no diftinclion bitween thee and thy fword. You would both be 
equally cutting audfenfefefi. This was wifdom or knowledge of 
the world. Ventidius had told him the reafons why he did not 
purfue his advantages : And his friend, by this compliment, ac- 
knowledges them to be of weight. 

2 That magical iv&rd of war, ■ ] This admirably well 
expires whjtt.the Romans meant by their Aufpicium Duch; in 
which they were fo remarkably fuperftitious. 



SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
Changes to A o m b» 

£*/*r Agrippa tf <w <Aw, Enobwbm */ awcta-. 

-4fr. ft 7 H AT, arc the brothers parted ? 

W Eno. They have difpatcVd with Pompey* 
he h gone, 
The other three are fealmg. Offavia weeps, * 

To part from Rome: Cajar is fed : and Lepidus, 
Since Pompefs feaft, as A&nas fays, is troubled 
With the green ficknefe, 
yi^r. *Tis a noble Lepidtts. 
Eno. A very fine one 5 oh, how he loves Cafarl 
Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark Antony! 
Eno. Cafar? why, he's the Jupiter of men, 
Agr. What's Antony, the God of Jnpiter f 
Eno. Speak you of defor ? oh ! the non-pareil! 
Agr. Oh Antony 9 oh thou Arabian bird ! 
£w. Would you praife Cafar, tejf—C*far\ go 

no further. 
Agr. Indeed, he plied them both with excellent 

praties* 
Eno. But he loves GeforbcR, yet he loves Antony : 
Ho! hearts, tongues, figure, fcribes, bards, poets, 

cannot 
Think, fpeak* caft, write, fing, number, ho! 
His love to Antony. But as for Cafar* 
Kneel down, kneel down, apd wonder— 
Agr. Both he loves. 

Eno. They are his lhards, and he their beetle ; fo— 
This is to horfe * adieu, noble A&ifpa. [trumpets. 
Agr. Good fortune, worthy ioldier, and farcwcl. 

L 4 Enter 
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Enter Capfar, Antony, LepMus, and O&avia. • 

# 

Ant. No farther, Sir. 

Caf. You take from me a great part of my felf : 
Ufe me well in't. Sifter, prove fuch a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and my fartheft bond 
Shall pafs on thy approof. Moft noble Antony, 
Let not the piece of virtue, which is fet 
feetwixt us, as the cement of our love, 
To keep it builded, be the Ram to batter 
The Eortrefs of it:. for better might we 
Have lpy'd without this mean, it on both partt 
This be not cherilht. 

Ant. Make me not offended 
Intyourdiftruft. 
x.Gef. Fvefaid. 

Ant. You fhall not find, 
Though' you be therein curious, the Ieaft caufe 
Fqr what you feem to fear ; fo the Gods keep yon 9 
And make the hearts of Romans fervc your ends! 
<We will heri* part. 
~' t*f' Farewel, my deareft fitter, fare thee, well * 
The elements.be kind tofhee, and make 
Thy fpirits all of comfort ! fare thee well. 

Oft. My noble brother 1 

Ant. The ApHH in her eyes : it is love's Spring, 
'And tHefe thefliowers to bring'it on; be chearful. 

Oft: Sir v look well to my hi^sband's houfe 5 and-?* 

Qef. What, Oftavia? 

Oft. I'll tell'you in your ear. 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
.Her heart inform her tongue j " the fwan'd down- 
feather, 
« That ftands upon the fwell at full of; tide* 
" And neither "way inclines. 

Eno. Will Cafar weep ? 

Agr. He has a cloud ip's fece, 

$9*1 
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Eno. He were the worfc for that, were he a horfc 5 
So is he, being a man. : 

jfgr. Why, Enobarbus ? 
When Antony foond Julius Cafar dead, 
He cried almoft to roaring ; and he wept, 
When at Pbttppi he found Brutus (lain. 

Eno, That year, indeed, he was troubled with a 
rheum * 
What willingly he did confound, he wail 9 d ; 
Believed, 'till I wept too. 

C<ef No, fwect 0<Jfcw/*, 
You fhall hear from me ltill ; the time fhall not 
Out- go my thinking on you. 

Ant. Come, Sir, come, , 
PI1 wreftle with you in my ftrength 6£ love. 
Look, here I have you ; thus I let you go, 
And give you to the Gods. 

Gef. Adieu, be happy ! 

Lip. Lfct all the number of the. Stars give light * 
To thy fair way ! 

C*f. Farewel, farewell [Kiffes 0£bvia; 

Ant. Farewel! [Trumpets found. Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 
Changes to the J?alaCe in Alexandria, 

Enter Cleopatra, Qiarmian* Iras, and Alexas, 

C&*.\T/HERE is the fellow? 
W Alex. Half afraid to come. 
Geo. Goto, goto; come hither, Sir. 

Enter the Mejfenger as before. 

Alex. Good Majefty! 
Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you, 
But when you are well pleas'd. 

Oeo. That Herod's head 

Ml 
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I'll hate; but how ? whcft Antony is gone, 
Through whom I might command it :— Come Thou 
near, 
Mef. Moft gracious Majefty, : ■ 
CUo. Didft thou behold 
Offavia? 
Mtf. Ay, dread Qieefl. 
CUo. Where? 
Mef In Rome, Madam. 
I lookt her in the face * and faw her led 
Between her brother and Mark Antony. 
Geo. Is (he as tall as me? 
Mef. She is not, Madam. 
Geo. Didft hear her fpeak ? is flie fluill-tongu'd, 

or ldw? 
Mef. Mqdani, I heard her fpeak, (ht is low-voic'd. 
CUo. That's not fo good ; he cannot like her long. 
Char. like her? oh Ifisf 'tis impofiible. 
Ckb. I think fo, Cbamian; dull of tongue and 
dwarfifh. 
What Majefty is in her gate? remember, 
If e'er thou look'dft on Majefty. 

Mef. She creeps; 
Her motion and her ftation are as one : 
She (hews a body rather than a life, 
A ftatue than a breather. 
CUo. Is this certain ? 
Mef. ' Or I have no obfervamce. 
Cbar. Three in Mgypt 
Cannot make better note. 

Geo. He's very knowing. 
I do perceive** •, there's nothing in her yet. 
The fellow has good judgment. 
Cbar. Excellent. 

3 Or 1 have no obfemnce.] Otftrvunce, for fhfisrvatian or 
ability of obferving. 

Ck*. 
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Cko. Guefs at her years, IpPythee. 

Mef. Madam, Hie was a widow. 

Cko. Widow ? Cbarmian, hark. 

Mef. And I do think, (he's thirty. 

C&0. BcaPft thou her face in mind? it's Jong, or 
round ? 

Mef. Round even to faultincfs. 

Qeo. For tV moft part too, 
They're foolilh that are fo. Her hair, what colour? 

Mef. Brown, Madam; and her forehead 
As iow as fhe would yifli it. 

Cko. There'sgpid for thee. 
Thou muft not take my former fharpnefs ill, 
I will employ thee back again ; I find thee 
Moft fit tor bufinefs. Go, make .thee ready ; 
Our letters are prepared. 

Char. A proper man* 

Cko. Indeed, he is fo : I repent me much, 
That fo I harried him. Why, methink% by him, 
This creature's no fiich thing* 

Cbar. 0> nothing, Madam. 

Cko. The man hath fcen fome Majcfty, and fhoula 
know. 

Char. Hath he feen Majefty ? $$ elfe defend ! 
A^d ferving you lb long r 

Cko. I've one thing more to ask him yet, good 
C barman: 
But 'tis no matter, thou (hale bring him to me 
Wtere I will write : all may be well enough. 

Cbar. I warrant you, Madam. [Exeunt* 



SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Changes to Athens. 

Enter Antony and O&avia. 

-*f»/.TCT AY, nay, Oftavia, not only That, 

XN That were excufable, That and thoufands 
more 
Of femblable import, but he hath wag'd 
New wars 'gainft Pompey\ made his Will and read it 
To publick ear; fpoke fcantily of me; 
When perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of honour, cold and fickly 
He vented them •, mod narrow meafure lent me ; 
When the beft hint was given him, he (a) not took't, 
Or did it from his teeth. 

Oft. Oh, my good lord, 
Believe not all 5 or, if you muft believe, 
Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady, 
Jf this divifion chance, ne'er flood between, 
Raying for both parts : the good Gods will mock me, 
Wheq I fhall pray, oh, blefs my lord and husband ! 
Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 
Oh, blefs my brother ! Husband win, win brother, 
£ray4, and deftrtfys the prayer j no midway 
•Twixt thefe extreams at all. 

Ant. Gentle Oftavia, 
Let your beft love draw to that point, which feeks 
Beft to preferve it; if I loie mine honour, 
I lofe my felf; better I were not yours, 
Than yours fo branchlefi. But, as you requefted, 
Your felf (hall go betwcen's ; the mean time, lady, 
1*11 raife the preparation of a war, 
Shall ftain your brother j make your fooneft hafte ; 

[ ' [a ) not took**. Dr. ffirlfy. Vulg. not look' J] 

So, 
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So, your defires are yours. 

0£l. Thanks to my lord. 
The Jove of Power make me, moft weak, moft weak, 
Your reconciler ! 4 wars 'twixt you 'twain would be 
As if the world fliould cleave, and that (lain men 
Should folder up the rift. 

jiut. When it appears to you where this begins, 
Turn your difaleafure that way ; for our faults 
Can never be fo equal, that your love 
Can equally move with them. Provide your Going; 
Chufe your own company, and command what coft 
Your heart has mind to. \Exeunt* 

Enter Enobarbus and Eros. 

Eno. How now, friend Eros ? 

Eros. There's ftrange news, come, Sir. 

Eno. What, man ? 

Eros. Cafar and Lepidus have made war upon Pompey* 

Eno. This is old 5 what is the fuccefs ? 

Eros. Cefar 9 having made ufe of him in the wars 
'gainft Pompey, prefently denied him rivalty, would 
not let him partake in the glory of the action ; and 
not reding here, accufes him of letters he had formerly 
wrote to Pompey. Upon his own appeal, feizes him ; 
fo the poor Third is up, 'till death enlarge his confine. 

Eno. Then 'would thou had'ft a pair of chaps, no 
more : and throw between them all the food thou haft, 
they'll grind the other. Where's Antony? 

Eros. He's walking in the garden thus ; and fpurns 
The rufh that lies before him. Crys, " fool Lepidus! 

4 «" nvars *t<wixt you % twain <wculd te, &c] The 

thought is wonderfully fublime. It is taken from Curt tush leap- 
ing into the gulf in the Forum, in order to clofe the gap. As that 
was clofed by one Roman, fo it is infinuated, that if the whole 
world were to cleave, Romans only could folder up the chafm. 
The expreflion is exalt. For as metal is foldered by metal more 
pore and noble, fo the globe was to be foldered up by men, who 
are only a more refined earth. 

And 
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And threats the throat of that his Officer, 

That murder'd Pompey. 
Em. Oar great Navy s riggd. ■ 
£w. For /*<# and C<efar ; more, Pemttw, 

My loiddeares you prefently ; my news 

I might have told hereafter. 
£?>. 'TwUl be naught j but let it be j bring roe to 

M eHqs. Come, Sir. [£**««/. 

SCENE V. 

Changes to. the Palace in Rome. 

Enter Caefar, Agrippa, and Mecaenas. 
(j^y; •^Ontemning Rome, he has done all this, and 

V_J more, 
In Alexandria •, here's the manner cf it: 
I'th' market-place on a Tribunal filver d, 
Cleopatra and himfelf in chairs of gold 
Were publickly enthron'd* at the feet, tot 
'Cdfam, whom they call my father's fon j 
And all the unlawful iffue, that their luft 
Since then hath made between them. ynto her 
He gave the 'ftablifhment of Mgypt, made her 
•Of lower Syria, Cyprus* Lydia t 
Abfolute Queen* 

Mec. This in the publick *ye ? 

C*f. I'th' common (hew-place, where they exercife, 

His fons were there proclaim'd the Kings of Kings ; 

Great Media, Partbia, and Armenia 

He gave to Alexander ; to Ptolemy he affign d 

Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia : (be 

In the habiliments of the Goddefe IJh 

That day appearM, and oft before o;ave audience, 

As 'tis reported, fo. lil 

Mec. Let Rome be thus informU 

Agr. 
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Agt. Who, qucafie with his infolence already, 
Will th*ir good thought call from him. 

tC*f. The people know it, and have now reeeivM 
His accufetions. 

Agr. Whom-does he accufe? 

&ef. Cefari and that haying in Sicify 
Sextus Pompeius fpoii'd, we had not rated him 
His part oW Ifle. Then does he fey, he lent me 
Some Shipping unreftor'd. Laftly, he frets, 
That Ltfidus of the Triumvirate 
Should be deposed ; and, being, that we detain 
All his revenue. 

Agr. Sir, this fhquld be anfwer*d. 

Caf. 'Tis done already, and his meflenger gone : 
I told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel ; 
That he his hjgh authority abus'd, 
And did deferve his Change. For what I've conquer'd, 
I grant him part ; but then, . in his Armtnia % 
And other of his conquered Kingdoms, I 
Demand the like 

Mec . He'll nefer yield to that. 

Cef, Nor mud he then be yielded to in this. 

Enter O&avia, with Attendants. 

08. Hail, GefoTj and my lord! hail, moftdear 

C*far! 
C*f. That ever I ihould call thee Caft-away ! 
OS. You have not call'd me fo, nor have you caufe. 
C*f. Why haft thou ftol'n upon us thus ? you come 
not 
Lake Cafar's fitter \ the wife of Antony 
Should have an army for an uflier, and 
The neighs of horfe to tell of her approach, 
'Long ere (he did appear. The trees by th* way 
Should have borne men, and expectation feinted, 
Longing for w- ; < it had not. Nay, the duft 
Should Have afcJnded to the roof of heav'n, 

RaisM 
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Rais'd by your populous troops \ but you are come 
A market-maid to Rome, and have prevented 
The oftentation of our. love - 9 which, left unfhewn, 
Is often left unlov 9 d ; we fhould have met you 
By fea and land, fupplying every ftage 
With an augmented greeting. 

OS. Good my lord. 
To come thus was I not conftrain'd, but did it 
On my free will. My lord, Mark Antony^ 
Hearing that you prepar'd for war, acquainted 
My grieving ear withal \ whereon I begg'd 
His pardon for return. 

Cef. * Which foon he granted, 
Being an Obftruft 'tween his lull and him, 

08. Do not iky fo, my lord. 

Gef. I have eyes upon him, 
And his affairs come to me on the wind : 
Where is he now ? 

Oft. My lord, in Athens. 

Cef. No, my mod wronged filters Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire 
Up to a whore, who now are levying 
The Kings o* th* earth for war. He hath affembled 
Bacchus the King of Libya % Arcbelaus 
Of Cappadocia, Philadelpbos King 
Of Papblagonia ; the fhracian King AduUas % 
King Malcbus of Arabia^ King of Port, 
Herod of Jewry \ Mitbridates King 
Of Comagene % Polemon and Amintas % 
The King of Mede> and Lycaonia, 

5 Which foon he granted, 
Being an Abitraft 'tween his lufl and him.'] Antony very 
foon com ply 'd to lee Qclavia go at her requelt, fays Cafar ; 
and why ? Becaufe (he was an ahftraS between his inordinate paf- 
fion and him ; this is abfurd. We muft read, 

Being an Obftrudfc 'tween his luji and him. 
i. e. his wife being an obftruftion, a bar to the profecation of his 
wanton pleafures with Cleopatra. 

With 
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With a more larger lift of fcepters* 

0#. Ay me mod wretched, 
That have my heart parted betwixt two friends* 
That do afflift each other ! 

Caf. Welcome hither 5 
Your letters did with-hold our breaking forth, 
Till we perceiv'd, both how you were wrong led* 
And we in negligent danger ; cheer your heart. 
Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 
O'er your content thefe (bong neceffities* 
But let determin'd things to Deftiny 
Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome * 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd 
Beyond the mark of thought; and the high Gods, 
To do you juftice, make their minifters 
Of us, and thofe that love you. fie of comfort, 
And ever welcome to us* 

-^jr. Welcome, lady. 

Mec. Welcome, dear Madam* 
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you ; 
Only th* adulterous Antony, moil large 
In his abominations, turns you off, 
And gives his potent regiment to a trull, 
That nofes it againft us. 

QfiL Is it fo, Sir ? 

Caf. It is mod certain ; fitter * welcome \ pray you, 
Be ever known to patience. My dear'ft filler ! 

{Exeunt. 
SCENE VL 

Near the Promontory of A6fcium. 

Enter Cleopatra and Enobarbus. 

Cleo.T will be even with thee, doubt it not. 
A Eno. But why, why, why? 

CUo. Thou haft forefpoke my being in thele wars % 
And fay'ft, it is not fit. 

Vol. VII; M Eno. 
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JB«7. Well* is it, is it? 

C&0» Is*t not denounc'd'agairift'us? #hy fliofcld 
not we be there m perfon ? . 

£w. Well, I could reply: fF weftouHfervewfch 
horfe and mares together, the horfe were merely toft * 
the mares would bear a fbMier and his horfe. 

Gko. What if t you fay ? 

Eno. Yourprefence needs muft puzzle Atstoti) ; 
Take from his heart, take from his brain, from's time, 
What fhould not then be fpar*d. He is already 
TraducM for levity, and 'tis feid in Rome, 
That Phothus an eunuch, and your maids, 
Manage this war. 

€teo. Sink Rome, and there tongues rot 
That fpeak againft us! A charge we bear i f th'war* 
And, as the prefident of my Kingdom, will I 
Appear there for a man. Speak not againft it, 
I will not ftay behind. 

Enter Antony and Canidius. 

Em. Nay, I have done: here comes the femjierbr. 

Ant. Is it not ftrange, Canidius, 
That from Tarefttm, and Brunduftum^ 
He could fo quickly cut th* Ionian fea, 
And take in foryne f You have heard ori't^ Swe&? 

Cleo. Ceferity is never more admir*d 
Than by the negligent. 

Ant. A good rebuke, 
Which might have well become the heft of men 
To taunt at flacknefs. Canidius, we 
Will fight with him by fea. 

Cleo. By fea, whatelfe? 

Can. Why will my lord do lb? 

Ant. For That he dares us to*t. 

Eno. So hath my lord dar'd hirrf to (ingle-fight. 

Can. Ay, and to wage this bat tie at Pbarfaliu, 
Where Cafar fought with Pompg< But thefe offers, 

Which 
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Which fcrve not for his vantage, he flukes off $ 
And fa fhould you. #> 

Eno. Your fhips are not well manned, * 
Tour mariners are muliteers, reapers, people 
Ingroft by fwift imprefs. In Cafar's fleet 
Are thofe that often have againft Pcitipty fought 1 
Their ihips are yare, yours heavy : no difgrace 
Shall £dl you for refilling him at lea, 
Being prepaid for land; 

Ant. By fea, by lea. 

Eno. Moll worthy Sir, you therein throw away 
The abfolute loldierlhip you have by land ; 
Diftrad your army, which doth moft conftft 
Of war- marfcM footmen: leave unexecuted 
Tour own renowned knowledge; quite forego 
The way which promiles aflurance, and 
Give up yourlelf merely to chance and hazard, 
From firm fecurity, 

Ant. I'll fight at lea. 

Cleo. I have fixty fails, C*far none better* 

Ani. Our overplus of Ihipping will we burn, 
And, with the reft full-mann'd, from the head of 

Allium 
Beat the approaching C*far. But if we fail, 
We then can do't at land. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 
Thybufinefs?. 

Mcf. The news is true, my lord ; he is deferied* 
Ctfor has taken Toryne. 

Ant. Can he be there in perlbn ? f tis impoffible. 
Strange, that his power fhould be fb. Canidius* 
Our nineteen legions thou fhalt hold by land, 
And oqr twelve thoufand horfe. We'll to our Gup* 
Away, my Thetis! 

Enter a Soldier. 

How now, worthy foldier? 
S*L Oh noble Emperor, do not fight by fea, 

M2 Truft 
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Truft not to rotten planks : do you mifdoubt 
This fword; and thefe my jpunds ? let the JEgyptims 
And the Pbenicians go a ducking : we 
Have us'd to conquer Handing on the earth, 
And fighting foot to foot. 
Ant* Well, well, away. 

[Exeunt Ant. Geo. and Enob. 
Sol. By HecrukSy I think, I am i* th* right, 
"Can. Soldier, thou art; but his whole action grows 
Not in the power on*t: fo our leader's led, 
And we are women's men. 
S*L You keep by land 
The legions and the horfe whole, do you not ? 

Can. Marcus O&aviusj Marcus J ufteiuSj 
Publicda % and Coelius, are for fea: 
But we keep whole by land. This fpeed of Gefar** 
Carries beyond belief. 

Sol. While he was yet in Rome, 
His power went out in fuch diftra&ions as 
Beguil'd all fpies. 

Can. Who's his lieutenant, hear you? 
Sol. They fay, one Taurus. 
Can. Well I know the man. 

Enter a-Meffenger. 

Mef. The Emperor calls Canidius. 
Can. With news the time's in labour, and throws 
forth, 
Eaeh minute, fome. [Exeunt. 

. Enter Gc&r, with bis army marching. 

Caf. Taurus? 
Taur. My lord. 
v Gef. Strike not by land. Keep whole, provoke 

not battle, 
, Till we have done at fea. Do not exceed 
The prefcript of this fcroul: our fortune lyes 
Upon this jump. [Exeunt. 

Enter. 



Digitized by CjOOQLC 



Antony and Cleopatra. 165 

Enter Antony <J»</Enobarbus, 

» 

Ant. Set we our fquadrons omyond fide o* th* hill, 
In eye of Gefar's battle ; from which place 
We may the number of the (hips behold, 
And fo proceed accordingly. [Exeunt, 

SCENE VII. 

Canidius, marching with his land-army one way over the 
ftage$ and Taurus, the lieutenant of Qefar, the 
other way: after their going in, is heard the wife of 
afea-fight. Alarum. Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. Naught, naught, all naught, I can behold no 
longer; 
6 Th* Antonias, the. Egyptian admiral, 
With all their fixty, flie, and turn the rudder; 
To fee't, mine eyes are blafted. 

; Enter Scarus. 

Scar. Gods and Goddefles, 
All the whole Synod of them! 

Eno. What's thy paffion? 

Scar. 7 The greater cantle of the world is loftj 
With very ignorance ; we have kift away 
Kingdoms and Provinces, 

Eno. How appears the fight? 

Scar. " On our fide like the token'd peftilence, * 
u Where death is fure. Your 8 ribauld nag of ASgypt, 
*«* (Whom leprofie o'ertake!) i* th* midft o*th' fight, 
u {When vantage like a pair of twins appeared 
" Both as the fame, or rather ours the elder ;) 
*" The,breeze upon her, like a cow in June, 

6 7b % Antonias £s?r.] Which Plutarch fays, was the name of 
Cleopatra's fliip. Mr. Pope. 

7 The greater cantle— ] A piece or lump. Mr. Pope. 
t Ribauld] A luxurious fquandtrer, Mr. Pope. 

.- * M 3 " Hoifta 
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« c Hoifts fails, and flies. 

JEw. That I beheld: 
Mine eyes did ficken at the fight, and could not 
Endure a further view. 

Scar. u She once being looft, 
« The noble ruin of her magick, ^/agr, 
«• Claps on his flawing, like a doating mallard, 
«« Leaving the fight in height, flies after her : 
I never law an aftion of fuch fliame; 
Experience, manhood, honour, ne'er before 
Bid violate fo itfelf. 

Em. Alack, alack. 

Enter Canidius. 

Can. Our fortune on the (ea is out of breath, 
And finks moft lamentably. Had our General 
Been what he knew himfelf, it had gone well: 
Oh, he has given example for our flight, 
Moft grofly by his own. 

Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts? why then, goo$ 
night, indeed. 

Can. Towards Pelopdnnefus are they fled. 

Scar. Tiseafyto't. 
And there I will attend what further comes. 

Can. To Ct/ar will I render 
My legions and my horfe ; fitf Kings already 
Shew me the way of yielding. 

Eno. I'll yet follow 
The wounded chance of Antony* though my reafon 
Sits in the wind againft me. [Exeunt, femafy. 

Enter Antony, with Eros and other Attendants. 

Ant. Hark, the land bids me tread no more upon 9 *. 
It isafham'd to bear me. Friends, come hither, 
I am fo lated in the world, that I 
Have loft my way for ever. I've a (hip 
Laden with gold, take that, divide it j fly, 
And make your peace with Qefor. 

xjtnnet. 
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Omnes. Fly! not we. 

Ant. I've fled myfelf, and have inftrufted cowards 
To run, and (hew their fhoulders. Friends, be gpn*. 
T have myfelf refolv'd upon a courfe, 
Which has no wed of you, J£ej;Qne, 
My treasure's in the harbour. Take it— —oh, 
I followed That I b/uih to look upon ; 
My very hairs do mutiny 5 for the white 
Reprove the brown for rafhnefs, and they them 
For fear and doating. Friends, be gone ; you lhall 
Have letters from me to fome friends, that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you, Ioojc not lad, 
Nor make replies of lothneft ; take the hint, 
Which my defpair proclaims. Let them be left, 
Which leave themfelves* To the fea-fide ftraight- way : 
I will pofiefs you of that fhip and treafure. 
Leave me, Ipray, a little; pray you now— — 
Nay, do lb; for, indeed, I've loft command, 
Therefore, I pray you— I'll fee you by and by. 

[Sits down- 
Enter Cleopatra, ledly Charmian and Iras, to Antony . 

Eros. Nay, gentle Madam, tp him, cpmfqrt higu 

Iras. Do, mod dear (^uecn. 

Char. Dp ? why, what elfe ? 

Geo. Let me fit down * on J wo ! 

Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros. See you here, Sir! 

Ant. Oh fie, fie, fie. 

Qnr. Ijdadam- 

Iras. Madam, oh good Emprefs! 

gros* Sir, Sir. 

Ant. € * Yes, my lord, yes ; he at Pbiliffi kept 
Cl His fword e f en like a dancer, while I firook 
** The lean and wrinkled Caffius-* 9 and 'twas I, 

" That 

9 ■ and % $was I, 

That the had Brutus ended 1 — ] Nothing can be more in 
tharafter, than for an infamous debauched tyrant to call the 

M 4 herek 
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" That the mad Brutus ended ; he alone 

Dealt on lieutenantry, and no practice had 

In the brave fquares of war ; yet now — no matter—— 

Geo. Ah, ftandby. 

Eros. The Queen, my lord, the Queen—— 

Iras. Go to him. Madam, (peak to him, 
He is unqualitied with very fhame. 

Geo. Well then, fuftain me; oh! 

Eros. Moft noble Sir, arifc, the Queen approaches; 
Her head's declin'd, and death will fcize her, but 
Your comfort makes the refcue. 

Ant. I have offended reputation ; 
A moft unnoble fwerving— 

Eros. Sir, the Queen. 

Ant. O whither haft thou led me, Mgyptl fce^ 
How I convey my fhame out of thine eyes; 
By looking back on what I've left behind, 
'Stroy'd in dishonour. 

Geo. Oh, my lord, my lord ; 
Forgive my fearful fails; I litde thought. 
You would have followed. 

Ant. AZgypt, thou knew'ft too well, 
* My heart was to thy rudder ty'd by th' ftring, 
And thou fhould'ft towe me after. O'er my fpirit 
Thy full fupremacy thou knew'ft; and that 
Thy beck might from the bidding of the God* 
Command me. 

Geo. Oh, my pardon* 

Ant. Now I muft 
To the voung man fend humble treaties, dodge 
And palter in the fhift of lownefs; who, 
With half the bulk o* th* world, play'd as I pleas'd, 
Making and marring fortunes. You did know, 
How much you were my conqueror ; and that 
My fword, made weak by my afFedtion, would 

heroic love of ones country and pubJick liberty, mtdnejj; yet tl* 
Oxford Editor changes it to >W Brutus* 

Obey 
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Obey it on all caufe. 

Geo. O, pardon, pardon. 

Ant. Fall not a tear, I fay j one of them rates 
All that is won and loft: give me a kifs, 
Even this repays me.—— 
We fent our fchoolmafter ; is he come back? 
Love, I am full of lead ; fome wine, 
Within there, and our viands : Fortune knows, 
We fcorn her moft, when moft fhe offers blows. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE VIII. 

Changes to Ga&r'j Camp. 

Enter Gefar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Thyreus, with others. 

Ctzf.T ET him appear, that's come from Antimj. 
-L* Know you him? 
Vol. Cefar 9 'tis his fchoolmafter; 
An argument that he is pluckt, when hither 
He fends fo poor a pinriion of his wing, 
Which had fiiperfluous Kings for meflengew, 
Not many moons gone by.* 

Enter AmbaJJador from Antony. 

Qef. Approach and fpeak. 

Amb. Such as I am, I come from Antony: 
I was of late as petty to his ends, 
As is the morn-dew on the myrtle leaf 
To his grand fea. 

Cef. Be't fo, declare thine office. 

Amb. Lord of his fortunes he falutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Mgypt \ which not granted, 
He leflens his requefts, and to thee fues 
To let him breathe between the heav'ns and earth, 
A private man in Athens : this for him. 
fJext, Cleopatra does confefs thy greatpels i . 
Submits her to thy might, and of thee craves 

■ T ' The 
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The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs, 
Now hazarded to thy grace. 

Caf. F 'or Antony \ 
I have no ears to his requeft. The Queen 
Of audience, nor dcfire, (hail' fail, fo (he 
From JEgypt drive her all-difgraced friend, 
Or take his life there. This if (he perform, 
She ihall not foe unheard. So to them Both; 

Amb. Fortune purfue thee ! 

C*f. Bring him through the bands : 

[Exit Atnbagador. 
To try thy eloquence now 'tis time \ difpatch, 
From Antony win Cleopatra, promife; [To Thyreus. 
And, in our name, when (he requires, add more 
(From thine invention) offers. Women are not 
■Tn their beft fortunes ftrong; but want will perjure 
The ne'er-touch'd veftal. Try thy cunning, Thyreus % 
Make thine own edidt for thy pains, which we 
Will anfwer as a law. 

Tbyr. Gefar, I go. 

Caf. Obferve how Antony becomes his flaw; 
And what thou think'ft his very aftion fpeaks 
In every power that moves, 

Tbyr.. Gefar, I fhall, * {Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. 

Changes to Alexandria. 

Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, and Iras. 

C&^.\17HATlhall wedo, Enobarbus? 
VV Eno. l (a) Drink, and die. 
Geo. Is Antony >, or we, in fault for this? 

EtfOi 

1 Drink, and dU."\ This reply of Enobarbus feems grounded 
upon a particularity in the conduct of Antony and Cleopatra, 
which is related by Plutarch: that, after their defeat at Jaium, 

they 

I [a) Drink, and dU. Oxford Editor.— Vnlg. think, anddir.] 
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Eno. Antony only, that would make bis will 
Lord of his rgrtbn. What although you fled 
From that grc^t face of war, whole fcveral ranges 
Frighted each other*? why ihould he follow you*? 
The itch of his affeftion fliould not then 
Have nickt his captainfhip; at fuch a point, 
When half to half the world opoos'd, he being 
The meered queftion. *Xwas .a flume no left 
Than was his Jof$, to courfe your flying flags, 
And leave his navy gazing. 

Ck*. Pr'ythee, peace. 

Enter Antony, with the Ambnjjador. 

Ant. Is that his anfwer ? 

Amb. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. The Queen ihall then have courtefie, 
So lhe will yield us up. 

Amb. He lays Jo. 

Ant. Lether know't. 
To the boy Car/or fend this grizled head, . 
And he. will fill thy wifljes to the brim 
With Principalities. 

Qto. Thy h$ad, my lord? 

Ant. Tohim^gain; tell him, he wgus'the rofe 
Of youth upon him; from which, the world fhould 

note 
Something particular; his coyn, fhips, legions, 
May be a coward's, whole minifters would prevail 
Under the Service of a child, as foon 
As ? th* command of Cafar. I dare him therefore 
*To ]^y his gay comgarifons apart, 

And 

they inftituted a fociety of friends who entered into engagement 
to die with them, not abating in the mean time any part of their 
luxury, coccefs and riot, in which they had liv'd before. Oxford 
Editor. 

2. To lay bis gay comparifons apart \ 

And anfwer mo declin'd,— — ] The fenfe is, let him not in- 
fill on the inequality of our conditions, but defcend to my low 

cftatf, 
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And anfwcr me declined, fword againft fword, 
Our felves alone ; Til write it, follow roe. 

[Exit Antony; 
Eno. Yes, like enough ; high-battled Cefar will 
Unftate his happinefs, and be ftaged to th* fhew 
Againft a fworder. — " I fee, men's judgments arc 
" A parcel of their fortunes, and things outward 
" Do draw the inward quality after them, 
" To fuffer all alike. That he fhould dream. 
Knowing all meafures, the full Cafar will 
Anfwer his emptinefs! — Gejar, thou haft fubdu'd 
His judgment too. 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser, A meflenger from Cafar. 

Cleo. What, no more ceremony? fee, my 
women, - 
Againft the blown rofe may they ftop their, nofe, 
That kneelM unto the buds. Admit hirti, Sir. 

Eno. Mine honefty and I begin to iquare; 
The loyalty, well held, to fools does make - 
Our faith meer folly: yet he, that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fall*n lord, 
Does conquer him that did his mafter conquer, 
And earns a place i* th* ftory. 

Enter Thyreus. 

Cleo. C*far 9 s will ? 

Tbyr. Hear it apart. 

Cleo. None but friends ; fay boldly. 

Tbyr. So, haply, are they friends to Antony. 

eftatc, and meet me (ingle. I fuppofe Sbakefpear coined the word 
(omparifons analogically from the Italian, which fays, wftito 
pojiti'vamentt, to :Ggnify one cloathed (imply and modeftly, in 
eppofition to the comparative andfuptrlative. But, as ufual, he 
has made it ferve to quibble to — decline, another term of Gram- 
mar. 

Efli. 
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Eno. s He needs as many, Sir, as Cafar has : 
Or needs not us if Cafar pleafe. Our matter 
Will leap to be his friend : for, as you know, 
Whofe he is, we are, and that's Cafar's. 

Thyr. So. 
Thus then, thou moftrenown'd, +Gefar intreats, 
Not to confider in what cafe thou ftand'it 
Further than he is Ceejar. 

CIto. Goon; right royal. 

Tbyr. He knows, that. you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you fear'd him. 

Cleo. Oh ! [Afidc. 

Thyr. The fears upon your honour, therefore, he 
Does pity, as constrained blemilhes, 
Not as deferv'd. 

Geo. He is a God, and knows 
What is moil right. Mine honour was not yielded, 
But conquered meerly. 

Em. To be fure of that,——- ■ 

I will ask Antony Sir, thou'rt fo leaky, 

That we muft Jeave thee to thy finking, for 

Thy deareft quit thee. [£#// Eno. 

3 He net is as many, Sir, as Csefar has: 
. Or needs not us. If Csetar fleafe, our mafier 
Will leap &c] All fenfc is loft in this felfe pointing, which 
ihonld be reformed thus, 

Hi needs as many, Sir, as Csefar has ; 

Or needs not us if Caefar plsafe* Our mafier 

Will hap &c. 

j. t. while he is at enmity with Cafar he needs a power equal 
to Co/or** } hat if he pleafes to receive Antony into his friendship 
he will then want no other fupport. This is fenfible and polite. 



•Cafar intreats, 



Not to confider in what cafe thou ftancTfi 

Further than he is Caefar.] i. e. Caefar intreats, that at the 
fame time you confider your defperate fortunes, you would confider 
he is Csefar : That is, generous and forgiving, able and willing 
to xeftore them. 

STAyr. 
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ffyr. Shall I fay toCefar 
"What you require of him ? hef partly bfega, 
To be defirM to ghre. It much ifrould pleafe him, 
That of his fortune yt>ti *oold make a faff 
To lean upon. But it would warm his fpifits, 
To hear from me you had left Antony^ 
And put yotttfelf under his fhroud, the univ&fal land- 
lord. 

Geo. What's your namfc ? 

siyjr. My name is Tbyre as. 

Cleo. 5 Moft kind meffenger, 
Say to great Cmfar this ; in deputation 
1 kifs his conqu'ring hand : tell him, Vm prompt 
To lay my crown at's feet, and there to kned. 
Tell him, that from his all-obeying bfeath 
1 bear the doom of Mgjpt. 

Tiyr. *Tis your nobleft courfe : 
«* Wifdom and fortune combating together, 
«* If that the former dare but what it can, 
« No chance may (hake it. Give me grace to fay . 
My duty on your hand. 

Cleo. Your Cafar's father oft, 
When he hath mus'd of taking Kingdom* in* 
Beftow'd hie lips on that unworthy place, 
As it rain'd kites. 

c Moft kind mrffengtr ; 
Say to gnat C*fer tbit in Dis* utf ATlOit, 

1 kifi bit conquering hand: ] The po*t*C*ttilify wroti, 

Moft kind meftnger, 

Say to great C«(ar ibis ; in DsPXTTAtlOit 
2 kifi bit conquering band: 
i. c. by Proxy ; I depute you to pay him that duty in my 



SCENE 
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SCENE X. 

Enter Antony, and Enobartws. 

Ant. Favours ! by JW, that thunders.— ' 

[Seeing Thyrcus kifs her band. 
What art thou, fellow ? 

Tbyr. One that hut performs 
The bidding of the fulleft man, and worthieft 
To have command obey'd. 

Eno. You will be #htpp # d. 

Ant* Approach there— ah, you kite! now, Gods 
and. Devils! 
Authority melts from me of late. — When I cry'd, hoa ! 
6 Like boys' unto a mufi, Kings would ftart forth, 
And cry, your will ? have you no ears ? 
I'm Antony. ytt. Take hence this Jack* and whip him* 

Enter Servants. 

Eno. f Tis better playing with a lion's whelp, 
Than with an old one dying. 

Ant. Moon and ftars! • 

Whip him :— - Werc't twenty of the greateft Tribu- 
taries 
That do»acknowledge Gtjar 9 fhbuld I find them 
So fancy with the hand of She here, (what's her name, 
Since me- was Ckqpatra?)— whip him, fellow s- ■ 
Till, like a boy, you fee him cringe his face, 
And whine aloud for rtiercy. Take him hence. 

Tbyr. Mark Antony— - 

Ant. Tug him away; being whipp'd, 
Bring him again : this Jack of C*far's fliall 
Bear us an errand to him. [Exeunt with Thyreus* 
Youwcts half blafted, ere I knew you: ha! 
Have I my pillow left unpreft in Rome % 

6 Likt boyt unto a mufs,— ] #. g. a fcramble. Mr. Pdpt. 

For- 
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Forborn the getting of a lawful race, 
And by a jem of women, to be abus'd 
By one that looks on feeders ? 
Geo. Good my Lord,*— 
Ant. You have been a boggier ever. 
Bat when we in our vicioufnefe grow hard, 
(Oh mifcry on't!) the wife Gods feal our eyes : 
In our own filth drop our clear judgments j make us 
Adore our errors, laugh at's while we ftrut 
To our confufion. 

Cleo. Oh, is*t come to this ? 
Ant. I found you as a morfel, cold upon 
Dead Ctfar^s trencher : nay, you were a fragment 
Of Cneius Pompefs % befides what hotter hours, 
Unregiftred in vulgar fame, you have 
Luxurioufly pickt out. For, I am fure, 
Though you can guefs what temperance fhould be, 
You know not what it is. 
Cleo. Wherefore is this ? 
Ant. To let a fellow that will take rewards, 
And fay, God quit you, be familiar with 
My play-fellow, your hand ; this kingly feal, 
And plighter of high hearts ! — O that I were 
Upon the hill of Bafan, to out-roar 
The horned herd, for I have lavage caufe ! 
And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A halter d neck, which does the hangman thank 
For being yare about him. Is he whipped ? 

Re-enter a Servant, with Thyreus* 

Ser. Soundly my lord. 

Ant. Cry'dhe? and beggM a* pardon? 

Ser. He did ask favour. 

Ant. If that thy father live, let him repent 
Thou waft not made his daughter ; and be thou forty 
To follow Cafar in his triumph, fince 
Thou haft been whipped for following hint. Hence* 
forth, 

The 
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The white hand of a lady fewer thee, 

Shake to look on't.— Go, get thee back to Osfar % 

Tell him thy entertainment : look, thou fay, 

He makes me angry with him : For he focms 

Proud and difdainful, harping on what I am, 

Not what he knew I was. He makes me angry ; 

And, at this time, moft eafie 'tis to do't : 

When my good flats, that were my former guides, 

Have empty left their orbs, and fhot their fires 

Into the afryfm of hell. If he oyflike 

My fpeech, and what is done, tell him, he has 

Hippardw my enfranchise bondman, whom 

He may at pkafure whip, or hang, or torture, 

As he (ball like, to quit me. Urge it thou :— - 

Hence with thy ftripes, he gone. [Exit Thyreus. 

Cko. Have you done yet? 

Ant. Alack, our terrene moon is now eclips'd, 
And it portends alone the fall of Antony. 

Cko. I muft flay his time.—— 

Ant. To flatter Cafar 9 would you mingle eyes 
With one that tyes his points ? 

Cko . Not know me yet ? 

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me! 

Cleo. Ah, dear, if I be fo, 
From my cold heart let heaven ingender hail, 
And poilon't in the fource, and the firft ftone 
Drop in my neck ; as it determines, fo 
Diflblve my life ! the next Cefario {mite I 
Till by degrees the memory of my womb, 
Together with my brave ^Egyptians all, 
By the (a) difcandying of this pelletted florin, 
Lie gravelefi ; 'till the flies and gnats of Nile 
Have buried them for prey ! 

Ant. Pmfatisfied: 
Cdffar fets down in Alexandria, where 

[ (*) difcanfyng. Dr. Tbirlby.^fvA Folio. iifcani*ring.\ 

Vol-. VIL N I 
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I will oppofe his fate. Our Force by land 
Hath nobly held ; our fevered navy too 
Have knit again, and float, threatiring moft fea-like. 
Where haft thou been, my heart ? d'oft thou hear, lady ? 
If from the field I fhould return ogee more 
To kifc thefe lips, I will appear in blood * 
1 and my fword will earn Ay chronicle; 
There's hope in't yet. . 
Cleo. That's my brave lord. 
Ant. I will be treble-finew'd, hearted, brcath'd, 
And fight maliciouflv : for when my hours 
7 Were nice and lucky, men did ranfome lives 
Of me for jefts ; but now I'll fet my teeth, 
And (end to darknefs all that flop me. Come, 
Let's have one other gaudy night : call to me 
All my fad captains, fill our bowls ; once more 
Let's mock the midnight bell. 

Cleo. It is my birth-day \ 
I had thought, t'have held it poor : But fince my lord 
Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. 
Ant. We will yet do well. 
Cleo. Call all his noble captains to my lord. 
Ant. Do fo, we'll fpeak to them, and to night Ml 
force 
The wine peep through their fears. Come on, my 

Queen; 
There's fap in't yet. The next time I do fight^ 
I'll make death love me: for I will contend 
Even with his peftilent fcythe. [Exeunt. 

Eno. " Now he'll out-flare the lightning * to be 
furious, 
" Is to be frighted out of fear ; and, in that mood, 
" The dove will peck the eftridge * and, I fee (till, 
" A diminution in our captain's brain 

7 Wtn mice and lucty ',— -] Nice, for delicate, courtly, flowing 
ih peace. 

« Reftores 
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<c Reftores his heart 5 when valour preys on reafon, 

It eats the fword it fights with;: I will feek 

Some way to leave hirxu * [Exit. 



A C T IV. S C E N E I 

Casar^ . Camp. 

Enter Gaefar, Agrippa, and Mecsenas, with their 
Army. Caefar reading a Letter. 



H 1 



CiESAR. 

[ E calls me boy ; and chides, as he had power 
_ J. To beat me out of ASgypt. My meflenger 
He hath whipt with rods, dares me to perfonal combat* 
Cefar to Antony. Let the old ruffian know, 
I have many other ways to die : mean time, 
Laugh at his challenge. 

Mec. Cafar muft think, 
When one fo great begins to rage, he's hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his diftradion : never anger 
Made good guard for itfelf. 

Caf. Let our beft heads 
Know that to morrow the laft of many battles 
We mean to fight. Within our files there arc 
Of thofe that ferv'd Mark Antony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See, it be done ; 
And feaft the army; we have ftore to do't, 
And they have carn'd the wafte. Poor Antony! 

[Exeunt. 



Ni SCENE. 
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SCENE II. 

?tbe Palace in Alexandria. 

Enter Antony and Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian* 
Iras, Alexas, with others. . 

Ant.TJJL will not fight with me, Domitius. 
JljL Eno. No. 

Ant. Why (hould he not? 

Em. He thinks, bfcing twenty times of better fortune, 
He's twenty men to one. 

Ant. To morrow, foldier, 
By fcaand land Fll fight: or I Will live, 
Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 
Shall make it live again. Woo't thou fight well? 

Em. I'll ftrifce, and cry, " take all. 

Ant. Well faid, come on : 
Call forth my houfhold fervants, let's to night 

Enter Servants. 

Be bounteous at our meal. Give me thy hanel, 
Thou haft been rightly hbrieft •, fo haft thou, 
And thousand thou, and thou : you've ierv'd rtlfe well 
And Kings have been your fellows. 

Qeo. What means this? 

Em. l 'Tis one of thofe odd Traits, which fbrrbw 
ihoots 

I 'Tis one of thofe odd tricks,— ] The uniformity df the 
metaphor leads us to fee that Shakefpear wrote traits, arrows, 
ihafts. A fimilar expreflion we have in Cymbeline : 'Twas but a 
bolt of nothing* foot at nothing, which the brain makes of fumes. 
J'aj ete quelque terns a entendre ce que <vous <vouiex me dirt far un 
tr a i r que njos tirez contre moi 9 fays M. de Turenne in one of his 
letters ; where the word trait has much the fame fignification as 
in the place before us. The Oxford Editor alters it to freaks ; 
but fore any thing which is predicated of freaks may be predicated 
of tricks, and nonfenfe for nonfaxfe, the old mould keep its 
ground as being in poffeffion. 

Out 
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Out of the mind. 

Ant. And thou art honed too : 
I wilh, I could be made fo many men ; 
And all of you clapt up together in 
An Antony ; that I might do you fervice, 
So good as yoy have done. 

Omnes. The Gods forbid ! 

Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on tne tonight} 
Scant not my cups, and make as mu t ch <jf me, 
As when mine Empire was yoyr fellow too. 
And fuffer'd my command. 

Cleo. What does he mean ? 

Eno. Xo make his followers weep. 

Ant. Tend me tonight; 
May be, it is the period of ypur duty ; 
Haply, you (hall not fee me more * or if,.. 
A mangled fhadow. It may chance to morrow, 
You'll ferve another mafter. \ look on you, 
As one that takes his leave. Mine hpneft friends, 
I turn you not away -, but like a mafter 
Married to your good fervice, ftay till death 2 
Tend me tonight two hours, I ask no more, 
And the Gods yield you for't! 

Eno. What mean you, Sir, 
To give them this difcomfort ? look, they weep. 
And I, an afs, aip onion- ey'd; for fhame, 
Transform us not to women. 

Am. Ho, ho, ho ! 
Now * the witch take me, . if I meant it thus ! 
Grace grow, where thofc drops fall ! my hearty friends, 
You take me in too dolorous a fenfe \ 
I /pake t' you for your comfort, did defire you 
To burn this night with torches : knew, my hearts, 
I hope well of to morrow, and will lead you, 
Where rather 1*11 expett victorious life, 



»tte witch take**,— ] i.e. blaft, bewitch* 

N 3 Than 
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Than death and honour. Let's to (upper, come, 
And drown consideration. {Exeunt. 

SCENE. A Court of Guard before the Palace. 

Enter a company of Soldiers. 

i foW.TlRother, good night; to morrow is the day. 
J3 2 Sold. It will determine one way : Fare 
you well. 
Heard you of nothing ftrange about the ftreets ? 
i Sold. Nothing : what news? 
2 Sold. Belike, 'tis but a rumour * good night to you. 
i Sold. Well, Sir, good night. 

[They meet with other Soldiers. 
2 Sold. Soldiers, have careful watch, 
i Sold. And you, good night, good night. 

[They place tbemfelves in every corner oftbefttige. 
2 Sold. Here, we ; and if to morrow 
Our navy thrive, I have an abfolute hope 
Our landmen will ftandup. 

i Sold. *Tis a br$ve army, and full of purpofe. 

[Mu/ick of tie hautboys is wider tbeftage. 
% Sold. Peace, what noife ? 
i Sold. Lift, lift! 

2 Sold. Hark! 

i Sold. Mufick i f th f air. • • 

3 Sold. Under the earth. — -f— » 
It fignes well, does it not ? 

2 Sold. No. 

x Sold. Peace, I fay : what fhould this mean I 

2 Sold. 'Tis the God Hercules* who loved Antony* 
Now leaves him. 

. i Sold. Walk, Ict*3 fee if other watchmen 
Do hear what we do. 

Z Sold. How now, matters ? [Speak together. 

Omnes. 
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Omnes. How now ? how now ? do you hear this ? 
1 Sold. Is't not ftrangc ? 
3 Sold. Do you hear, matters? do you hear? 
1 Sold. Follow the noifc fo far as we have quarter. 
Let's fee how 'twill give off. 
Omnes. Content : 'tis ftrange. {Exeunt* 

S C EN E III. 

Changes to Cleopatra\f Palace. 
Enter Antony and Cleopatra, with others. 

Ant.T^ROS y mine armour, Eros. 
jLj Geo. Sleep a little. 
Ant. No, my chuck: Eros 9 come, mine armour, 
Eros. 

Enter Eros. 

Come, my good fellow, put thine iron on ; 
Jf fortune be not ours to day, it is 
Becaufe we brave her. . Come. 

Cko. Nay, 1*11 help too, Antohy. 
What's this for ? ah, let be, let be ; thou art 
The armourer of my heart ; — falfe, falfe ; this, this ;— 
Sooth-la, I'll help : thus it mutt be. 

Ant. Well, well, we fhall thrive now ; 
Sceft thou, my good fellow? Go, put on thy defences. 

Eno. Briefly, Sir. 

Cleo. Is not this buckled well ? 

Ant. Rarely, rarely : 
He that unbuckles this, till we do pleafe 
TodofPt for our repofe, (hall hear a ftorm. 
Thou fumbleft, Eros ; and my Queen's a fbuire 
More tight at this than thou ; difpatch. O love ! 
That thou could'ft fee my wars to day, and knew'ft 
N 4 Tht 
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The royal occupation; thou fhould'ft fee 
A workman in*t. 

Enter an armed Soldier. 

Good morrow to thee, welcome j 
Thou look'ft like him, that knows a warlike charge : 
To bufinefs that we love'we rife betime, 
And go to't with delight. 
Sold. Athoufand, Sir, 
Early thought be, have on their, rivetted trim, 
And at the port expeft you. [Shout, trumpets fiourijk. 

Enter Captains and Soldiers. 

Cap. The morn is fair; good morrow, General! 

All. Good morrow, General ! 

Ant. 'Tis well blown, lads. 
This morning, like the fpirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. 
So, fb 5 come, give me that,— this way — well faid. 
Fare thee well, dame, what e'er becomes of me, 
This is a foldier's kiis : rebukeable, 
And worthy fliameful cheek it were, to (land 
On more mechanick compliment : 1*11 leave thee 
Now, like a man of ft eel. You, that will fight, 
Follow me clofc, I'll bring you to't : adieu. {Exeunt. 

Char. Fleafe you to retire to your chamber? 

Cleo. Lead me : 
He goes forth gallantly : That he and C*fmr might 
Determine this great war in (ingle fight ! 
Then, Antony?—— but now,— -well on. [Exeunt. 



SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Changes to a Camp. 

Trumpets fn&d. Enter Antony and Bros ; a SoUkr 
meeting them. 

SoId.HT H E Gods make this a happy day to Antony I 
JL Ant. 'Would, thou and thofe thy fears had 
once prevailM 
To make me fight at knd ! 

Eros. Hadft thou done lb, 
The Kings, that have revolted, and the Soldier, 
That has this morning left thee, would have (till 
Follow'd thy heek. 

Ant. Who's gone this morning ? 

Eros. Who? 
One ever near thee. Call for Enobarbus % 
He fliall not hear thee * or from Gefar's camp 
Say, " f am none of thine. 

Ant. What fay'ft thou? 

Sold. Sir, 
He is with Cafor. 

Eros. Sir, his chefts and tfeafure 
He has not with him. . < 

Ant. Is he gone ? 

Said. Moft certain. 

Ant. Go, Eros, fend his trcafiire after, do it, 
Detain no jot, I charge thee : write to him, 
I will fubferibe gentle adieus, and greetings : 
Say, that I wifh he never find more caule 
To change a matter. Oh, my fortunes have 
Corrupted honeft men ! difpatch, my Eros. {Exeunt. 



SCENE 
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S C E N E V. 

Changes to Caqfar'f Camp. 

-Enter Caelar, Agrippa, " wkb Enobarbus, and 
DolabeUa. 

Cef.f^O forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight: 

Vj * Our will is, Antony be took alive; 
Make it fo known. 

Agr. C<efar y I fhall. 

Caf. The time of univerfal Peace is near ; 
Prove this a profp'rous day, the three*nook'd world 
4 Shall bear the olive freely. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mef. Mark Antony is come into the field. 

Gtf. Go, charge, Agrippa ; 
• Plant thofe, that have revolted, in the Van, 
That Antony may feem to fpend his fury 
Upon himfclf. [Exeunt. 

Eno. Alexas did revolt, and went to Jewry on 
Affairs of Antony \ there did perfwade • 
Great Herod to incline himfelf to Gefar, 
And leave his matter Antony. For this pains, 
C*far hath hang'd him : Canidius^ and the reft, 

3 Our will is, Antony be took alive ;] It is obfervaMe with 
what judgment. Sbakefpear draws the chara&er of O&aivius. 
Antony was his Hero ; fo the other was not to fhine : yet being an 
hiitorical character, there was a neceffity to draw him like. But 
the ancient hiftorians his flatterers, had delivered him down fo 
fair, that he feems ready cut and dried for a Hero. Amidft tfaefe 
difficulties Shake/pear has extricated himfelf with great addrefs. 
He has admitted all thofe great ftrokes of his character as he found 
them, and yet has made him a very unamiable character, deceitful, 
mean-fpirited, narrow-minded, proud and revengeful, 

4 Shall bear the olive freely.] i. e. (hall fpring up every 
where fpontaneoufly and without culture. 

Thtf 



Digitized by CjOOQLC 



Antony WCleopatra, 187 

That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honourable truft : I have done ill. 
Of which I do accufe myfelf fo forely, 
That I will joy no more. 

Enter a Soldier of CaefarV. 

Sold. Enobarbus, Antony . 
Hath after thee lent all thy treafure, with 
His bounty over-plus. The mefienger 
Came on my guard, and at thy tent is now 
Unloading of his mules. 

Eno. I give it you. 

Sold. Mock me not, Enobarbus % 
I tell you true; beft you fee fafe the bringer 
Out of the hoft: I muft attend mine office. 
Or would have done't myfelf. Your Emperor 
Continues ftill a Jove. [Exit. 

Eno. I am alone the villain of the earth, 
And feel, I am fo, moft. O Antony* 
Thou Mine of bounty, how would'ft thou have paid 
My better fervice, when my turpitude 
Thou doft fo crown with gold 1 This bows my heart ; 
If fwift thought break it not, a fwifter mean 
Shall out-ftrike thought > but thought will do*t, I feel 

I fight againft thee!- -no, I will go feek 

Some ditch, where I may die * the toul'ft beft fits 
My latter part of life. 

SCENE VI. 

Before the Walls of Alexandria. 

Alarum. Drums and trumpets. Enter Agrippa. 

Affr.T% Etire, we have engaged our felves too far; 

XV Csfar himielf has work, s and our oppreffion 
Exceeds what we expe&ed. [Exit. 

$ — -tfWwr oppreffion] OfprtJJlon y for opposition. 

Alarum, 
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Alarum. Enter Antony, and Scams wounded. 

Scar. O my brave Emperor! this is fought indeeel % 
Had we done fo at firft, we had proven th?m hoqiq 
With clouts about their head5- 

Ant. Thou'bleed'ft apace. 

Scar. I had a wound here that was like a T, 
But now 'tis made an H. 

Ant. They do retire. 

Scar. We'll beat 'em into bench-holes $ 1 have yet 
Room for fix fcotches more. 

Enter Eros. 

Eros. They're beaten, Sir, and our advantage ferves 
For a fair victory. 

Scar. Let us fcore their backs, 
•And fnatch 'em up, as we take har^s, behind; 
*Tis fport to maul a runner. 

Ant. I will reward thee 
Once for thy fprightly comfort, andvten-foJd 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. Pll halt after. [Exeunt. 

Alarum. Enter Antony again in a Marcb % Scarus 
with others. 

Ant. We've beat him to his camp ; 6 run one before, 
And let the Queen know of our Gefts; to morrow* 
Before the fun (hall fee's, we'll fpill the blood 
That has to day efcap'd. I thank you all ; 
For doughty-handed are you, and have fought 



• run one before. 



And let the Queen know of our Guefts ;— ] What Guefts was 
the Queen to know of? Antony was to light again on the mortow j 
and he had not yet faid a word of marching to Alexandria^ and 
treating his officers in the Palace. We muit read, 
And let the Queen know of our Gefts. 
i. e. res gefl*\ our feats, our glorious actions. A term then \n 
common ufe. 

Not 
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Not as you ietv*d the caufe, but as*t had been 

Each fflan*& like mine \ you've fhewn yourfelves all 

HeSors. 
Enter the city* clip your wives, your friends. 
Tell them your feats, whilft tftey with joyful tears 
Wafh the congealment from yopr wourids, and kifs 
The honour'd gafhes whole. Give me thy hand, 

[To Scarus. 
Enter Cleopatra. 

" 7 To this great Faiery P1I commend thy afts, 
u Make her thanks blefc thee. O thoti day o'th* world, 
** * Chain mine arm'd neck \ leap thou, attire and all* 
" Through proof of harnefi, to my heart, and there 
" 9 Ride on the pants triumphing. 

Geo. Lord of Lords ! 
Oh, infinite virtue ! com'ft thou fmiling from 
" The world's great fnare uncaught ? 

Ant. My nightingale ! 
We've beat them to their beds. What! Girl, though 

gray 
Do fomething mingle with our younger brown, yet 

ha'we 
A brain that nburifhes our nerves, and can 
Get goal for gtal of youth. Behold this man, 
Commend unto his lips thy ' favouring hand : 
Kifs it, my warrior \ he hath fought to day, 
" As if a God ih hate of mankiind had 
" Deftrbyed in fuch a lhape. 

Geo. Til civfc thee, friend, 
An armour ail of gold ; it was a King's. 

7 To this great Faiery— ] For Incbantrefs, m which fenfe 
the word is often ufed in the old romances. 

8 Chain mine arm* diitcki ] Afiuding to the gothic? cuftom 

•f Ji&n of wprfhip wearing gold chains about the neck. 

9 Ride on the pant J triumphing.'] Alluding to an admiral (hip 
on the billows after a florm. The metaphor is extremely fine. 

1 Here Mr. Theobald reftores an / depofed by the printer to 
make room for an /T 

Ant. 
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Ant He has deferv'd it, were k carbuncfcd 

Like holy Pbabus' Car. Give me thy hand % 

Through Alexandria make a jolly march j 

* Bear our hackt targets, like the men that owe them. 

Had our great palace the capacity 

To camp this hoft, we would all fup together* 

And drink carowfes to the next day's fate, 

Which promifes royal peril. Trumpeters, 

With brazen din Waft you the city's ear, 

Make mingle with our lading tabourines, 

Thatheav'n and earth may ftnke their founds together, 

Applauding our approach. [Exettnt. 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to Cx&x's Camp. 
Enter a Gentry, and bis Company. Enobarbus yMSmtf. 

Cent f F we be not felievM within this hour, 

1 We mutt return to th' Court of Guard ; the 
night 
Is fhiny, and, they fay, we mall embatde 
By th' fecond hour i'th' morn, • 

1 Watcb: This latt day wasa lhrewd one to s. 
Eno. O bear me witnefi, night! 

2 Watcb. What man is this? 

r Watcb. Stand dole, and lift him. 

Eno. Be witnefi to me, O thou Hefled moon, 
When men revolted (hall upon record 
Bear hateful memory ; poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent. 

Cent. Enobarbus? 

3 Watcb. Peace; hark further. 

Eno. «« Oh fovereign Miftrefs of true melancholy, 

z Bear tor hackt target), Hie the mn tbdtvuit them.} i. i. 
hackt as much as the men are, to whom they belong. 

«« The 
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" The poifonous damp of night •difpunge upon me, 

u That life, a very rebel to my will, 

" May hang no longer on me. Throw my heart 

Againft the flint and hardnefi of my fault, 

Which, being dried with grief, will break to powder, 

And finilh all foul thoughts. Oh Antony > 

Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 

Forgive me in thine own particular ; 

But let the world rank me in regifter 

A maftcr- leaver, and a fugitive : 

Oh Antony ! oh Antony! [Dies. 

1 Watch. Let's fpeak to him. 

Cent. Let's hear him, for the things he fpeaks 
May concern Cafar. 

2 Watch. Let's do fo, but he fleeps. 

Cent. Swoons rather, for fo bad a prayer as his 
Was never yet for deep. 
1 Watch. Go we to him. 
1 Watch. Awake, Sir, awake, fpeak to us. 

1 Watch. Hear you, Sir? 

Cent. The hand of deathhas raught him. 

[Drums afar off. 
3 Hark, how the drums demurely wake the fleecers : 
Let's bear him to the Court of Guard j he is of note. 
Our hour is folly out. 

2 Watch. Come on then, he may recover yet. 

[Exeunt. % 

2 — — difpunge upon me,] Difyungt a word of his own inven- 
tion, from the fqueezing out a fpunge upon any one. 

3 Hark, how tht drums demurely— — ] Demurely for folemnly. 
The Oxford Editor changes demurtly to din early. 
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SCENE VIII. 

Between the two Camps. 

£nter Antony, and Scarus, with their Amy. 

Ant. npHEIR preparation is to day by fea, 
1 We pleafe them not by land* 

Scar. For both, my Lord. 

Ant. I would, they'd fight i* th* fire, or in theair, 
We'd fight there too. But this k is i our foot 
tjpon the hills adjoining to the City 
Shall (lay with us. Older for fca is given ; 
They have jjut forth the haven : further on, 
* Where their appointment we may beft difcover, 
And look on their endeavour. [Exeunt. 

Enter Caefar, and bis Army. 

Corf. * But being charged, we will be dill by land, 
Which, as I take't, we ihall ; for his beft force 
Is forth to man his Gajlies. To the vales* 
And hold our beft advantage. [Exeunt. 

[Alarum afar qfy as at afta-figit. 

Enter Antony and Scarus. 

Ant. Yet they are not joinM : 
Where yond pine (lands, I (hall difcover all, 

4 Where thtir appointment ive may beft difcover, 

And look on their endeavour.] /. e. wkerc we may bell dif- 
cover their numbers^ and fee their motions. 

5 Bui being charged, nse ivtllbeftill by land, 

Wbicb,as I take't, we Jb ally — ] /. e. unlefs- we be charged 
we will remain quiet at land, which quiet I fuppofe we ihall 
keep. But being cbarged was a phrafe of that time, equiva- 
lent to unlefiwebe, which the Oxford Editor not underftand- 
ing, he has alter'd the lines thus, 

Not being cbarg'd, we will be fill by land, 

Which a* I take't wjbalt not* 

PII 
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m bring thee word ftraight, how 'tis like to go. [Exit. 

Scar. Swallows have built 
In Cleopatra's fails their, nefts. The Augurs 
Say, they know not— they cannot tell — look grimly, 
And dare not fpeak theif knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant, and dejeded ; and by ftarts, 
His fretted fortunes give him hope and fear 
Of what he has, and has not. • \Exit* 

S C E N E IX. 

Changes to the Palace in Alexandria. 

Enter Antony. 

Ant. A L L 9 s loft! this foul Mgyptian hath betray '4 

' " me! 

My fleet hath yielded to the foe, and yonder 
They caft their caps up, and caroufe together 
Like friends long loft. Triple-tum'd whore ! 'tis thot) 
Haft fold me to this Novice, and my heart 
Makes only wars on thee. Bid them all fly, 
For when I am reveng*d upon my Charm, 
I have done all. Bid them all fly, begone. 
* Oh, Sun, thy uprife (hall I fee no more : 
«* Fortune and Antony part here, even here 
•* Do we (hake hands — all come to this!— ■ 6 the hearts, 
" That pantlerM me at heels, to whom I gave, 

«« Their 

7 ■ The hearts 

T&tfPANNELL'D me at beets, Sec.'] fannellingatbtlswA 
mean here, following: but where was the word cter found m 
fach a fenfe ? Funnel fignifies bat three things, that 1 know, in 
the Englijb tongue, none of which will fuit with the aUufiont 
here requifite; <vsz. That roll or fchedulc of parchment on which 
the names of a Jury are enter*d, which therefore is call'd empan? 
netting ; a pane or flip of wainfcot ; and a packfaddle for beaft't 
of burden. The text is corrupt, and Sbakejpear jnufi certainly 
have wrote ; •• 

fbat PaKTlbr'p me at beets I 
i. e. run after me like footmen, otpantlersi which wdd originally 
Vol. VII. O *gni- 
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" Their wifbes, do djfcandy, mek their foeeto 
4C On bloflbmbg Cafar : and this pine isbark'd* 
That over-topt them all. BctrayM I am. 
Oh, this falfc foul of Mgyptl (his gay Charm, 
Whofe eye beck'd forth my war* and call'd them 

home, 
Whole bofom was my Crowoet, my chief end, 
Like a right £ripfie, hath at fafl; and loot 
Beguif d me • to the very heart of lo& 
WhatJSrw/ Eros! 

Enter Cleopatra* 

Ah! thoufpell! avant,— — 

Cko. Why is my Lo«i enrag'd againft his Love? 

Ant. Vanifti, or I flu)] give thee thy deferring* 
And blemifli C*far*s Triumph* Let htm take wee. 
And hoift thee up to the ihouting Plebeians * 
Follow his chariot, like the greatcft fpot 
Of all thy {ex. »M6ft monfter-like, be (hewn 
For poorft diminutives, for doits; and let 
Patient Offavia plough thy viiage up 

fignified the fcrvants who have the care of the bread, tmtii ufed 
by our poet for a menial fervant in general, at well aa ia i* 
native acceptation. 
Thus iri CymheUne, 

A bildingfar a l&rj, a Spire's cloth, 

AtAKTtlKi ■ 

And Timon, 

1 ■ " p age thy heels. 
And skip when thorn point ft oaf. 

*7T *° &* *"J Iwwt of lofs.] i. t. to the very centre a 

Ulading to the term of the heart tf wood. 

9 ' — r***ft monfter-liie, bejbewn 

for foor* ft diminutives, /or dolts *— ] As the allafio* 
lere it to mongers carried about in Jhewfc it is plain, that the 
words, for poor eft diminutives, mofi mean for uckaft piece of 
tooney * we mnft therefore read the next word, 

Whkh Jbawi what *c means by poor eft diminutives. 

With 
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• With her prepared nails. /Tis weH f thour't gonei 

[Exit Cleopatra. 
If it be well to live. But better 'twere. 
Thou fcirft into my fiary j for one death 
Might have prevented many. Eros^ hoaf 
Tbefhirt of Ntjfus is upon me; teach me, 
AlcideS) thou mine anceftor s thy rage 
*(a) Led thee lodge Licbas on the horns o'th f Moon, 
And with thofe hands that graft* the heavieft club, 
Subdue (b) thy worthieft felF. The Witch (hall die } 
To the young Roman boy (he hath (bid me, and I fall 
Under his plot: fhe dies fort. Eros, hoa! [Exit. 

Re-enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian. 

Qleo. Help me, my women! oh, he is more mad 
Than Teiamn for his (hieM ; the boar of Tbefafr 
Was never fo imboft. 

Char. To th* Monument, 
There lock your felf, and fend him word you're dead : . 
c< The foul and bodjr rive not more in parting, 
€ * Than Greatncfi going off. 

Cleo. To th 9 Monument: 
MardutHy go tell him I have (lain myielf; 
Say, that the lad I fpoke was Antony \ 
And word it, pr'ythee, piteoufly. Hence, Mardian, 
And bring me how he takes my death. To th 9 
Monument. [Exeunt. 

1 With &*r prepared «*///.— 1 j. #. with nail* which (he fufr 
fercd'to grow tor this purpofe. 

2 £ri tbet lodge Lichas on the herns o* tV moo*,] Thit image 
par poet feems to have taken from Sent of* Htr cults, who Jays 
Lichts being lanched Into the air, fprinkled the clouds with hit 
blood* Sophocles, on the fame occauon, ulki a| a much Coherer 
rale. 

[(*) Led tbet lodge Lich*s,--O*f0rd £<to«r— ~VuIg. Let m 
isdge Lichas.] 

rtl) *-tbyvforthi*ftfelfj-—QxM Editor— VuJg. myv»r* 

thuflfiin •• : 

Oa SCENE 
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S C E N E X. 

Re- enter Antony, i and Eros, 

Ant. Eros 9 thou yet behold'ft me. 
Eros. Ay f noble Lord. 

Ant. 4 Sometime, we fee a cloud that's dragonUh * 
c A vapour, fometime, like a bear, or lion, 
c A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock, . 
4 A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
4 With trees upon't, that nod unto^thc world, 
* And mock our eyes with air. Thou'ft feen thefe 

4 figns,' 
c They are black Vefper's pageants. 
Eros. Ay, my Lord. 
Ant. 4 That, which is now a horfe, even with a 



c thought 



* The Rack diflimns, and makes it indiftinft 
4 ■ As water is in water. 

Eros. It do's, my Lord. 

Ant. My good knave, Eros 9 now thy Captain is> 
Even fuch a body ; here I'm Antony,. »' 
Yet cannot hold this vifible fhape, my knave. 
I made thefe wars for JEgypt^ and the Queen, 
Whofe l\eart, I thought, I had, (for fhe had mine; 
Which, whilft it was mine, hadannext unto'c 
A million more, now loft !) Ihe, Eros, has 

* Packt cards with Cafar, and falfe play'd my Glory 
Unto an enemy's triumph—— 

' 3 Packt cards with Caefar, and falfe play'd my Glory 

* ' ' Unto an enemy 1 s triumph ] Shakejpear has here, ai 

ufual, taken his metaphor from alow trivial fubject; but hai 
enobled it with much art, by fo contriving that the principal tertn 
in the fubjedt from whence the metaphor was taken 9 mould be- 
long to, arid futt the dignity of the fubjed to which the metaphor 
is transferred: thereby providing at once for the integrity of the 
/igure, and the noblenefr of the xhought. And this by the word 
Tuiuarpfl, which cither fignifies Qfia*vius\ conqudis, or what 

we 
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Nay, weep riot, gentle Eros, there is left us 
Our ielves to end our felves. 

Enter Mardian. 

Oh, thy vile Lvty i ; ';; . 

Sh* has robb'd me of my fword.' . . . . 

Mar. No, Antonyl 
My miftrefs lov*d thpe, and her fortunes mingled 
With thine entirely. ' 

Anf. Hence, faucy Eunuch, peace, £be hath be-, 
tray'd me, ' !'.,..• 

And the fhall die the death. 1 ' 

Mar. % Death of one perfbn can be paid but oner,. 
c And that (he has difcharg'd. What thou woultf'ft do, 

* Is done unto thy hand * the laft fhe fpakc 

* Was, Antony \ moft noble Antony! 

4 Then in the midft a tearing Qroarjdid break 
c The name of Antony, it was divided 

* Between Ker heart and Tip j Ihe render -d. lift, ■ 

* Thy name fo buried in her. 
Ant. Dead then j 

Mar. Dead. 

Ant. Unarm me, Eros t the Iqng day's task is done, 
And wc xnuft deep ; that thou depart*ft hence fefe, 
Does pay thy Jabour richly ; go. ■■** {Exit Mardian.* 
Off, ptack ofF 5 —? ' • - 

The fevcn-fold fliield.of Ajax cannot Keep 
The battery from my heart. O cleave, my fides i 
Heart, once be ftronger than thy continent, 
Crack thy frail cafe! apace, Eros, apace. 

we now call, contraftedly, the trump at {card*, then called the 
triumph or the triumphing firt. This ufe of the won! fitted the 
vcnenUe.latimer with a quibbling text to a fermon, preached to 
the fchoWs at Cambridge againft card-playing, from Proverbs, 
as it is in the old tranflation, My fin be wife, and make the heart 
triumph ; which fignified either, Make the heart glad, or make 
hearts trumps. 

O3 No 
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No more a Soldier broiled pieces, go; 

[Unarming bimfelf. 
You have been nobly borne; — from me a while — — 

[Exit Eros. 
I will overtake thee, Cleopatra, and 
Weep for my pardon. So't muft be, for now 
All length is torture ; fince the torch is out, 
Lye down and ft ray no further. Now all labour.. 
Marrs what it docs, yea, very force entangles 
Itfelf with ftrength ; 4 feal then, and all is done. 
Eros! — I corned my Queen — Eros !— ft*y for ftie, 
Where fouls do couch on flowers, we'll hand in hand, 
And with our fprjghtiy port make the Ghofts gaze • 
*Dub and her Sitbams (hall want troops, ". 
And all the haunt be ours.-»— Come, Eros, Eros! 

Enter Eros. 

Erts. What would my Lord ? 

Ant. Since Gkofatra died, 
P ve liv f d ih fuch diflionour, that the Gods % 

Deteft my bafenefs. I, thai with my fword 

4 feal then, and all is done.] Metaphor taken from dvtl 

CDntra£b, where, p when all is agreed on r thefealing com pleats the 
Cftftfadt j fo fe* kadjfaeimined to die, and nothing retbain*d but 
to give the ftrgfce. The Oxford Editor not apprehending this, 
idlers it to <—.A'jf tksn f — « — , 

'5 Dido and bit' Aim b as Jball want troops,] But Dido** food- 
nefs did not reach to the other world ; She then defpifed Apneas, 
tod returned to her old affe&ion fot StCnrnvs. *' 
Vandtm corripuit fo/e\ atqui inimica rtfugit 
In Nemm umirtftruM : Conjanx nil priftinns Hit 
Rtjpondct curis, aquatq ut Sichastti antorem. 
I fliould think, therefore, that the poet wrote, 

DidQ and herSfCUMut ■ ■ ■ ■■ 
And the rather, becaufe the comparifon of Antony to $ieb*ms f» 
remarkably appo&tt. Sicbaus was murder'd by hit brother Pygma- 
fan for his wealthy on which his wife Dido fled into Africa : So 
Antony w*ft fought with and defeated at Aaium by his brother 
Q&avtus, for his Jhare of the dominion of the world, whereon 
Cleopatra iied from the riftor's rage into ASgypt. 

Quarter 9 d 
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Quarter'd the world, and o f cr green Neptune's back; 
With (hips, made cities; condemn myfelf, to lack 
The courage of a woban i Jefs noble minded 
Than fhe, which, by her death, oar Gt Jar tells, 
" I'm conqueror of myfelf/* Thou art fworn, Erts % 
Tint when the exigent fliould come, which now 
Is come indeed, when I fliould fee behind me 
Th' inevitable profecuthm of difgrace 
And horrour, that on my command thou then 
W&ld'ft kill me. Do it, for the time is come : 
Thou ftrik'ft not me, *tisC*far thou defeat*(t. 
Put colour in thy cheek. 

Eras. The Gods withhold me! 
Shall I do That, which all the Parthian <hrts 9 
Though enemy, loft aim, and could not? 

Ant . JSrw, 
Wbuld'ft thou be windoW'd in great Rome, and fee 
Thy matter thus with pteacht arms, bending down 
His corrigible neck, his face fubdu'd 
Td penetrative flame : whilft the wheel f d feat 
Of fortunate C*/2rr, dittyn before him, branded 
His bafends thatenfued? 

Eros. I would not fee't. 

Asa. Comethdi; forwithawoundlmuftbccur'd. 
Draw that thy hoaeft fwoid, which thou haft worn. 
Moft ufe&l for thy Country. 

Eros. Oh, Sir, nrdon me. 

Ant. Whcrt I did make thee free, fwor'ft thou not 
then 
To do this when I bade thee ? do it at once, 
Or thy precedent feroces are all 
But accidents unpurposed. Draw* and come. 

Eras. Turn from the then that noble countenance, 
Wherein die worfhip of the whole world ties. 

Ant. Lo thee. ; . [turmg from iftm. 

JKfa. My fword is drawn. 

Ant. Then let it do at once 

O4 The 
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The thing why thou haft drawn it. 

Eros. My dear Matter, 
My Captain, and my Ernp'ror I Let me lay, 
Before I ftrike this bloody ftroke, farewel. 

Ant. Tisfaid, m^n,-— ^aiwl farewel. ? 
* Eros. Farewel, great Chief, Shall I ftrike now? 

Jnt. Now, Eros. 

Eros. Why, there then--* [BrosMUs bim/fif. 
Thus do I efc^pe the forrow 
Of Antony's death. [Dies. 

Ant. Thrice nobler than myfelf I m 
Thou teacheft me, oh, valiant Erot $ what 
I fhould, and thou could 'ft not j my Queen and Eros 
Have by their brave inftruftion got upon me 
A Noblenefs in Record. But I wilj be > 

A Bridegroom in my death, and run intf/t 
As to a Lover*s bed. Come then* and, Etos % 
« Thy Mafter dies thy Scholar j to do thus 

[Falling, on bis fuaatA. 
I learnt of thee. How, not yet dead ? not dead ? *-** 
The^ard^oJT^ph, dif^iwh mc, 

5 C EN B IX. 

Mnter Derceta*, and Guard. ..''"•'' 

i Guard. What's thenoife?; 

Ant. I've done my work ill, friends : ./ % *V 
O, make an end of what I have begun,, \ 

2 Guard. Theitar is fain, .) oK • '• , 

i Guard. And time is at his period! f .' ". 

All. Alas, and woe! ;7 ; ' ;l 

Ant. Let him, that loves me, ftrike me dqul, ■* 
» i Guard. Not I. 

% Guard. Nor I. 
♦ 3 Guard. Noinany one. \JZxajmt, 

Der. Thy death and fortunes bid thy follower* fly, 

* " This 
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This fword but fhewn to Cefar, with this tidings, 
Shall enter me with him. 

£#fer.Diomede$. .. ■ 

Dio. Where's Antony? < 

Der. There, Diomed, there. / I 

Dio. Lives he? wilt thou not ahfwer, man?* *• 
Ant .-Art thou there, Diomed? draw thy fword 
and give me . m 

Sufficing strokes for death. 

Dio. Mod abfplute Lord, 
My Miftrefs Cleopatra fent cne to thee. 
Ant. When did fhe fend thee ? 
Dio. Now, my Lord. 

.4*** Where is jlhc? : • , ' s » 

Dio, Lockt inljef Monument. She had a prophe- 
lying fear / • \ 

Of whath^hc^etorafi* for when. fte law < 
('WhlA^never (haUberpMnd) y qu did fiifpcft 
She hid 4jippa?d with Cafar ; and that your rage 
Woufl not be purg'd, fhefept word. (hfc was dead. , 
But §A ring fince how it might work, hath fent 
Me to|proclaim the truth, ancl I am come, 
I dreadL too late. 
AntrTm btey&od Diomedy call my Guard, I 
p^ythee* . . i 

Dio. What, ho! die Emperor's Guard. TbeGuarf^ 
- What, hoal 
Come, your Lord calls. 

# •..- . t @*ter the Guard. - 

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra bidet 
f Tis the laft faticCthKt'I Audi command you. 
; Qiard. Woe are we, Sir! you may not live Co 

wear 
Afl ybur* true follow'rs out. 

^Kf.K^oft, heavy day! 
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Ant. Nty* good my fellow* do not plcafe fcatp 
Fate f 

To grace it with your forrows. Aid That welcome 
Which comes to pttniftt us, and We punifh it 
Seeming to bear it lightly! Take me up, 
I have led you oft; carry me now, good friends, 
And have my thanks for all. 

[£ta#|l, bearing Antony, 

SCENE XII. 

Changes to a magnificent Monument* 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and lias, «fa* 

Cto.f\H Charmian) I will iterer go from hence, 
KJ Char. B* comforted, dear Madam. 
Cbo. No, I will not : 
All ftrange and terrible events are welcome, 
But comfort* we de$t(et our Ike of forrow, 
Proportion'd tooarcaufe, Atttt be as great 
AsJtat which makes it. 

Enter Diomedes, 

How now? is he dead? 
; Dm. His death's upon him, but not dead. 
Look out o 9 th* other fide your Monument, 
J96i Guard have brought him thither. 

Enter Antony, borne by tbt Guard. 

Cko. *0 thou Sun, 
Turn from th f great Sphere thou mov'ft in!— Ark* 

. . : ling ftand 
The varying fhoretfth' woHdl OAkttmt 

Help, 

6 OtbemSmn, 
Burh the great Sphere thou mew'* in '' ■■ darkling y&m/ 
Tie wying/hre $ % tP wertff J— the vmrpifg /^re e? 
tt\ nmrldt i. e. of the Earth, wtat light and datk&efi fluke 
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Help, Cbarmm\ hdp^ Iras* bdp; help, friend^ 
Below; let's draw him hither. v 

Ant. Peace, 
Not Gefar* s valour hash o'er-thrown Antony ^ 
But Antony hath triumph'd 09 himfelf. 

Gfo. So it fliould be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony \ but, woe, 'liafoJ 

A/. I am dying, Mgypt % dying ; only yet 
1 here importune death a while, gjitii 
Of many thoufand kifles the poor laft 
I lay upon thy lips, ~— Come down. 

Cfo. I dire not, 
(Dear, dear my Lord, your pardon, that I dare 

not;) 
Left I be taken ; not th' imperious Jhew 
Of the fulj-fortun'd Gefer ever ftull 
Be brooch'd with me; if knife, drugs, ferpents, have 
Edge, fting, or operation, I rfm fafe; 
Tour Wife Oftavia, with her modeft eyes 
7 And (till conclufion (hall acquire no honour, 
DetpQring upon me. But come, come, Antony % 
Help me, my women ; we muft draw thee up——. 
Aflift, good friends* 

Ant. Oh, quick, or I am gane. 

Qeo. Here's fporc, indeed! — how heavy Weight 
my Lord! 
Our ftrength is all gone into heavinefi, . 
That makes the weight. Had I great Jtmo\ power, 

an inceffant variation. But then, if the Sun fliould let on fire th e % 
whole Sphere, in which he was fuppofed to niove, how could the 
Earth jfenuf darkling? On the contrary it would be in perpetual 
light. Therefore, if w€ will allow Cleopatra not to bt quite rtad, 
we mall believe (he faid, 

Tuw from tb* great Spbtrt tbm mrift in! ■ ■ 

/ t. foriake it, fly off from it : and then indeed the coafcquence 
would be, that the varying Jborc would become invariabfy dari* 
7 And (till conclufion,— 3 '• ** fedately colle&ed in herfelf, 
which even the fight Of me eeuH trot ftk up into nation. 

The 
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The flrong-wing'd Mercury fliould- fetch thee up. 
And fet thee by J<rve*s fide. Yet come a little,' 
Wilhers were ever fools. Oh come, come, come*— 
£ They draw Antony up to Cleopatra. 
And welcome,, welcome. Die, where thou haft 

liv'd* •• - 
Quicken with killing; had my lips that power, 
Thus would I wear them out. 

All. O heavy fight! 

Ant. I am dying, MgypU dying; 
Give me fome wkte, and let me fpeak a little. 

Cleo, No, let me fpeak, and let me rail fo high, 
That the falfe hufewife Fortune break her wheel, 
Provok'd by my offence. 

Ant. One Worcf, fweet Queen. 
Of Cefar feek your- honour j with your fafety-— • 

Cleo. They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle, - hear me ; 
None about Cafar cruft, hut Prdculeius. 

Cleo. My refolution, and my hands, Pll truft % 
None about Cafar. 

Ant. The miferable change, now at my end, 
Lament, nor forrow at : but pleafe your thoughts 
In feeding therewith thofe my former fortunes, 
Wherein I liv'd the greateft prince o f th' world, 
The nobleft once; and do not now bafely die, •• 
Nor cowardly put off -my helmet to 
My countryman : A Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquift'd. Now, my (pirit is going; 
I can no more — r-rr £ Antony dies. 

Geoi Nobleft ofrnienJ— -woo't die ? 
Haft thou no care of me? fhall I abide 
In this duH world, *Wtoich in thy abfence is 
No better than a (tye? O fee, my women! 

The crown o* th f fcarth doth melt my Lord ! 

Oh, withered is the garland of the war, 

- ' ' Thi 
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The foldier's pole is fall*n : young boys and girls 

Are level now with men j the odds is gone * 

And there is nothing left remarkable* 

Beneath the vifuing moon. [She faints. 

Char. Oh, ouietnefi, Lady I ♦ > 

Iras. She's dead too, our fovereign. * 

Char. Lady! 

Iras. Madam! 

Char. Oh Madam, Madam, Madam 

Iras. RoyaMSgypt! Emprefs! 

Char. I Peace, peace, Jfisl 

8 Fence, peace, Ira 3.] Cleopatra is fallen into a fwoon; her 
maids endeavour to recover her by invoking her by her fever&l titles. 
At length, Charmian (ays to the other, : Peace, peace, Iras; on 
which Chopatra comes to hcrfelf, and replies to thefe laft words, 
No, you are miftaken lam a mere woman like your/elf. Thui 
ftands this fenfelefs dialogue. But S bake/pear never wrote it fo : 
We mug obferve then, that the two women call her by her fever*! 
titles, to fee which bed pleafed her ; and this was highly in cha- 
racter : the Ancients thought, that not only Men, but Gods too, 
had fome names which, above others, they much delighted in, 
and would fooneft anfwer to ; as we may fee by the hymns of • 
Orpbeus, Homer, and Cailima^bus. The Poet, conforming to 
this notion, makes the maids fay, Sovereign Lady, Madam, Royal 
iEgypt, Emprefi. And now. we come to the place in queftion : 
Cbarmiait, when (he faw none of thefe titles had their ene&, in* 
vakes her by a Hill more flattering one j 

Peace, peace, Is is! 
Ibr fo it mould be read and pointed : i. e. peace, we can never 
move her by thefe titles : Let as give her her favourite name of 
the Goddefs Is is. And now Cleopatra's anfwer becomes pertinent 
and fine; 

No more but a mere woman ; and commanded 

By fuebpoor paffion as tbe maid that milks. 
i. $. I now fee the folly of afluming to myfelf thofe flattering 
tides of divinity. My misfortunes, and my impotence in bear- 
ing them, convince me I am a mere woman and fubje& to all the 
paflkms of the meaneft of my fpecies. Here the Poet has follow- 
ed Hiftory exactly, and what is more, his author Plutarch in An* 
tonio i who fays, that Cleopatra aflumed the habit and attributes 
of that Goddeft, and gave judgments or rather oracles to her 

people 
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C/w. " No more but a iraer woman; and com- 
manded 
«• By fuch poor paffion as the maid that milks, 
M And docs the meaneft chares ! — It were for me 
«« To throw my fcepter at th* injurious Gods ; 
•* To tell them, that this world did equal theirs, 
" 'Till they had ftoPn our jewel. All's but naught : 
" Patience is fottifli, and impatience does 
" Become a dog that's mad : Then is it fin, 
" To rufh into the fecret houfe of death, 
" Ere death dare come to us ? how do you, women ? 
** What,what, good cheer ! why, how now, Cbarmian f 

« c My noble girls ? ah, women, women ! look, 

" Our lamp isfpent, it's out — good Sirs, take heart, 
•« We'll bury him : and then what's brave, what's 

noble, 
" Let's do ic after the high Roma* faflikm, 
•* And make death proud to take us. Gome away, 
This cafe of that huge fpirit now is cold. 
Ah, women, women ! come, we have no friend 
. But refolution, and the briefed end. 

[Exeunt, bearing off Antony's body. 

people under the quality of the NEW ISIS* KMOT+T& 
*T0\b iTi^Kli^lSlAOS tKd(JLt*WU Ktti NEA ISIS 
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Enter Gdar, Agrippa, Dolabclla, MecftN* 
Gallus, and from. 

CiElAI, 

GO to him, DotabAla* bid him yield 1 
Being fo fruftrate, cell him, 
He mocks the paries that he makes. 
Del. C«far, I fhaU. [Exit Dofebcilfc 

Enter Dercetas, with the /word of Antony. 

Ctf. Wherefore is that? and what art thou, that 
dart* 
Appear thus to us? 

Der. 1 am calTd Dercetas 3 
Mark Antony I fcvfd, who beft was worthy 
Bcft to be>ferv*d ; whilft he flood up, and fpoke, 
He was my matter, and I wore my life 
To fpenchipon his haters. If thou pleafe 
To take me to thee, as I was to him 
I'll be to Gefar : If thou pleafeft nor, 
I yield thee up my life. 

Qef. What is f t thou fay'ft? 

Der. I fay, oh, C<tfar> Antony is dead. 

C*f. The breaking of fo great a thing fhould make 
A greater pack. The round world ihould have fhook 
Lions into civil ftreets, and citizens 
Into their dens— —-The death oi Antony 
Is not a fingle doom, in that name lay 
A moiety of the world, 

4><f. He is dead, C*far 9 

N* 
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Not by a publick minifter of juftice, 

Nor by a hired knife ; but that fetf-hand, 

Which writ his honour in the ads it did, 

Hath with (he courage, which the heart did lend it, 

Splitted the heart. This is his fword, 

I robb'd his wound of it : behold it ftain'd 

With his moft noble blood/ 

Qef. Look you. fad, -friends:-—*-- 
The Gods rebuke me, but it is a tiding 
To wafli the eyes of Kings ! 

Jgr. And ftrange it is, 
That nature muft compel us to lament • 
Our moil perfifted deeds. 

• Me$. His taints and honours 
Weigh'd equal in him. 

Agt. A rarer fpirit never 
Pid fteer humanity •, but you Gods will give ur 
Some faults to make us men. Cefar is touch'd. 

Mec. When fuch a fpacious mirror'siet before him, 
He needs muft fee himfelf. 

C*f. O Antony! 
I'vefoUow'd thee to this— but we do lance 
Difeafes'in our bodies. I muft perforce 
Have (hewn to thee fuch a declining day, 
Or look on thine; we could not flail together 
In the whole world. But yet let me. lament 
With tears as fovereign as the blood of hearts, 
That thou my brother, my competitor 
In top of all defign, my mate in Empire, 
Friend and companion in the front of war, 
*The arm of rhine own body, and the heart 
Where mine its thoughts did kindle *, that our ftars, 
Unreconcileable, fliould have divided 
Our equalnefs to this. Hear me, . good friends, 
But I will tell you at fome meeter feafbn.— ~ 
The bulinefs of this man looks out of him, 
We'll hear him what he fays. Whence are you ? 

Ent* 
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Enter an Egyptian. 

J£gypt. A poor MgyptUm yetj the Queen my 
miftrefi. 
Confined in all fhe has, (her monument) 
Of thy intents defines inftrudtion % 
That flic preparedly may frame hcrfelf 
To th' way (he's fore'd to. 

Caff. Bid her have good heart $ . 
She loon (hall know of as, by fome of ours, 
How honourably and how kindly we 
Determine for her. For Cafar cannot live, 
To be ungentle. 

jEgypt. May the Gods preferve thee! [Exit* 

Car/. Q>me hither, Procukius ; go, and lay* 
We purpole her no fhame ; give her wh^t comforts 
The quality of her paflion fhall require 5 
Left in her greatnefs by fome mortal ftrokc. 
She do defeat us : for her life in Rome 
(a) Would be eternaling our triumph. Go, 
And with your fpecdieft bring us what ihe fays, 
And how you find her. 

Pro. Cefar y I (hall. [Exit Proculeiua 

Caf. G alius <> go you along •,*— where^ Dolabella, 
To fecond Procukius f [Exit Gallus; 

JU. Ddabella! 

Caf. Let him alone ; for I remember now, 
How he's employ'd t he fhall in time be ready. 
Go with me to my Tent, where you fhall fee 
How hardly I was drawn into this war \ 
How calm and gentle I proceeded (till 
In all my writings. Go with me, and fee 
What I din fhew in this* [Exeunt. 

[ [a) wuli be eternaling. Oxford Editor.— -Valg. *weuti 
ke eternal in] 

Vol. VII. P SCENE 
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S C EN E II. 

Changes 'to the Monument. 

Enter Cleopatra, ChaFnww* Iw, Mwdtafi* and 
Seleucus, above. 

Qeo.JLMY defolation does begin to make 

JVJL A better life ; 'tis paltry to be Ctfar * 
Not being Fortune, he's but Fortune's knave, 
A minifter of. her Will ; * and it is great 
To do that thing, that ends all other deeds j 
Whiqh fhackjes accidents, and bplts up change ; 
["Lulls wearied nature to a found repoiej 
(Which fleep5 r and nev^r pahte$,more the Dugg:) 
The beggar's riurfe, and'CM^- 



-* and it it great 



To do that thing, thai end* dU other duds* 
Which Jh'atkles, accidents., <a*d bafts tip change; . 
Which Jteefj, and ne/uex palates mare the Dun g: 
The beggar's nurfe, and *€aefar'j ] The- aflion of Suicide is 
here faid, to Jhackle accidents ; to Soljr up change ; to he the 
beggars nurfe, anu\<b&to?s. So far the deloribtioa is intelligible. 
But when it is fajd* thai, jtJUefts and nwer palatetmapAtbe Dung, 
«Ke find neitfcll fenfe nor propriety : which is Qficaioa'd by the 
lofs of a whole- line between the third and fourth/ and the corrupt 
reading of the laft word in v the fourth. We fhoulcP read the 
paffage thus, T 

"i" "h i ■ in **y u*a\if is greauy . . 

To. do\tha,t thing, thaA. ends Mil other iff is \ 
Which Jfcackles accidents, anf bolts up change \ 
[Lulls- wearied nature to a found report] . 
( Whichifieepst and never palates more ike DttOC :) 
The beggar's netr/f,. *fi4Q*fa'*.. 

Thai this, line in hooks was the fubjftajft*: of tfcafc Iftfo i)| evident 
from its making fenfe of all the red : which are to this effect, 
Jfe it great to do- that which frees mftem- all the. auiaents\ of 
humanity, lulls our ever wearied nature to repofe {{which name 
Jleeps, and has no more appetite for worldly enjoyments,) and is 
equally the nurfe of Caefar and the beggar. 

Enter 
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knter Proculcius. 

Pro. Ctfiar fends Greeting to the Quten of M$ypt % 
And bids t(SW ftudy on what fair demands 
Thai meaa'ft to have Wm grant thee* 

Cleo. What's thy name? 

Pro. My name is Proculeh*. 

Qkor jtntofy 
Did tell me of you, badd me trttfk you„ totf 
1 ek>ndt greatly Gtrt to be deceiv'd, 
Jiia* have J» ufe ftr fraftkig. If yetfr'mdftej 
Would have a Queen hi»Bfcg$uv yotf rtwft tell hirrt^ 
That Majefty, to kfc&p Jtifrtin*} maflr . 
No lefi bdg tha» a Kiiogdcmvr if he plfeafe 
To give me conquer'd Mgjpi.foit* toy Sow % .; 

He gives me ft much of mine otri^ as I 
Will kneel to him with thanks. - 

Pro. Je -erf go^d' cheer: 
You're fal'i* intaa prided* ha*d, fear ROjthil!$» v* 
Make yc&MKi'vc^md}** .Ay lditi* 
Who is fo full of grace, thai k flewrovelr 
On all that need* Let mtf report to him 
Youi* ftregl dependency # - and you flwUfini 
A Conqu'ror * that will fray irt aid for imdntfs, 
Where he for grace is kntePd to, •-...: . 

Gk& «Pra? yo», tfcU htm* 
I am his fortune's vaflal, 3 and I fend him 
The Greatneis he has goL I hourly learn.- .- ^ 
A cta&rite of obedience* and would gladly 
Lodkhirfi rth' fece. - 3 < ? 

Pro* This Fll reporti dear lady, "/ f 

2 ■ /£*/ will pray in aid/*r kindnefsA Praying in aid 

is a law term, u fed* for a petition niade in a CotVl of juftiee for 
the caittag in of help from' another that hath an iWenfr At .eh* 
caufein qneltton; Gxf of it Editor. . •.„.,» 

$ — .. n-r .. •« ■ «W Tfixi tiim 
7b*Qrt*rnefs bt bar got.* "" ^ ] /. *, I have nothing ttr fendh 
kirn, alluding to the prcfents fent by vaflali to their lords. 

P 2 Have 
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Have comfort, for, I know, your plight is pity'd 
Of him that caus'ti it. 

[Here Gallus, and Guard* afcend the Monument by 
a Ladder* and enter at a back Window. 
Gall. You fee, how eafily (he may be furpriz'd. 
Pro. Guard her, •till Cafaf come. 
Iras. O Royal Queen ! 

Char. Oh Cleopatra! thou art taken, Queen.— — 
Qeo. Quick, quick, good hands. 

[Drawing a Dagger. 
\the Monument is opetfd 9 Proculeios rujbes in, 
and difarms the S&een. 
Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold: 
Do not your felf fuch wrong, «■ who are in this 
Bereav'd, but not betray'd. 
Cleo. What, of death too, that rids our dogs of 

languifh ? 
Pro. Do not abufe my matter's bounty, by 
Th* undoing of your felf: let the world fee 
His Noblenefi well a&ed, which your death 
Will never let come forth.. 

Qeo. Where art thou, Death? 
Come hither, come: oh come, and take a Queen 
Worth many babes and begg&rs. 
Pro. Oh, temperance, lady ! 
Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, P1I not drink, Sir: 



-fivho are in this 



Relieved, but not betray'd.] As plaufible as this reading 
is, it is corrupt. Had Shake/pear ufed the word relienid, h* 
would have added, and not betray'd. But that he ufed another 
word the reply (hews, What* of death too : which will not agree 
with relieved \ but will direct us to the genuine word, which is, 
Bbreav'd, hut not betray* d. 

i. e. hereon? d of death, or of the means of deflroying your felf, 
but not betrafd to your deftru&ion. By the particle too, in her 
reply, flie alludes to her being before bereaved of Antony. And 
thus his fpeech becomes correct, and her reply pertinent. 

if 
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1 If idle time will once be neceflary, 

Til not flecp neither. This mortal houfe I'll ruin. 

Do Cefar what he can. Know, Sir, that I 

Will not wait pinion v d at your matter's Court, 

Nor once be chaftis'd with the fober eye 

Of dull OStavia. Shall they hoift me up, 

And (hew me to the (houting varlotry 

Of cens'ring Rotnet rather a ditch in jEgypt 

Be gentle Grave unto me ! rather on Nilus* mud 

Lay me ftark nak'd, and let the water-flies 

Blow me into abhorring ! rather make 

My Country's high Pyramides my gibbet, 

And hang me up in chains ! 

Pro. You do extend 
Thefe thoughts of horror further than you (hall 
Find caufe in Cefar. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Dolabclla. 

Doh Procultius. 
What thou haft done thy matter Cet/ar knows, 
And he hath fent for thee : as for the Queen, 
I'll take her to my guard. 

Pro. So, Bolaklloy 
It (hall content me beft ; be gentle to her ; 
To C*far I will fpeak what you (hall pleafe, 
If you'll employ me to him. 

Qta.Say, I would die. [Exit Proculeiusi 

Dot. Moft noble Emprefi, you have heard of me* 

Cleo. I onnot tell. 

Vol. Affuredly, you know me. 

5 If idle t alk 'will one t be nectjfary^ This noafenO (hould 
k reibrmM tlfts, 

If idle TlMB *will once be ntceffary. 
»• *i if rtfofe be ncceffitry to chcrifh life, I wiH not flecp., 

p 3 cu** 
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Cleo. No matter, Sir,' what J have htffd flf known ; • 
You laugh, when bpys /or WQ^en tell tiftir dmro * 
Is't not your tripk ? 

Dol I wderftand nor, Madam* 

Qeo. I dreamt, there w« an Emptor Jntngt 
Oh fuch another deep, thtf I might fee 
But fuch another pan ! , 

Dol If it might pleafe ye^-f-r^ 

Cleo, Hfc fee* was as the hcav'ns * and therein (hick 
A Sun and Moon, which kept their coyrfe* apd 

lighted 
The little 6 QqW Earth, 

Dol. Moft fovereign crea^re !fi-rr-T—f 

Cleo. His legs bedrid the ocean, his ?&r?d arffi 
Crefted th* WPrW ; his vofc& was propertied 
As all the tuned Spheres, when th^t to friend* : 
But when he meant to quail, and (hake the Orb, 
He was as ratljng thijnder t For his bounty, 
There was no winter in't : An (a) Autumn 'twas, 
That grew the more by reaping, fiis delights 
Were dolphin-like, they fhew'd his back above 
The element they liv'd in -, in his livery 
Walk'd Crowns and Coronets, realms and iflands ^pre 
As plates dropt from his pocket. 

Dol. Cleopatra—- 

Qeo. Think you, there was, pr might be, fqch a 
man 
As this I dreams of? 

Dpi Gentle Madam, no. • - 

•Cleo. Yqu He, up to the hearing of the Gpds j 
But if there be, or ever were one luch, 
It's pad the fize of dreaming : Nature want3 fluff 

6 A round rcflorcd by Mr. Theobald. 

[ («) Autumn. Mr. TbeobaU. Vulg. JMtoty.] 

To 
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To vye ftrange forms with Fancy, 7 yet t'imagin* 
An Antony % were Nature's Prize 'gainft Fancy, 
Condemning fhadows quite. 

D&L Hear me, g&od Madam : 
Your lofs is as your fejf, great ; and you bear it, 
As anfw'ring to the weight : 'would, I might nev^r 
O'er-take purfu'd fuccete, but I do feel, 
By the rebound of yours, a grief that fhoots 
My very heart at root. 

Cleo. I thank you, Sir. 
Know you, what C<efar means to do with me ? 

Dol. I'm loth to tell you, what I would you knew. 

Cleo. Nay, pray you, Sir. 

Dol. Though he be honourable — «■ 

Geo. He'll lead me in triumph ? 

Dol. Madam, he will, I know'c. 

All. Make way there; — Cefar. 



7 " ' ■ > y et f imagine 

An Antony were Nature 1 s pibce *gainft Fancy, 
Condemning Jbadows quite.] This is a fine fentiment ; but by 
the falfe reading and pointing become unintelligible. Though 
when fet right, obfeare enough to deferve a comment. Shakejptdr 
wrote, 

yet t* imagine 
An Antony, were Nature's FRiai 'gain ft Fancy , 
Condemning Jhadows quite. 
The fenfe of which is this, Nature, in general, has not materials 
enough tofurni/b out real forms, for every model that the bound left 
fewer of the imagination can sketch out: [Nature wants matter to 
vye ftrange forms with Fancy] But the? this he true in genera^ 
that nature is more poor, narrow, and confined than fancy, yet h 
mufi he owned, that when nature frtfents an Antony to us, Jha 
thin gets the hetter of fancy, and makes e*vm the imagination. 
appear poor and narrow : Or, in oar author's phf&fe* [condemns 
Jbadows quite.] The word pri %*, which I have reftored, is very 
pretty, as figuring a contention between nature and imagination 
about the larger extent of their powers » and nature gaining the 
FRlgs by producing Antony. 



P 4 SCENE 
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S C E N E IV. 

Enter Gaefar, G alius, Mecaenas, Proqtkius, and 
Attendants. 

Caf. Which is the Qtjeen of Mgypt ? 
DoL It is the Emperor, Madam. [Geo. kneels n 
Caf. Arife, you mall not kneel : 
I pray you, rife, rife, jEgypt. 

Cleo. Sir, the Gods 
Will have it thus ; my matter and my lord 
I muft obey. 

Caf. Take to you no hard thoughts: 
The record of what injuries you did us, 
Though written in our flefh, we fhall remember 
As things but doni by chance. 

Cleo. Sole Sir o'th* world, 
* I cannot pro&er mine own caufe Co well 
To make it clear, but do confefs, I have 
Been laden with like frailties, which before 
flave often ftiam'd our Sex. 

C*J. Cleopatra* know, 
We will extenuate rather than inforce : 
If you apply your felf to our intents, 
(Which tow'rds you are moft gentle) you (hall find[ 
A benefit in this Change ; but if you feek 
To lay on me a cruelty, by taking 
AnHnfs courfe, you fhall bereave your fetf 
Of my good pqrpofes, and put your children^ 
To that deftru&ion which I'll guard them from* 
If thereon you relie. Pll take my leave. — 

8 1 cannot project mine won caufe fo nvtif] ProjeS fignifies to 
iwent a caufc, not to plead it ; which is the fenic here required. 
It is plain then we fliould read, 

I cannot Procter my o*wn caufe fo will. 
The technical term, to plead by an advocate. 
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Cko. And may, through all the world : 'tis yours; 
and we, 
Your fcutcheons, and your figns of Conqueft, (hall 
Hang in what place you pleafe. Here, my good lord. 

C*f. You dull advife me in all for Cleopatra. 

Cko. This is the brief of mony, plate, and jewels 
I am pofleft of — 'tis exa&ly valued. 
Not petty things omitted— where's Sekucus ? 

Set. Here, Madam. 

Cko. This is my trcafurer, let him fpeak, my lord, 
Upon his peril, that I have refcrv'd 
To my felf nothing. Speak the truth, Sekucus. 

Sel. Madam, I had rather leal my lips, 
Than to my peril fpeak that which is not. 

Cko. What have I kept back? 

Sel. Enough to purchafe what you have made 
known. 

Caf. Nay, blufli not, Ckopatra $ I approve 
Your wifdom in the deed* 

Cko. See, Ceefiarl Oh, behold, 
How Pomp is followed : mine will now be yours, 
And, Ihould we lhift eftates, yours would be mine. 
Th* ingratitude of this Sekucus do's 
Ev*n make me wild. Oh (lave, of no more Truft 
Than love that's hirM— What, goeft thou back ? thou 

(halt 
Go back, I warrant thee : but I'll catch thine eyes, 
Though they had wings. Slave, foul-lefs villain, dog! 
O rarely bale! 

Off. Good Queen, ltt us intreat you. 

Cko. O Cafar^ what a wounding (hame is this, 
That thou, vouchfafing here to vifit me, 
Doing the honour of thy lordlinefs 
To one fo weak, that mine own (ervant (hould 
Parcel the fum of my difgraces by 
Addition of his envy ! Say, good Qefar, 
That I lome lady-trifles have refcrv'd, 

Im* 
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loimotnent toys, things of fiich Dignity 

As we greet modern friends withal ; and iky, 

Some nobler token I have kept apart 

For Livta and Odavia* to induce 

Their mediation* muft 1 be enfolded 

By one that I have bred ? the Gods !— it fmkes me 

Beneath the Fall I have. JrYythee, go hence i— 

Or I (hall ihew the cinders of my fpirits 

* Through th 9 afhes of my chance : wert thou a man, 

Thai would'ft have mercy on me. 

Caf. Forbear, Sdeucus. 

Cko. ' Be't known, that we, die Greateft, are m>£- 
thought 
For things that others do. And when we fall 
We anfwer. Others' merits, in our names 
Are therefore to be pitied. 

Cetf. 

9 Through th % afhesof my chance:] Or fortune. Alluding to an 
imperial edifice burnt down and reduced to afhes. So that the 
meaning is, Begone, or I Hull exert that royal iflirit which I had 
in my prosperity, infpite of theimbecillity of rAy preient weak 
condition. This taught the Oxford Editor to alter it to mifebauee. 

i Be't known, that we the Greateft are mifthougbt 
For things that others do i and when woe fall, 
We anfwer others' merits, in our names 
Are therefore to he pitied.] This falfe pointing has rendered 
the fentiment, which was not very eafy at Deft, altogether unin- 
telligible. The lines fhould be pointed thus, 

Be*t known, that we, the Greateft, are mifthought 
For things that others do. And when we fall 
We anfwer. Others* merits, in our names 
Are thereforf to he pitied. 
i. e. We monarchs, while i* power, are aecufed and blamed for 
the mi/carriages of our minifters ; and when any misfortune hath 
fuhjetled us to the power of our enemies, we are Jure to he punt/bod 
for thofe faults. As this is the cafe, it is hut reafonahle that we 
jhould ha<oe the merit ef our minifters* good mSions, me well as 
bear the blame of their had. But (he Jbfteni the word merit Into 
pity. The reafon of her making the reflexion was this : Her for* 
iner conduct was liable to much cenfure from 08a<oius, which 
(he would hereby artfully icfinuate was owing to her evil mini* 

Am, 
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C*f. Cleopatra, 
Not what you have refcrvM, nor what acknowledge, 
Pat Wt iW ppU of Coaqueft* ftai be't youw j 
Beftow it at your pfeafure, and b*lkve* 
Ceefor's no merchant *> make prize with you 
Of things that merchants (old. Therefore, be chart! : 
Make not yair thoughts your prifons * no, dear 

Queen, 
For we intend fo to difpofc you, as 
Your felf fhall give us counfel : feed, and fleepi 
Our care and pity is lb much upon yov, 
That we remain your friend ; and Jo, adieu* 

CkPf My mailer, and my lord ! 

C45/I Not fo ;***dieu, [ExeuxtCzfct and his tram. 

SCENE V. 

CUo, He w&d* me, GirJi, he word* roe, 
That 1 ffowld not be noble to my felf. 
But hark the?, Ghmmw. [Wbifpm Charmwuu 

ihw. Finifti, good lady, the bright day is dons, 
And we are for the dark. 

Cfa. Hwthffe^gain. 



f 1 1 %n 



Pvq fpokf already, and it is provided » 
Go put it to the hafte. 
Char. Madam, I wiH. [Exit Charm* 

' Enter Dolabefla. 

Dol. Where 19 the Queen ? 

flera. And at her prefent condu&. in concealing her treajam, 
appeared to be her own aft, flie being deteftcd by her miniftv j 
(he begs, that as (he now anfwers for her former miaiftff '* xmfcar- 
riages, fo her prefent minifier's merit in this difcovcry, migh; 
likewife be placed to her acconnt : Which fhe thinks bat reafon- 
able. The Oxford Editor is here again at his old work of altering 
what he did not underftand, and fo transforms thepafiage thm, 

We pander otters* merit* with ojtr names % 
&V& therefore to it fitted. 

Char % 
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Char. Behold, Sir. | 

. Cleo. Dolabella. 

Dot. Madam, as thereto fworn, by your Command, 
Which my lov< makes religion to obey, 
I tell you this : Gr/rr through Syria \ 

Intends his journey, and, within three days, 
You with your children will he fend before; 
Make your beft ufe of this. I have perform'd 
Your pleafure and my promifc. j 

Cleo. Dolabella, 
I (hall remain your debtor. 

Dot. I your fcrvant. 
Adieu, good Queen \ I muft attend on Cafar. [Exit. 

Cleo. Farewel, and thanks. Now, Iras, what 
think'ft thou? 
Thou, an /Egyptian puppet, (halt be (hewn 
In Rome as well as I : mechanick (laves 
With greafie aprons, rules, and hammers, (half 
Uplift us to the view. In their thick breaths, 
Rank of grofe diet, fhall we be enclouded, 
And forc'd to drink their vapour. 

Iras. The Gods forbid ! 

Cleo. Nay, *tis moft certain, Iras : faucy liters 
Will catch at us like ftrumpets, and fcallM rhimers 
Ballad us out-o'-tune. The quick Comedians 
* Extemp'rally will ftage us, and prefent 
Our Alexandrian revels : Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I (hall fee 
Some fquealf ing Cleopatra boy my Greatncfe. 
Pth f pofture of a whore. 

has. O the good Gods ! 

Cleo. Nay, that's certain. 

Iras. I'll never fee it; for, I'm lure, my nails 
Are ftronger than mine eyes. 

Cleo. Why, that's the way 
To fool their preparation, and to conquer 
Their moft ablurd intents. Now^ Cbarmian% 

Enter 
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Enter Charaiian. 

Shew me, my wonften, like a Queen : go fetch 
My beft attires. I am again for Cydnus y 
To meet Mark Antony. Sirrah Iras, go — - 
Now, noble Cbartnian, we'll difpatch indeed ; 
And when thou'ftdone thitf chare, I'll give thee leave 
To play till dooms-day — bring our Crown, and all. 

[A noife within. 
Wherefore this noife ? 

Enter a Guard/man. 

Guard/. Here is a rural fellow, 
That will not be deny'd your Highnefe* prefence ; 
He brings you figs. 

Cleo. Let him come in. How poor an instrument 

[Exit Guard/man. 
May do a noble deed ! — he brings me liberty. 
My reflation's plac'd, and I Jiave nothing 
Of woman in me 5 now from head to foot 
I'm marble conftant : * now the fleeting moon 
No planet is of mine/ 

Enter Guardfman and Clown with a basket. 

Guard/. This is the man. 

Cleo. Avoid and leave him. [Exit Guardfman. 

Haft thou the pretty worm of Nilus there, 
That kills and pains not ? 

Clown. * Truly, I have him : but I would not be 
c the party fhould defire you to touch him, for his 
' biting is immortal : thofe, that do die of it, do feldom 
* or never recover. 

Cleo. Remember*ft thou any that have dy'd on't ? 

Clown. c Very many, men and women too* I heard 
« of one of them no longer than yefterday, a very ho- 



2 . ■ no*w the fleeting moon 

No planet is of mine.] Alluding to the Egyptian devotion 
paid to the moon under the name of (fit. 

«ncft 
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« neft woman, but inmtkiiig gtaeh to lie, as a woman 

* fhould not do, but in the way of honefty. How ihe 

* dytfof the biting <5f it, what pain fhe fe/tf trufy, 

* fhe makes a very good 1 report o'tfi' worm : * but he* 
4 that will believe half that they fay, ftall never be 
« laved by alt that they do ; hxt this is moft fallible, 

* the worm's ai> odd worm. 

Geo. Get thee hence, farewd 

Clown. c I wilh you all joy of the worm. 

Geo. Farewd. 

dawn. c You nmff ritfafe this, took you, that the 

* worm will do his kind* 

Clea. Ay„ay, farewd. 

£W». c Look ydu, the tirorm f$ not to b* trotted 
c but in the keeping of wife people * for, indeed, there 
€ is no gpodnels indie worm. 

C#*. take thou no care, it (hall be heeded* • 

Clown. € Very gdod : give it nothing* i pray you* 
f for it is ncft worth the feeding, 

Geo. Waiiteat.me?' 

Gown. * You muft net think, lam fo ficsple^ but 
4 I know, the devil himfelf will not eat a worfian: 
« I ktmtj that * itfomati is a dMfr fof tte Gfok, if , 
€ the devil drefs her not* But,)* truly, theft feme 
' whote-fof> devils do the Gods gpeat harm uv their 
' women! for, in every ten, that they make, the 
4 devik mar five. 
. Cleo. Well,, gpt thee gone* farpwet i 

Clown. 4 Yes, foffooth, I wilh you joy o 9 th? worm, i 

[&&, I 

g —Butbty that will believe all that they fay, JbaH never he 
jjaved by half that they do] Shake fpear % % Clowns arc always 
jokers, and cteal in- fly fatirc. It wplaSti* tfeisxftuft btfttuMhe 
teutimry way, and *U arid half change jflfceefc* 



SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

Geo. " Give me my Robe, put on my Crown j 
" I have 
" Immortal Longiogs in me. Now n& mors 
" The juice of ^^/'sgiwpelhallmoift thigiip^ * 
" Yare, yare, good /r<w ^ quick— medunks,J hear 
« ^ItaycaU* I fee him roufe himtfelf 
" To praife o*y nobfe aft. 1 hear hn» meek 
«* The lucfc of C#/#% which the Gods give men 
" T^excufe their after-wrath. Htashand, Iconic* , 
u Nowr tc^ttertwwne my courage piwemy tide J 
" I amdute* andiaii»;* my other dements 
cc I gjyftW l?*fer life* So " h a v e you done? 
" Come then, and fiake the laflb warmtft of my lips* 
a FareweJ* kiad.C^wiw • /rajy Jongferewel. 

" Have I the afpick in my lips ? doft fall i \to Iras. 
" If thou and nature can fo gently part, 
« c The ftroke of de*th is as aloyfert pinch, 
" Which hurts, and-.w.defir'd. . Doft thou lyef ftHP? 
u If thus thou vanifeeft* thai* telKft t&e world, ■ 
" Ifc U oot nwrtfotawe taking. Tlras dies. 

Char. Diflblve, thick Cloud,an<± rain, that I may fey, 
ThcGod3 thf*felyesd^w«ep. - 

®eo\ TW*.pro*res me fade — »*> _ • * 

If (he firft meet the curled Antony, 
He'll *©afce demand of heiv s»d i^ond that ki6^ 
Which is my heav'n to have. u Come, mortal 

• " ^w«hi , ■' ' 

" With thy (harp teeth 4 this knonnerinficatte 

[Totbtfeffent. 
€C Of life at once unties pooc venomous fool, 1 

^ ■ ■ ■ ■ ) hirkkot intrinficate] The expreffion is fine ; it fignf- 
fies a hidden, fecret [intrinfecus] knot, as that which tiea foal and 
tafytogether. 

"Be 



Digitized by CjOOQLC 



214 AtfTONY and Cleopatra. 

« Be angry, and difpatch. Oh, could'ft thou fpeak, 
That I might hear thee call great Cafar afs, 
Unpolicied! 

Char. Oeafternftar! 

Cko. 4 Peace, peace ! 

* Doft thou not fee my baby at my breaft, 

• That fucks the nurfe afleep ? 
Char. O break! O break? 

Cko. As fweet as balm, as foft as air,, as gentle, 
O Antotyl—— Nay, I will take thee too. 

[dppfytqg another Afp to her Arm. 
What fbould I ftay — - [Dies. 

Char. In this wild world ? fo fare thee well : 
Now, boaft thee, Death, in thy pofleffion lies 

A lafe unparalleled Downy windows, clofc; 

And golden Pbcsbus never be beheld 

Of eyes again fo royal ! your Crown's awry; 

1*11 mend it, and then play— » 

Enter the Guards ruflAng in. 

i Guard. Where's the Queen ; < 
Char. Speak foftly, wake her not. 
x Guard. Gefdr hath fent— - 

[Charmian applies the Afp. 
Char. Too flow a mefienger. 
Oh, come apace, difpatch, I partly feel thee, 
i Guard. Approach, ho! all's not well. Ofar's 

beguird. , 
2 Guard. There's Dolabella fent from C*far% call 

him. < 

I Guard. What work is here, Charmian? is this 

well done? 
Char. It is well done, and fitting for a Princefe 
Defcended of fo many royal Kings. 
Ah, foldiers!— — [Charmian diet. 

Enter 
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Enter Dolabdla. 

Dol. How goes.it here? 

2 Guard. All dead ! 

Dol. C*far f thy thoughts 
Touch their effefts in this; thy felf art coming 
To fee performed the dreaded ad, wljich thou 
So fought'ft to hinder. 

Enter Gefar and Attendants. 

M. Make way there, make way for Cafar. 

Dol. Oh, Sir, you are too fure an augurer* 
That, you did tear, is done. 

Gf/ Braveftatlaft: 
She leveled at our purpofe, and, being royal, 
Took her own way. The manner of their deaths?— 
1 do not fee them bleed* 

Dol. Who was laft with them ? 

1 Guard. A fimple countryman, that brought her 
figs: 
This was his basket. 

ObJ. Poifon'd then! 

xGent, Oh Cafar! 
This Cbarmian liv'd but now, (he flood and fpake: 
I found her trimming up the diadem 
On her dead miftrefs j tremblingly (he flood. 
And on the fudden dropt. 

C*f. Oh noble weakness! 
If they had fwallowM poifon, 'twould appear 
By external fwelling; but flic looks like fleep> 
As (he would catch another Antony 
In her ftrong toil of grace. 

Dol. Here, on her breaft, 
There is a vent of blood, andlbmething blown : 
The like is on her arm. 

1 Guard. This is an afpick's trail; 
And thefe fig-leaves have (lime upon them, fuch 
As th 9 afpick leaves upon the caves of Nik. 

Vol. VII. CL Cr/ 
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Caf. Moft probable* 
That fo (he dy'd ; for her phyfician tells m^ 
She has purfuM conclufions infihrte. 
Of eafy ways to die. Take up her bed, 
And bear her women from the monument : 
She (hall be buried by her Antony. 
No grave upon the< earth (hall clip in it, 
A pair fo famous. High events as thefe 
Strike thofe th^u make 1 fhetn \ and their ifory is 
No lefs in pity, than his glory, which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our army fhsjll, 
In folemn fliew, attend this funeral ; 
And then to Rome: come, Dolafolla> fee . 
High order in this great folemnity, [Exeunt Qmnei, 
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DRAMATIS PERSONM. 

IjCYMBELINE, King of Britaine- 
b Cloten, Son to the Queen by a former Husband, 

Leonatus Pofthumus, a Gentleman in love with the 
Princefs, and privately married to her. 

Guiderius, l Difguis'd under the names ^Paladour and 

Arviragus, J Cadwal, fuppofcd Sons to Belarius. 

Belarius, a banifttd Lord % difguifd under the name of 
Morgan. 

Philario, an Italian, Friend to Pofthumus. 

Iachimo, Friend to Philario. 

Caius Lucius, AmbaJ/ador from Rome. 

Pifanio, Servant to Pofthumus. 

A French Gentleman, Friend to Philario. 

Cornelius, a Doftor, Servant to the Queen. 

Two Gentlemen* 

• 
Queen, Wife to Cymbeline. 
Imogen, Daughter to Cymbeline by a former Queen. 
Helen, Woman to Imogen. 

Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, tribunes, Gbofis, a 
Sootbfayer, Captains, Soldiers, Mejfengers, and other 
Attendants. 



SCENE, fometimes is Britainej fometimes 
in Italy. 
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ACT I. .SCENE I. 

Cymbeline's Palace in Britaine. - 
Enter two Gentlemen. 

i Gentleman. 

O U do not meet a man, but frowns r 

Our brows 
No more obey the heavens than our . 

courtiers ; 
But fcem, as does the King's. 
2 Gent. But what's the matter ? 

i Gent. 

I Ton do not meet a man, but frowns: our bloods 
No more obey the heavens than- our Courtiers i 
But feem, as does the Jf/ffff's.] The thought is this, wean 
not now (as we were wont) influenced by the weather but by the 
King's looks. We no more obey the heavens [the sky] than our 
Courtiers obey the heavens [God] By which it appears, that the 
reading — our bloods is wrong. For tho' the blood may be affected 
with the weather, yet that affection is difcovered not by change 
of colour, but by change of countenance* And it is the outward 
not the inward change that is here talked of, as appears from 
the y/oxd/eem. We fhould read therefore, 




BIOW8 

Xo snore obey the heavens See. 



Whkh 
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f 1 Gfltf. His daughter, and the heir of 9 s Kingdom, 
f (whom 

jHc purposM to his wife's fole lbn, a widow 
iThat kte he married) hath referrM herfelf 
jUmo a poor, but worthy, gentleman. 
|She's wedded ; 

Her husband banifhM ; fhe imprifon'd : All 
Is outward forrow, though, I chink, the King 
Be touch'd at very heart. 

i Vent. Nonq biu the King ? . 
T^ent. tec," that hath loft Kcr, too: fo is the 

Queen, . 

That moil defir'd the match. But not a courtier, 
(Although they wear their faces to .the bent 
Of tie King's Itokj but hath a htirt that is 
Glad at the thing they fcoul at. 
zGent. And Why To f 

1 Gent. He that hath mifs'd the Princefs, is a thing 
Too bad for bad ftfoft* dnd> he that hath her, 
(I mean that marry *d her, alack, good man! 
And therefore bagiJhVO is a cre*6Jref fuch, 
As, to Jeek. through the regions of the -earth 
Ft* icme Ibis lift*, tHfert would be fowling failing 
In him that ihould compare. J. do not think, 
Sbfair an ootwafd/ ahd fuch ftuflf within 
Endows a man but him. f 

Which is evident from tfte freezing wbida, 

.\.. i 'd I *** *° 90i mttt a man to* frowns. 

And from the following, 

■ ■ > >B*t #>/ A Cdurtrer, 

- . \ .-' JhhJ they ***** their facte n the bent 

< Of rif JStyV look, for hath * heart thai Is 

tfkeO*fird Eiito* improves upon this emendation, and reads, 

• - . 7 • 1 D U r fo'oks 

" Hf'o more Tfhiy the heart e<v % n than our courtiers % 
jfeut W venturing too far, at a Second emendation* tote ftriptit 
•I all ' thought and fentimen*. 
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2 Gent. % Youfpeak him far. 

i (fewk x I don** extend him, Sir: Within himfelf 
Crufh him together, rather than unfold 
His meafmre fully. 

2 Gent. What's his name and birth ? 

i Gem. I cannot delve him to the root: his father 
Was called Ski&us 9 who did join his honour 
Againft the Remans, with Cejfihehm ; 
But had his titles by 1tena$Uius 9 whom 
He fenr'd with glory and admir'd fuccels ; 
So gain'd the fur-addition, Leonotus: 
And had, bcfidcs this gentleman in qtieftion, 
Two other fons ; who, irt the wars o* th* time, 
Dy'd with their (Words in hand : for which, their 

father, » • 

(Then old and fond of iflue) took fuch fiirrow, 
That he quit Being; and his gentle lady, 
Big of this gentlemarv our thtam, deceased, 
As he was. horn. The. Knag, he tak*4 the babe 
To his prote&ion, calls him Pcftbumtu, 
Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber : 

z Yon /peak him hx.] i. i. largely in his praife. Shake/pear 
with hk common licence, only ufes the length for the breadth. 

3 /DdiZTiND him, Sir, within him/elf; ' 

Crujh bin together, . ■ ] Thus the lace-Editor, Mr. 7W 
bald t has given the paflage, and explained it in this manner ; 
/ extend him within the lijis and compafi of his merit : Which if 
juft as proper as to fay, I go out 'within doors. To extend* thing 
within if fell is the moft infufferabfe nonfenfe: becaufe the very 
etymology of the word lhews, that it ngnifies the drawing out 
any thing beyond its lifts and tompafs. Befidcfc, a common 
attention was fufficient to perceive that Shake/pear, in this (en- 
tence, nfed extend and crujh together, as the dire& oppofitcs to 
one another j which, in this Editor's fenfe, they are not ; but only, 
different degrees of the fame thing. We. fcould rend aocf point 
the paflage thus, 

/don't extend him, Sir: within him/elf 
Crujh him together 
i. *. I do not extend him; on the contrary I crufh him 
together*' 

Q^4 Putt 
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Puts to him all the Learning! that his time 
Could make him the receiver of, which he took 
As we do air, faft as 'twas mintttred. 
His fpring became a harveft: liv'd in Court . 
( Whifh rare it is to do,) moft prais'd, moft lov'd, 
A fample to the young'ft ; to th* more mature, 
A glafs that featur*d them ; and to the graver 
A child that guided dotards. To his miftrefe, 
(For whom he now is bani(h'd) her own price 
Proclaims, how (he efteem'd him and his virtue. 
By her election may be truly read, 
What kind of man he is. 

2 Gent. I honour him, evfn out of your report. 
But tell me, is (he fple child to the King? 

iGent. His only child. 
He had two fons, (if thi$ be worth your hearing 
Mark it *,) the eldcft of them at three years old* 
I* th' fwathing cloaths the other, from their nurfeiy 
Were ftol'n -, and to this hour, no gucis in knowledge 
Which way they went. 
z Gent. How long is this ago? 
i Gent. Some twenty years. 
2 Gent. That a King's children fhould be fo con* 
vey'd, 
So flackly guarded, and the fearch fo flow 
That could not trace them, ■ ■ 

4 i Gent. Howfoe'er Ws ftrange, 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at* 
Yet is it true, Sir. 

2 Gent. I cfo well believe you. 
i Gent. We muft forbear. Here comes the Gentle- 
man, 
The Queen, and Princefs. [Exeunt, 



SCENE 
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SCENE H. 

Enter the Queen, Pofthumus, Imogen, and attendants. 

Queen. No, be aflur'd, you (hall not find me, 
daughter, 
After the (lander of moft ftep-mothers, 
I'll-eyM unto you: You're my pris'ner, but 
Your goaler fhall deliver you the keys 
That lock up your reftraint. For you, Poftbumus, 
So foon as I can win th' offended King, 
I will be known your advocate : marry, yet^ 
The fire of rage is in him; and 'twere good, \ 

You lean'd unto his Sentence, with What patience 
Your wifdom may inform you. 

Poft. Pleafe your Highnefs, 
I will from hence to day, 

Queen. You know the peril : 
I'll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr'd affeftions ; though the King 
Hath charg'd, you (hould not fpeak together, [Exit. 

Imo. Diflembling courtefie! how fine this tyrant 
Can tickle, where (he wounds ! My deareft husband, 
I fomething fear my father's wrath, but nothing 
(Always referv'djny holy duty) what 
His rage can do on me v You mud be gone, 
And 1 (hall here abide the hourly (hot 
Of angry eyes : not comforted to live, 
But that there is this jewel in the world, 
That I may (ee again. 

Pojt. My Queen! myMiftrefi! 
O lady, weep no more, left I give caufe 
To be fufpe$ed of more tenderneft 
Than doth become a man. J will remain 
The loyairft husband, that did e'er plight troth j 
My refidence in Rome* at one Pbilario's % 
Wno to my father was a friend, to mt 

Knowa 
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Known bat by letter % thither write, my Queen, 
And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you fend, 
Though ink be made of gall. 

Re enter Queen. 

gtuem. Be brief, I pray you ; 
If the King come, I (hall incur I know not 
How much of his difbleafure— — yet 1'U move him 

To walk this way •, I never do him wrong, 
But he does buy my injuries : to be friends, 
Pays dear for my offences. {Exit* 

Pqfk. Should we be taking leave, 
As long a term as yet we have to live, 
The'tothaefii to depart would grow : — adieu! 

Imo. Nay, day a little—— 
Were you but riding forth to air your felf, . 
Such Parting were too petty. Look here, Love, 
This diamond was my mother's; take ij, heart, 
But keep it till you woo another wife, 
Whdft Imogen is dead. 
■' Pofi. How, how, another! 
You gentle Gods, give me but this I have, 
And fear up my embracements from a next 
With bonds of death. Remain, remain thou here, 

[Putting on the ring. 
While fenfe can keep thee on ! and Sweeteft, Faireft, 
As I my poor felf did exchange for you, 
To your io infinite loft ; fo, in our trifles 
I (till win of you. For my fake, wear this > 
It is a manacle of love, I'll place it 

[Putting a bracelet on htr arm; 
Upon this faireft prisoner. 

Imo. O, the Gods! 
When (hall we fee again ? 

SCENE 
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SCENE IIL 

Enter Cymbeline, and Lords. 

Ptf. Alack, Ac King ! - — — 

Cym. Thou bafeft Thing, avoid ; hence, from rnjr 
fight: 
If, after this Command, thou fraught the Court 
With thy unworthinefs, thou dy'ft. Away ! 
Thou'rt poifon to my blood. 

Poft. The Gods proted yoy, 
And blefs the good remainders of th6 Court ! 
I'm gone. [Exit. , 

Imo. There cannot &e & pinch in death 
More fharp than this' is. 

Cyrn 4 O difloyal thing, 
That (houkTft repair jny youth, thou heap'ft 
A yare age on me. 

M*. 1 befeech yot^ Sir, 
Harm not your felf with your Vexation ; 
Pm fenfelefs fef your wrath ; *a touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 

Cym. Paft grace? obedience? 

4 O diflojal thing, 

IboHJboulift repair my youth, thou heap* ft 
A Year's age en txt.) i he King lov'd his laughter, and wai 
much Vex'4 and disappointed at her having married againfl his 
confetti. But, furely, his forrew was not very extreme, if the 
effc&s of it oftily added one year to his age 5 we mud correct, 

A yare age on me. 
i. e. a fudden, precipitate, old age. For the word fignifie* toot 
only nitnbkj dextrous ** it « many times employ M in our author ; * 
but likewife, as SMNtfft* -expounds it, ferwidus, fromptus, prac* 
ccps, impatient. But the Oxford Editor amends it thus, 
■ Thon.beapeft many 
A year't age on me. 

c —a touch more rare] More ftrcng, forcible ; alluding to die 
fotfaeif Ightening. 

Imp. 
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Imo. Paft hope, and in defpair; that way, 
grace. 

Cym. Thou might'ft have had the fole (on of my 
Queen. 

Imo. O, bleft, .that I might not! I chofe an eagle, 
And did avoid a puttock. 

Cym. Thou took'ft a beggar ; would'ft have made 
my Throne 
A Seat for Bafenefi. 

Imo. No, I rather added 
A luftre to it. 

Cym. O thou vile one ! 

Imo. Sir, 
It is your fault, that I have lov'd Poftbumus : 
You bred him as my play-fellow * and he is 
A man, worth any woman \ over-buys me 
Almoft the fum he pays; 

Cym. What ! — art thou mad ? 

Imo. Almoft, Sir; heav'n reftore me! f wouM I 
were 
A neat-herd's daughter, and my Leonatus 
Our neighbour-fhepherd's fon ! 

Enter Queen. 

Cym. Thou foolifh Thing ;— — * 
They were agpin together, you have done 

{to the Shteen. 
Not after our Command. Away with her, 
And pen her up. 

Queen. Befeech you patience ; peace, 
% Dear lady daughter, peace. Sweet Sovereign, 
Leave us four felves, and make your fclf fomc comfort 
Out of your beft advice. 

Cym. Nay, let her languish 
A drop of blood a-day * and, being aged, 
Die of this folly. [£»/. 

Enter 
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Enter Pifanlo. 

£>ueen. Fie, yoa muft give way : 
Here is your fervant. How now, Sir? what news? 

Pif My lord your fon drew on my matter. 

Open. Hah! 
No harm, 1 truft, is done ? 

Pif. There might have been, 
But that my matter rather play'd, than fought, 
And had no help of anger: they were parted 
By gentlemen at hand. 

£$ueen. I'm very glad on*t. * 

Imo. YourTon'smy father's friend, he takes his'part. 
To draw upon an exile : O brave Sir ! <— 
I would they were in Afrkk both together, 
Myfelf by with a needle, that I might prick 
The goer-back. Why came you from your matter ? 

Pif. On his command % he would not fuffer me 
To bring him to the haven : left thefc notes 
Of what commands I fliould be fubjeft to, 
Whcn't pleas'd you to employ me. 

gfueetii This hath been 
Your faithful fervant: I dare lay mine honour, 
He will remain fo. 

Pif I humbly thank your Highncfi. 
§>ueen. Pray, walk a while. 
Imo. About fome half hour hence, pray you, (peak 
with me * 
You (hall, at leaft, gp lee my Lord aboard; 
From this time leave me. • [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Cloten, and two Lords. 

1 Lord. Sir, I would advifc you to (hift a lhirt % 
the violence of action hath made you reek as a facri- 
ficc. Where air comes out, air comes in: there?! 
none abroad fo wholfom as That you vent. 

CbU 
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Clot. If my fhirt were bloody, then to fliift it—- 
Have I hurt him ? 

2 Lord. No, faith: Not lb much as his patience. 

[4/ide. 

i Lord. Hurt him ? his body's a paflable carkafi, if 
he be not hurt. It is a thorough-fare for fteel, if ic 
be not hurt. 

% Lord. His ftcelwas in debt, it went o' th* back- 
fide the town. \AfiAi. 

Clot. The villain would not ftand me. 

tfLord. No, but he Aci\ forward M\, towards jour 
face. [4/ide, 

i Lord. Stand you? you have land enough of your 
own ; but he added to your Having, gave you feme 
ground. 

x Lord. As many inches as you have oceans, pup- 
pies! [Jlfiae. 

Clot. I would, they had not come between us. 

2 Lord. So would I, 'till you had meafur'd how 
long a fool you were upon the ground. [Afiii. 

Clot. And that fhe (hould love this fellow, and re- 
fufem$! 

2 Lord. If it be a fin to make a true cle&ion, fee** 
damn'd. • [4/ide. 

i Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and 
her brain go not together. * She's a good Shine, but 
I have feen fmall refledlion of her wit. 

2 Lord. She 0iines not upon foob, left tfic reflexion 
jfeould hurt her. * [^Sd*. 

dot. Come, Pll to my chamber: 'would, there 
had been fome hurt done ! 

2 Lord. I with not fo ; unlefs it had been the fall 
of an afs, which is no great hurt. [Afidt. 

: 6 Sbe'sagteJfign.'] If Jig* be the true reading, the poet meani 
by it eemflemtim t and by refieMien u meant influence. fiat I 
gather think, from the anfwer, that he wwieft**', So ip hk 
Venus and Adonis, 

As if, from thence* they berrvwei all their ihine. 

cut. 
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Clot. You'Hgo with us f 

i Lord. I'll attend your Lordfhip. 

Clot. Nay, come, let's go together- 

2 Lord. Well, my Lord. [B*m&> 

V C E N E V, 

Imogen^ Apartment. 

Enter Imogen, and Piranio. 

Imo. T Would, thou grew'ft unto the fkores o'th* ha- 

X ven f 
And que(lion\f ft every fail : if he fliould write. 
And 1 not have it, 7 'twere a paper loft 
As offered mercy is, What was the laft 
That he fpake with thee? 

Pif. 'Twas, His Queen, his Queen! 

Imo. Then wav'd his handkerchief? 

Pif. And kifs'd it, Madam. 

Imo. Senfelefs linnen, happier therein than I! 
And that was all ? 

Pi/. No, Madam ; 8 for fo long 
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. 'twere a paper loft 



As offered msec? is — -^-] i. e. Should one of his Utters 
mi/carry, the lofs would be as great as the offered mercy of heaven 
utgle£ted or rejeQed. But the Oxford Editor amends it thus, 
■ ■ 'twere a paper left, 

With'offer'f mercy in it. 
* ., „,„, i firfo long 

As he could make me with his eye 9 or ear, 
Difisnguijh him from others, — ] But how could PoJIhumme 
make himfelf diftingutfh'd by his ear to Pifaniof By his tongue 
he might, to the other's ear : and this was certainly Sbake/^ear^ 
intention. We mull therefore read, 

As he could make me with this eye 9 or ear, 
Diflinguijk him from others. 
The expreffion is «Thx]m«k,' as the Greeks term it : the party 
Ipeaking points. *o. the part fpoken of. 

As 
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As he could make me with this eye, or ear, 
Diftingutfh him from others, he did keep 
The deck, with glove or hat, or handkerchief, 
Still waving, as the fits and ftirs of '& mind 
Could beft cxprefs how flow his foul failed on, 
How fwift his (hip. 

Imo. Thou fhould'ft have made him 
• As little as a crow, or Ids, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Pi/. Madam, foldid. 

Imo. c I would have broke mine eye- firings * crackt 
'em, but 
c To look upon him ; 9 'till the diminution 

* OPs fpace had pointed him (harp as my needle* 

* Nay, follow *d him, till he had melted from 

* The fmallnefs of a gnat, to air ; and then 

* Have turn'd mine eye, and wept.— —But, good 

Pifanio, 
When fhall we hear from him ? 

Pi/ Be affurM, Madam, 
With his next vantage, 

Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
" Mod pretty things to fay : ere I could tell him, 
" How I would chink on him, at certain hours, 
" Such thoughts, and fuch \ or, I could make him 

fwear, 
" The She's of Italy fhould not betray 
" Mine intereft, and his honour \ or have charg f d him, 
"Ac the fixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight, 



Will tbt diminution 



Of space bad pointed hint /harp at my ntedle j] Bat the 
iacreafe of diftancc is the augmentation, not the diminution of 
/pact between the objeft and the beholder : which augmentation 
occafions the diminution of the objed. We fhould reaa therefore, 
- 'till the diminution 



Of'S 3PACI- 



i . e. of his fpace, or of that fpace which his body occupied; and 
this is the diminution of the objeft by the augmentation of fpace. 

"Tcnamm 
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«« TVncburtter me with Orifons -, (for then 

«* I am in heaven for him s) * or ere I could 

<( Give him that parting kifi, which I had fct 

€< Betwixt two charming words, * comes in. my Father * 

I ■■ or ere I could 

Give him the farting kifs, which I had fet 

Between two charming words.—] There is an inexpreffibfe 
prettinefs in the whole of this idea. The image is taken from a 
gem fee between two others of a different kind. But what were 
thefe two charming words, between which the kifs was fet ? This 
may be thought too nice an inquiry. If we coniider Shake/pear 
as having only the vague idea of two fond words in general, the 
douceurs, with which lovers are ufed to entertain one another, the 
whole force and beauty of the paflage will be loft. Without 
queftion by thefe two charming words me would be nnderitood 
to mean, 

Adieu, Posthumus. 
The one Religion made fo ; and the other, Ltrve* 
Z ■ comet in my father \ 

And j like the tyrannous breathing of the North, 

Shakes all our buds from cao wiNc] Had Imogen employed 
this image of the North windjhaking the tender buds, to expreft 
her father's rage at the difcovery of the maniage, it had been 
proper to have laid, 

Shakes all our buds from growing ; 
becaafe by bamming Poftbumus, he quite cut off the fruits of their 
loves and alliance, which were things of duration ; and in this 
cafe the buds of fruit-trees had been meant. But that was a thing 
patted, the difcovery had been made, and his banifhment de- 
nounced. She is here telling, how her father came in while 
Pofthumus was taking his lad Jaiewel of her ; and while they were 
going to interchange foine trader words to one another, which 
was a pleafure, had it not been interrupted, but of a fhort and 
momentary duration. In this cafe then it is plain, that not buds 
of fruit-trees, but buds of flowers are alluded to : and if fo, the 
prefent reading, which refers to buds of fruit-trees, it corrupt, 
and we mull conclude that Shakeffear wrote, 

Shakes all our buds from blowing. 
i. e. from opening, as full-blown flowers do. And I fuppofc 
that his tiling the word blowing here, was the reafon why in the 
foregoing line he fays, breathing of the North, inftcad of 
blowing of the North ; (tho* breathing be not very proper to ex* 
prefs . the rage and blufter of the North wind) the repetition of 
which word, as it had then been ufed in two different fenfes, 
would have had an all efeft. 

V*l. VII. R « And, 
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" And, like the tyrannous breathing of the North, 
" Shakes all our buds from blowing. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady. TheQjeen, Madam, 
Defires your Highnefs* company. 

Imo. Thofe things I bid you do, get them difpatch'd. 
I will attend the Queen. 

Pif. Madam, I fliall. [Exemt. 

S C E N E VI. 

Changes to Rome. 
Enter Philario, Iachimo, and a French man. 

Iacb.tyEYitvt it, Sir, I have feen him in Britaine\ 
jD he was then of a crefcent Note ; expedted to 
prove fo worthy, as fince he has been allowed the 
name of. But I could then have look'd on him, with- 
out the help of admiration ; though the catalogue of 
his endowments had been tabled by his fide, and I to 
perufe him by Items. 

Phil You fpeak of him when he was lels furnifh'd, 
than now he is, with That which makes him both 
without and within. 

French. I have feen him in France •, we had very 
many there, could behold the fun with as firm eyes as 

he. 

lack This matter of marrying his King's Daughter, 
(wherein he muft be weighed rather by her value, than 
his own) words him, I doubt not, a great deal from 
the matter. 
.' French. And then his banifhment 

lack* Ay, and the approbations of thofe, that weep 
this lamentable divorce under her colours, are wonder- 
fully to extend him j be it but to fortifie her Judg- 
ment, which elfe an eafie battery might lay flat, for 

taking 
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taking a beggar without more quality. But how 
comes it, he is to fojourn with you ? how creeps ac- 
quaintance ? 

Phil His father and I were foldiers together, to 
whom 1 have been often bound for no lefs than my 
life. 

Enter Pofthumus. 

Here comes the Briton. Let him be fo entertained 
amongft you, as fuits with Gentlemen of your know- 
ing, to a ftranger of his quality. I befeech you all, 
be better known to this Gentleman 5 whom I com- 
mend to you as a noble friend of mine. How worthy 
he is, I will leave to appear hereafter, rather than 
ftory him in his own hearing. 

French. Sir, we have been known together in Or- 
leans. 

Poft. Since when I have been debtor to you for 
courtefies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay 
Hill. 

French. Sir, you o'er- rate my poor kindnefi; I was 
glad I did atone my Countryman and you ; it had been 
pity, you fhould have been put together with fo mor- 
tal a purpofe, as then each bore, upon importance of 
lb flight and trivial a nature. 

Poft. By your pardon, Sir, I was then a young tra- 
veller ; rather fhun'd to go even with what I heard, 
than in my every aftion to be guided by others' expe- 
riences; but upon my mended judgment, (if I offend 
not to fay, it is mended,) my quarrel was not altoge- 
ther flight. 

French. Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement of 
fwords s and by iuch two, that would by all likeli- 
hood have confounded one the other, or have fain 
both. 

lach. Can we with manners ask, what was the dif- 
ference ? 

R 2 French. 
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Ifrtmb. Safely, I think •, 'twas a contention in pa- 
blidk, which may without contradiAion fuffer the re* 
port. It was much like an argument that fell out laft 
night, where each of us fell in praife of our Country 
miftreffes : This Gentleman at that time vouching, 
(and upon warrant of bloody affirmation,) his to be 
more fair, virtuous, wife, chaft, conftant, qualified, 
and lefs attemptable than any the rareft of our ladies 
in France. 

lack. That Lady is not now living; or this Gentle- 
man's opinion, by this, worn out. 

Poft. She holds her virtue ftill, and I my mind. 

lack. You muft not fo far prefer her, 'fore ours of 

Italy. 

Poft. Being fo far provok'd, as I was in France* I 
would abate her nothing ; tho* I profefs my fclf her 
adorer, not her friend. 

loch. As fair, and as good, a kind of hand-in-hand 
comparifon, had been fomething too fair and too good 
for any Lady in Britany. J If (he went before others 
I have feen, as that diamond of yours out-lufters many 
I have beheld, I could believe, (he excelled many ; 
but I have not feen the moft precious diamond that 
is, nor you the Lady. 

Poft. I prais'd her, as I rated her : fo do I my done. 

lack. What do you efteem it at ? 

Poft. More than the world enjoys. 

Iacb. Either your unparagon'd Miftrefs is dead, or 
fee's out-priz'd by a trifle. 

3 If Jbe went be fire others I have feen, as that diamond of 
yours out-lufters many I have beheld, 1 could nqt believe Jbt ex- 
celled many] What ? if fhe did really excel others, could he not be- 
lieve fhe did excel them ? Nonfenfe. We muft ftrike out the 
negative, and the fenfe will be this, I can eaftfy believe your 
miftrefs excels many, tbo* fhe be not the moft excellent ; juft as I fit 
that diamond of yours is of more value than many I have beheld^ 
$bo s Iknw there are other diamonds of much greater value. 

Pqfii 
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Pl0. You are miftaken; the one may be fold or 
given, if there were wealth enough for the purchafe, 
or merit for the gift. The other is not a thing for 
fale, and only the gift of the Gods. 
Iacb. Which the Gods have given you :— 
Poft. Which, by their graces, I will keep. 
Iacb. You may wear her in title yours -, but, you 
know, ftrange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. 
Tour ring may be ftoln too ; fo, of your brace of un- 
prizeable eftimations, the one is but frail and the other 
cafual. A cunning thief, or a that-way-accomplifh'd 
courtier, would hazard the winning both of firft and 
laft. 

Poft. Your Italy contains none fo accomplifh'd a 
Courtier 4 to convince the honour of my miftrefs ; if 
in the holding or lofs of that, you term her frail, 1 do 
nothing doubt, you have ftorc of thieves, notwith- 
ftanding I fear not my ring. 
Phil. Let us leave here, Gentlemen. 
Poft. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy Signior, 
I thank him, makes no ftranger of me j we are fami- 
liar at firft. 

Iacb. With five times lb much converfation, I fhould 
get ground of your fair Miftrefs ; make her go back, 
even to the yielding : had I admittance, and opportu- 
nity to friend. 

Poft. No, no. 

Iacb. I dare thereupon pawn the moiety of my 
eftate to your ring, which, in my opinion, o'er-values 
it fomething : but I make my* wager rather againft 
your confidence, than her reputation: And to bar your 
offence herein too, I durft attempt it againft any Lady 
in the world. 
Pqfi. You are a great deal abus'd in too bold a per- 

4 /* convince the honour of my tniflnfi\\ Co&vimct, for over* 
come. 

R $ fwafionj 

Digitized by CjO( 



*43 



24& C Y M BEL I N E. 

fwafion ; and, I doubt not, you'd fbftain what you**e 
worthy of, by your attempt. 

lack. What's That? 

Toft. A rcpulfc \ though your attempt, as you call 
it, deferves more \ a puniihment too. 

Phil. Gentlemen, enough of this ; it came in too 
fuddenly, let it die as it was born ; and i pray you, be 
better acquainted. 

lack. f Would, I had put my eftate and my neigh- 
bour's, on th* approbation of what 1 have fpoke. 

Poft. What Lady would you chufe to afiail ? 

lack Yours ; who in conftancy, you think, (lands 
fo fafe. I will lay you ten thoufand ducats to your ring, 
that, commend me to the Court where your Lady is, 
with no more advantage than the opportunity of a fc- 
cond conference, I will bring from thence that honour 
of hers, which you imagine fo referv'd. 

Poft. I will wage againft your gold, gold to it : $ ray 
ring I hold dear as my finger, 'tis part of it. 

Iach. You are afraid, and therein the wifer ; if you 
buy ladies* flcfh at a million a dram, you cannot pre- 
serve it from tainting. But, I fee, you have fome 
Religion in you, that you fear. . . 

Poft. This is but a cuftom in your tongue ; you 
bear a graver purpofe, I hope. 

Iach. I am the matter of my Speeches, and would 
undergo what's fpoken, I fwear. 

Poft. Will you? I (hall but lend my diarpond 'till 
your Return ; let there be covenants drawn between 
us. My Miftrefs exceeds in goodnefs the hugenefs of 
your unworthy thinking. I dare you to this match ; 
here's my ring. 

^ my ring I bold dear as my finger ; 'tis part of it. 

Iach. You are a Friend, and therein the nvi/er;] I correct it # 
Ton are afraid, and therein the ivifer* 
What lachimo fays, in the dofe of his fpeech, determines this 
to have been our Poet's reading. 

But, I fee, ym have fome Religion in you, that you four. 

Phil. 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



Cymbeline. 247 

Phil I will have it no Lay. 

Iacb. By the Gods it is one. * If I bring you fuf- 
fieient tcftimpny that I have enjoy'd the deareft bodily 
part of your miftrefs, my ten thoufand ducats are 
mine; lb is your diamond too. If I come off, and 
leave her in fuch honour as you have truft in, fhe 
your jewel, this your jewel, and my gold are yours; 
provided, I have your commendation, for my more 
free entertainment, 

Poji. I embrace thefe conditions ; let us have arti- 
cles betwixt us ; only, thus far you (hall anfwer ; if you 
make your voyage upon her, and give me diredtly to 
underftand you have prevailed, I am no further your 
enemy, (he is not worth our debate. If (he remain 
unfeduc'd, you not making it appear other wife; for 
your ill opinion, and th' afiaulr. you have made to her 
chaftity, you (hall anfwer me with your fword. 

Iacb. Your hand, a covenant ; we will have thefe 
things (ef down by lawful counfel, and ftraight away 
for BritaiMy left the bargain (hould catch cold, and 
ftarve, I will fetch my gold, and have our two wagers 
recorded. 

6 Iach. — If I bring you not fuffieient teftimony that I have 
enjoy* d the dear eft bodily part of your, miftrefs, my ten thoufand 
ducats are yours ; fo is your diamond too; if I come off 9 and' 
leave her in fuch honour as you have truft in, Jhe your jewel, this 
your jewel, and my gqfd are yours, £sfr. 

Poll. I embrace thefe conditions, &c] This was a wager be- 
tween the two fpeakers* Iachimo declares the conditions of it ; 
and Poft humus embraces them : as well he might ; for Iachimo 
mentions only that of the two conditions, which was favourable , 
to Pofthumus, namely, that if his wife preferved her honour he 
ihould win : concerning the other, (in cafe fhe preferved it not) 
Iachimo, the accurate expounder of the wager, is (ilent. To 
make him talk more in character, for we find him (harp enough 
in the profecution of his bet, we mould ft r ike out the negative, 
and read the reft thus, If I bring you fuffieient teftimony that I 
have enjofd, &c. my ten thoufand ducats are mine; fo is your 
diamond too,. If I come off, and leave her in fuch honour, Sec, Jhe 
your jewel, &c. and my gold are yours. 

R 4 P°A 
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Peft. Agreed. [Extuut Pofthumus a*d Uctiirao* 
Frensb. Will this hold, think yo»? 
PbiL Signior lacbim wiH not from it 
Pray, let us follow 'cm. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to CymbelineV Palace in Britaine. 

Enter Queen^ Ladies, and Cornelius with a VfcL 

Queen. \\T H I L E yet the dew's on ground, gather 

W thofe flowers : 
Make hafte.— — Who has the note of them ? 

i Lady. I, Madam. 

Queen. Difpatch. [Exeunt Ladles. 

Now, matter Do&or, you have brought thofe drugs ? 

Cor. Pleafeth your Highnefs, ay; here they are, 
Madam ; 
But I beleech your Grace, without offence, 
(My eonfcience bids me ask) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me thefe moft pois'nous compounds ? 
Which are the movers of a languifhing death ; 
But, though flow, deadly. 

Queen. I do wonder, Do&or, 
Thou ask*ft me fuch a queftion 5 have I not been 
Thy pupil long ? haft thou not learn'd me how 
To make perfumes ? diftil? preferve? yea, fo, 
That our great King himfelt doth woo me oft 
For my confections ? having thus far proceeded, 
(Unlets thou think'ft me dev'lifh,) is't not meet 
That I did amplifie my judgment in 
Other conclufions ? I will try the forces 
Of thefe thy compounds on fuch creatures as 
Wejcount not worth the hanging, (but none human *) 
To fry the vigour of them, and apply 
Allay ments to their adtj and by them gather 
f Their fev*ral virtues and eflfc&s. 

Cor. 
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Cor. YourHighnefs 
Shall from this prafti ce but make hard your heart? 
Befides, the feeing thefe efleds will be 
Both noyfome and infectious. 

Queen. O, content thee. 

Enter Pifanio. 

Here comes a fiatt'ring rafcal, upon him [4fide. 

Will I firft work 5 he's for his mailer's fake 
An enemy to my fon. How now, Pifanio? 
Do&or, your fervice for this time is epded j 
Take your own way. 

Car. I do fufpecfc you, Madam : [JfiJe. 

But you (hall do no harm. 

Queen. Hark thee, a word.— [To Pifanio. 

Cor. I do not like her. She doth think, (he has 
Strange ling'ring poifons ; I do know her lpirit, 
And will not truft one of her malice with 
A drug of fuch damnM nature. Thole, (he has, 
Will ftupifie and dull the fenfe a while \ 
Which firft, perchance, (he'll prove on cats and dogs, 
Then afterwards up higher ; but there is 
No danger in what {hew of death it makes, 
More than the locking up the fpirits a time, 
To be more frelh, reviving. She is fool'd 
With a mod falfe efieft ; and I the truer, 
So to be falfe with her. 

§>geen. No further fervice, Dofior, 
Until I fend for thee. 

Cor. I humbly take my leave. [Exit. 

Queen. Weeps (he ftill, (ay'ft thou? doft thou 
think, in time 
She will not quench, and let inftruftions enter 
Where folly now poflefies ? do thou work $ 
When thou (halt bring me word (he loves my (on, 
PU tell thee on the inftant, thou art then 
As great as is thy mafter* greater* for 

His 
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His fortunes all lye fpeechlefs, and his name 
Is at laft gafp. Return he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is : to fhift his being, 
Is to exchange one mifery with another ; 
And every day, that comes, comes to decay 
A day's work in him. What (halt thou cxped, 
To be depender on a thing that leans ? 
Who cannot be new built, and has no friends. 
So much as but to prop him ? — Thou tak'ft up 

[Pifanio looking on the Ftol 
Thou know' ft not what ; but take it for thy labour j 
It is a thing I make, which hath the King 
Five times redeemed from death ; I do not know 
What is more cordial. Nay, I pr'ythee, take it; 
It is an earned of a farther Good 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy miftrefs how 
The cafe (lands with her ; do't, as from thyfelf : 
Think, what a chance thou chanceft on ; but think;— 
Thou haft thy miftrels ftill : to boot, my fon ; 
Who (hall take notice of thee. 1*11 move the King 
To any (hape of thy preferment, fuch 
As thouMt defire ; and then myfelf, I chiefly, 
That fet thee on to this defert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. Call my women-— 

[Exit Pifcnio. 
Think on my words— —A fly and con ft ant knave, 
Not to be fhak'd ; the agent for his mafter ; 
And the remembrancer of her, to hold 
The hand faftto her Lord.— I've giv'n him That, 
Which, if he take, fhall quite unpeople her 
Of leidgers for her fweet ; and which fhe, after, 
Except fhe bend her humour, (hall be afiur'd 
To tafte of too. 

Enter Pifanio, and Ladies. 



So, fo; well done, well done; 

The violets, cowftips, and the prirarofes* 



Bear 
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Bear to my clofet ; fare thee well, Pifanio, 

Think on my words. [Exeunt Queen and Ladies. 

Pif. Andfhalldo: 
But when to my good Lord I prove untrue, 
Til choak myfelf ; there's all I'll do for you. [Exit. 

SCENE VIII. 
Changes to Imogen 9 s Apartments. 

Enter Imogen alone. 

A Father cruel, and a Stepdame falfe, 
A foolifli fuitor to a wedded lady, * 

That hath her husband banifh'd O, that husband! 

My fupream crown of grief, *and thofe repeated 

Vexations of it- -Had I been thief-ftoln, 

As my two brothers, happy ! * but moft miferable 
Is the defire, that's glorious. * Blefs'd be thofe, 
How mean foe'er, ' that have their honeft wills, 
Which feafons comfort. Who may this be? fie ! 

Enter 

8 and thofe repeated \ 

Vexations of it ■] Meaning the Queen and her fon: 

thefeare fet, in comparifon, with her husband, and make the fen- 
timent extremely fine. 
q ,, & U f m oft miferable 

Is the defire \ thai* s glorious.'] Her husband, (he (ays, proves 
her fuprerae grief. She had been happy had fhe been ftoln as her 
brothers were, but now (he is miferable, as all thofe are who have 
a fenfe of worth and honour fuperior to the vulgar, which occa- 
fions them infinite vexations from the envious and worthlefs part 
of mankind. Had (he not fo refined a tafte as to be content only 
with the fuperior merit of Poft humus, but could have taken up 
with Clot en, (he might have efcaped thefe perfections. This 
elegance of tafte, which always difcovers an excellence and chufes 
it, (he calls with great fublimity of expreffion, The defire tbafn 
glorious ; which the Oxford Editor not undemanding alters to, 
The degree that's glorious. 

I Blefs'd be thofe 

Hovy mean foe'er ; that have their honeft wills, 
Which feafons comfort.—] The laft words are equivocal : 
but the meaning is this, Who are beholden only to the feafons 

for 
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%Utir Pifanio, and lachimo. 

Pif. Madam, a noble Gentleman of Rome 
Comes from my Lord with letters. 

Jack. Change you, Madam? 
The worthy Leonatus is in fafety, 
And greets your Highnefe dearly, 

Imo. Thanks, good Sir, 
You're kindly welcome. 

Iaeb. AH of her, that is out of door, moft rich \ 
If (he befurnifh'd with a mind fo rare, \Jfide. 

She is alone ft? Arabian bird •, and I 
Have loft the wager. Boldnefs be my friend \ 
Arm me, Audacity, from head to foot : 
Or, like the Parman % I fhall flying fight, 
Rather direftly fly. 

Imogen reads. 

He is one of the noblefi note, to whofe kindnejjes lam 
moft infinite^ tyed. RefleS upon bim accordingly % as you 
value your truft. 

Leonatus, 
So far I read aloud : 
But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warm'd by th' reft, and takes it thankfully, > ■ ■ ■■- 
You are as welcome, worthy Sir, as I 
Have words to bid you* and (hall find it lb, 
In all that I can do, 

lack. Thanks, faireft Lady—— 
What! are men mad ? hath nature given them eyes 
To fee this vaulted arch, *and the rich cope 
Of fea and land, which can diftinguifh 'twtxt 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd ftones 

for their fupport and nouii foment; fo that, if thofe be kindly, 
fuch h^ve no mare to care for or defire. 
2 ' and the rich crop 

Of fea and land—'] He is here fpeaktng of the cowering of 
fea and land, Sha&ejfrear therefore wrote, 

*~~Jnd the rich cop* 

Upon 
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1 Upon th* humbPd beach ? and can we not 
Partition make with fpe&acles fo precious 
Twixc fair and foul. 

Imo. What makes your admiration ? 

loch. It cannot be i* th* eye ; (for apes and monkeys, 
Twixt two fuch (he's, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mowes the other;) Nor i* th* judg- 
ment 5 * 
For Ideots, in this cafe of favour, would 
Be wifely definite: Nor i* th* appetite : 
Slutt'ry, to fuch neat excellence oppos'd, 

4 Should makedefire vomit emptinefi, 
Not fo allur'd to feed. 

Imo. What is the matter, trow ? 

Iacb. The cloyed will, 
That fatiate, yet unfatisfy'd defire, (that tub 
Both fill'd and running;) ravening firft the lamb, 
Longs after for the garbage— 

Imo. What, dear Sir, 
Thus raps you ? are you well ? 

Iacb. Thanks, Madam, well — Weech you, Sir, 

• [J* Pifanio. 

Defire my man's abode, where I did leave him j 

5 He's ftrange, and peevifli. 

Pif. I was going, Sir, 

3 Upon /*• unnumbir'd beach?—] Senfeandthc anrithefii 
oblige us to read this nonfenfe thus, 

Upon the humbl'd beach. 

1. 1 . becaufe daily infolted with the flow of the tide. 

4 Should make defire vomit emptinefi, 
Notfoallur'dtofeed.] i. e. that appetite, which is not alia- 

red to feed on fuch excellence, can have no ftomach at all ; but, 
tbo* empty, mull naufeatt every thing. 

c Hm % s Grange and peerift.] /. * . ignorant of foreign manners, 
and impatient of contradiction. This, I think, was a good reafon 
for his matter to order him to flay within doors. But the Oxford 
Editor, with great acumen, alters it to, 

He'sftrange and iheepifh. 
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To give him welcome. 

Imo. Continues well my Lord 
His health, 'befeech you? 

Jacb. Well, Madam. 

Imo. Is he difpos'd to mirth ? J hope, he is. 

lack. Exceeding pleafant j none a ftranger there 
So merry, and fo gamefome j he is call'd 
The Britain* Reveller. 

Imo. When he was here, 
He did incline to fadnefs, and oft times 
Not knowing why. 

Iacb. I never faw him fad, 
There is a Frenchman his companion, one, 
An eminent Monfieur, that, it ieems, much loves 
A Gallian girl at home. He furnaces 
The thick fighs from him ; whiles the jolly Briton, 
(Your Lord, I mean,) laughs from's free lungs, cries 

Oh! * 

Can my fides hold, to think, that man* who knows 
By hiftory, report, or his own proof, 
What woman is, yea, what (he cannot chufe 
But muft be, will his free hours languifii out 
For affur'd bondage? 

Imo. Will my Lord fey fo? 

Iacb. Ay, Madam, with his eyes in flood with 
laughter. 
It is a recreation to be by, 
And hear him mock the Frenchman: but heav'n 

knows, 
Some men are much to blame. 

Imo. Not he, I hope. 

Iacb. Not he. But yet heavVs bounty tow'rds hhn 
might 
Be us*d more thankfully. In himfelf, 'tis much j 
In you, whom I count his, beyond all talents y 
Whilft I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pity too. 

Im. 
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Imo. What do you pity, Sir ? 

hub. Two creatures heartily. 

Imo. Am I one, Sir? 
You look on me ; what wreck difcern you in mc, 
Deferves your pity 

/^.Lamentable! what! 
To hide me from the radiant fan, and folace 
I* th* dungeon by a fnuff ? 

Imo. I pray you, Sir, 
Deliver with more opennefi your anfwers : 
To my. demands* Why do you pity me ? 

lack. That others do, 
I was about to lay, enjoy your ■ but 
It is an office of the Gods to venge it, 
Not mine to fpeak on'tl 

Imo. You.do feem to know 
Something of me, or what concerns me; pray 

* you, 

(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
Than to be fare they do j for certainties 
Or are part remedies, or timely knowing, 
The remedy then born ;) difcover to me 
What both you fpur and flop. 

lacb. Had I this cheek 
To bath my lips upon ; this hand, whofe touch, 
Whofe ev'ry touch would force the feeler's foul 
To th'oath of loyalty ; this objedt, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing it only here ; (hould I, (damn'd them,) 
Slaver with lips, as common as the flairs 
That mount the Capitol ; join gripes with hands 
Made hard with hourly fallhood, as with labour; 
Then glad myfelf by peeping in an eye, 
Bafe and unluftrous as the fmoaky light 
That's fed with (linking tallow ; it were fit, 
That. all the plagues of hell {hould at one time 
Encounter fach revolt. 

Imo. 
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Imo. My Lord, I fear, 
Has forgot Britaine. 

Iacb. And himfclf. Not I, 
Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce 
The beggary of this change \ but 'tis your graces, 
That from my muteft conlcience 5 to my tongue, 
Charms this report oat. 

Imo. Let me hear no more. 

Iacb. Oh deareftfoul! your caufe doth ftrike my 
heart 
With pity, that doth make me fick. A Lady 
So fair, and faften'd to an empery, 
Would make the great 5 ft King double ! to be partner'd 
With tomboys, hir'd with that felf-exhibition • 
Which your own coffers yield!*— — with difcasM 

ventures, 
That play with all infirmities for gold, 
Which rottennefs lends nature! fuch boy I'd fluff, 
As well might poifon Poifon! Be reveng'd; 
Or (he, that bore you, was no Queen, and you 
Recoil from your great ftock. 

Imo. Reveng'd! 
How (hould I be reveng'd, if this be true? 
(As I have fuch a heart, that both mine ears 
Muft not in hafte abufe \) if it be true, 
How (hall I be reveng'd ? 

Iacb. Should he make me 
Live like Diana's Prieft, betwixt cold flttets? 
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps 
In your defpight* upon your purfe? Revenge it: — 
1 dedicate myfelf to your fweet pleafure, 
More noble than that rmagate to your bed ; 
And will continue f*£t to your afie&ion, . 
Still clofe, as fure. 

Imo. What fao> Pifamol~~*m 

Iacb. Let me my fcrvice tender on your lips. 

Imo. Away! — I do condemn mine ears, that have 
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So long jatftnded thcc. If thou wert honourable, 

Thqu would'ft have told this tale for virtue, not 

For fuch an end thou feek'ft j as bafe, as it range; 

Thou wrong'ft a Gentleman, who is as far 

From thy report, as thou from honour * and 

Sollicit'ft here a Lady, thatdifdains 

Thee* and the Devil alike. What ho, Pifanio!—-** 

The King my father lhall be made acquainted 

Of thy aflault j if he (hall think it fit, 

A faucy ft ranger in his court to mart 

As in a Rotnijb ftew, and to expound 

His beaftly mind to us ; he hath a court 

He little cares for, and a daughter whom 

He not refpe&s at all. What ho, Pifaniol 

Iacb. O happy Leonatus^ I may fay ; 
The credit, that thy Lady hath of thee, 
Deferves thy truft, and thy moft perfeft goodneft 
Her affur'd credit ! blefled live you long, 
A Lady to the worthieft Sir, that ever 
Country call'd his! and you his miftrefs, only 
For the moft worthieft fit ! Give me your pardon. 
I have fpoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted ; and (hall make your Lord, 
That which he is, new o'er : and he is one 
The trueft-manner'd, fuch a holy witch, 
That he enchants focieties into him : 
Half all men's hearts are his. 
Jmo. You make amends. 

Iacb. He fits f mong men, like a defcended God : 
He hath a kind of honour fets him off, 
More than a mortal feeming. Be not angry, 
Moft mighty Princefs, that I have adventur'd 
To try your taking of a falfe report ; which hath 
Honoured with confirmation your great judgment, 
In the ele&ion of a Sir, fo rare, 
Which, you know, cannot em The love I bear him, 
Made me to fan you thus j but the Gods made ycu, 
Vol. VII. S Un- 
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Unlike all others, chafflefs. Pray, your pardon. 

lmo. All's well, Sir 5 take my pow'r i* th* court for 
yours. 

Iacb. My humble thanks; I had almoft forgot 
T' intreat your Grace but in a fmall requeft, 
And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your Lord ; myfelf, and other noble friends 
Are partners in the bufinefs. 

lmo. Pray, whatis't? 

loch. Some dozen Romans of us, and your Lord, 
(Bed feather of our wing,) have mingled fums 
To buy a prefent for the Emperor : 
Which I, the faftor for the reft, have done 
In France % 'tis plate of rare device, and jewels 
Of rich and exquifite form, their values great; 
And I am fomething curious, being ftrange, 
To have them in fafe (towage : may it pleaie you 
To take them in protection ? 

lmo. Willingly; 
And pawn mine honour for their fafety. Since 
My Lord hath int'reft in them, I will keep them 
In my bed-chamber. 

Iacb. They arc in a trunk, 
Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To fend them to you, only for this night; 
I mud aboard to morrow.j 

lmo. Ono, no. 

lacb. Yes, I befeech you : or I (hall (hort my word, 
By length'ning my return. From Gallia* 
1 crols'd the feas on purpofe, and on promife 
To fee your Grace. 

lmo. I thank you for your pains ; 
But not away to morrow ? 

Iacb. O, I muft, Madam. 
Therefore, I lhall befeech you, if you pleafc' 
To greet your lord 'with writing, do't to night. 
I have outftood my time, which is material 

To 
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To th f tender of our prefent. 

Into. I will write : 
Send your trunk to me, it fhall fafe be kept* 
And truly yielded you : You're very welcome. 

[Exeunt. 



ACTU. SCENE I. 

CYMBELINE'i Palace. 
Enter Cloten, and two Lords. 

Cloten, 

WA S there ever man had fuch luck ! when I 
kifs'd the Jack upon an up-caft, to be hit 
away! I had an hundred pound on't; and then a 
whorefon jack-an-apes muft take me up for fwearing, 
as if I borrowed mine oaths of him, and might not 
fpend them at my pleafure. 

1 Lord. What got he by that? you have broke 
his pate with your bowl. 

2 Lord, If his wit had been like him that broke if, 
it would have run all out. [Jlfide. 

Clot. When a gentleman is difpos'd to fwear, it is 
not for any danders- by to curtail his oaths* Ha ? 

2 Lord. No, my lord ; nor crop the ears of them. 

[4fide. 

Clot. Whorfon dog! I give him latisfadtion ? 
'would, he had been one of my rank. 

2 Lord. To have fmelt like a fool.—— [Afide. 

Clot. I am not vexc more at any thing in the 
earth, — a pox on't ! I had rather not be fo noble as 
I am \ they dare not fight with me, becaufe of the 
Queen my mother ; every Jack-flave hath his belly 
full of fighting, and I mult go up and down like a 
coqk that no body can match. 

S % % Lord* 
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2 Lord. You are a cock and a capon too ; afrfl you 
crow, cock, with your comb on. [Afidc. 

Clot. Say'ft thou ? 

2 2>ri. It is not fit your lordfhip fhould undertake 
every companion, that you give offence to. 

Clot. No, I know that ; but it is fie I fhould com* 
mit offence to my inferiors. 

% Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordfhip only,* 

dot. Why, fo I fay. 

i Lord. Did you hear of a ftranger that's come to 
court to night ? 

Clot. A ftranger, and I not knowon't? 

2 Lord. He's a ftrange fellow himfelf, and knows 
it not. [Jfide. 

i Lord. There's an Italian come, and, 'tis thought, 
one of Leonatus*s friends. 

Clot. "Lematusl a banifh'd rafcal ; and he's another, 
whatfoever he be. Who told you of this ftranger ? 

1 Lord. 'Orte of your lordfhip's pages. > 

Clot. Is it fit I went to look upon him'? is theteno 
derogation in't? 

2 Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord. 
Clot. Not eafily, I think. 

2 Lord. You are a fool granted, ther&brfe your 
iflues being foolifh do not derogate. [jtf&e. 

dot. Conle, I'll go fee this Italian: what! have 
loft to day at bowls, I'll win to fright of him. 
Come; go. 

2 Lord. I'll attend your lordfhip. {Exit Clot. 

That fuch a crafty devil as his mother, 
Should yield the world this afs ! — a woman, that 
Bears all down with her brain ; and this her Ton 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 

And leave eighteen. Alas, Poor Princefe,- 

Thou divine Imogin, what thou endur'ft I 
Betwixt a father by thy ftep-dame govern'd, 
A mother hourly coining plots ; a woo£r, 

More 
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More hateful than the foul expulfion is 

Of thy dear husband, than (hat horrid aft 

Of the divorce (a) Hell- made. The heav'ns hold firm 

The walls of thy dear. Honour ; keep unfhak'd 

That Temple, thy fair Mind * that thou roay'ft ftand 

V eqjgy |thy baniih'd lord, and this great fend ! 

[Exmnt. 

SCENE IJ. 

Changes fo a magnificent Bed-chamber ^ in one 
fart of it a large trunfc. 

Imogen is $fcmer 9 d reading in Iptr fad* a Lady 



hno.\\ 7HO*sthere? my woman Helen? 

VV Latfy. Pleafe you, Madam « 

Imo. What hour is it ? 
Lady. Almoft midnight, Madam. 
Imo. I have read three hours then, mine eyes arc 
weak, 
Fold down the leaf where I have left ; to Ijcd — 
Take not away the caper, leave it burning : 
And if thou canfi aw^ke by four o'th* clock, 

I pr'ythee, call me: fleep hath feiz'd pie wholly. 

i&cit Lady. 
To your prote&ion I commend me, Gods j 
From Fairies, and the Tempters of the night, 
Guard me, 'befeech ye. [Sleeps. 

Qachimo rtfesfrom the trnfijt. 
Jacb. The crickets fing, and man's o'eMaboijr'd 
fcnfe 
Repairs itfelf by reft : our Tarqum thus 
Did foftly prefe the rufhes, ere he waken'd 

I {a) of tb* divorct Hell-made. Oxford Editor.-? Vulg. of the 
4iwra ii % U make.] 

S 3 The 
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The chaftity he wounded, Cither ea\ 
How bravely thou becom'ft thy bed ! frefh lilly, 
And whiter than the fheets ! that I might touch, 
But kifs, one kifs — rubies unpara'gon'd, 
How dearly they do*t ! — 'tis her breathing, that 
Perfomes the chamber thus : the flame oW taper 
Bows tow'rd her, and would under-peep her lids, 
To fee th* inclofed light, now canopyM 
Under thefe windows : white l with azure lac'd, 
The blue of heav'n's own tinft— -But my defign's 
To note the chamber — I will write all down, 
Such, and fuch, pi&ures— there, the window,—- fuch 
Th* adornment of her bed — -the arras, figures— 
Why, fuch, and fuch — and the contents oW ftory— 
Ah, but fome nat f ral notes about her body, 
Above ten thoufand meaner moveables, 
Would teftify, t'enrich my inventory, 
O Sleep, thou ape of Death, lye dull upon her! 
And be her fenfe but as a monument, 
Thus in a chappel lying !— Come off, come off. — 

[faking off her bracelet. 
As flipp'ry, as the Gordian knot was hard.- *— • 
*Tis mine •, and this will witnefs outwardly, 
As ftrongly as the confcience do's within, 
To th* madding of her lord. On her left breaft 
A mole cinque-fpotted, like the crimfon drops 
Fth* bottom of a cowflip. Here's a voucher, 
Stronger than ever law could make : this fecret 
Will force him think, Pve pick'd the lock \ and ta'en 
The treafure of her honour. No more — to what end ? 
•Why fhould I write this down, that's rivetted, 
ScrewM to my mem'ry ? She hath been reading, late, 

I — white and azure, lafd 
Wit h. hi** ofheanfn's vw» tina!\ We fhould read, 
■ white with azure lac* J, 

Th e blue of heaven's own tin& % 

?7#. the white skin laced with blue veins. 

The 
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The tale of Tereus\ here the !eaf f s turn*d down, 
"Where Pbilomele gave up ■ I have enough.—* 
To th' trunk again, and (hut the fpring of it. 
Swift, fwift, you Dragons of the night ! * that dawning 
May bear the raven's eye : I lodge in fear, 
Though this a heav'nly angel, hell is here. [Clockftrikes, 
One, two, three : time, time ! 

[Goes into the trunk, the Scene (lofes. 

SCENE III. 

Changes to another part of the Palace, facing 
Imogen'* Apartments. 

Enter Cloten, and Lords. 

1 LordSW OUR Jordfhip is the mod patient man in 
I lois, the coldeft that ever turn*d up ace. 
Clot. It would make any man cold to lofe, 
I Lord. But not every man patient, after the noble 
temper of your lordlhip ; you are moft hot, and fu- 
rious, when you win. 

Got. Winning will put any man into courage: If I 
could get this foolifti Imogen* I fhould have gold 
enough : It's almoft morning, is*c not ? 



- that dawning 



May bear the raven's eye .— — ] Some copies -mad hare or 
make bare j ethers, ope. But the true reading is hear, a term 
taken from heraldry, and very fublimely applied. The meaning 
is, that morning may aflame the colour of the raven's eye, which 
is grey. Hence it is fo commonly called the grey-efd morning. 
And Romeo and Juliet* 

til Jay yon grey is not the mornings eye. 
Had Shah [pear meant to hare or of en the eye, that is, to awake, 
he had inftanced rather in the lark than raven, as the earlier rifer. 
Befides, whether the morning bared or opened the raven** eye was 
of no advantage to the fpeaker, but it was of much advantage that 
it fhould hear it, that is, become light. Yet the QxJ%rd£diter 
judicioufly alters it to, 

May hare its rawn-eyj, 

S 4 t lord. 
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1 Lord. Day, my lord. 

Clot. I would, this mufick would come : I am ad- 
vis'd to give her mufick o'morningjB* they lay, it wilt 
penetrate. 

Enter Mufkians. 

Come on, tone* if you can penetrate her with your 
fingering, fo •, we'll try with tongue too 5 if none will 
do, let her remain; but I'll never give o'er. Firft, a 
very excellent good conceited thing ; after, a wonder- 
ful fweet air with admirable rich words to it % and then 
let her confider, 

SONG. 

Hark> bark! the lark at heanfii f s gate fogs* 

And Phcebu$ 'gins artfe, 
% Hisjteeds to water at tboje jfrings 

On cbdicd flowers that lyes: 
Aid winking Mzry -buds begin 

To ape their golden eyes \ 
With every thing (a) that pretty }nn % 

My ladyfooeet) arife: 
Arife, arife. 

So, get you gone—if this penetrate, I will confider 
your mufick the better : if it do not, it is a vice in her 
ears, which horie-hairs, and cats'-guts, nor the voice of 
unpavM eunuch to boot, can never amend. 

{Exeunt Muficians, 

Enter <%ueen and Cymbeline, 

2 Lord- Here comes the King. 

Clot. I am glad I was up fo late, for that's the reafon 

j His finds to water at tbofi faring* 
3 On chaHc* d flwoers that iyes:} i.e. the morning fun dries 
?P the dew wjiicli lies in the cup of flowers. 

Ha) tbaffrtty bin. Oxford Editor,— VaJg. tbat f retry it.] 
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I was up fi> early : lie Cannot chufe but take this fervice 
I have done, fatherly. Good morrow to your Ma* 
jetty, and to my gracious mother. 

Cym. Attend you here the door of our ftern daughter ? 
"Will toe not forth ? 

Clot. 1 have aflaiPd her with muficks, but (he 
vouchfafes no notice. 

O*. The exile of her minion is too new ; 
She hath not yet forgot him : feme more time 
Muft wear the print of his remembrance out, 
And thert (he's yours. 

f$ueen. You are moft bound to th 9 King, 
Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter. Frame yourfclf 
To orderly follicits 5 and he friended 
With aptnels of the feafoo ; make denials 
Encreaie your fervices 5 fofeem, as if 
You were infpir'd to do thofe duties, which 
You tender to her : that you in all obey her, 
Save when command to your difmiffion tends, 
And therein you are ftrifeltft. 
Clot. Senfelcfs? notfo. 

Enter a Mejjengtr. 

Me/. So like you, Sir, Amhafladors from Rome 1 
The one is Cains Lucius. 

Cym. A worthy fellow, 
Albeit he comes on angry purpofe now ; 
But that's no fault of his : we muft receive him 
According to the honour of his lender; 
And towards bimfelf, 4 his goodnefs fore-fpem on u$ % 

We muft extend our notice : Our dear Ion, 

When you have giv'n good morning to your miftrefi, 

• bisgoodHifsfort fpcitt on */,] #. /. the good offices 



jgofre by bim to us teretefor? . 

Atten4 
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Attend the Queen and us; we fhall have need 
T' employ you towards this Roman. Come, our 
Queen. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Cbt. s If fhe be up, I'll (peak with her 5 if not, 
Let her lye ftill 9 and dream. By your leave, ho! 

[Knocks. 
I know, her women are about her— —what, 

If I do line one of their hands? 'tis gold, 

Which buys admittance, (oft it doth,) yea, makes 

Diana's rangers falfe themfelves, yield up 

Their deer to th* ftand oW ftealer : and 'tis gold, 

Which makes the true man kilPd, and faves the thief; 

Nay, fometimes, hangs both thief and true-man : what 

Can it not do, and undo ? I will make 

One of her women lawyer to me, for 

I yet not underftand the cafe myfelf. 

By your leave.— [Knocks. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady. Who's there, that knocks? 

Clot. A Gentleman, 

Lady. No more ? 

Clot. Yes, and a gentlewoman's fon. 

Lady. That's more 
Than fome, whofe tailors are as dear as yours, 
Can juftly boaft of; what's your lordihip's pleafurc? 

Cht. Your lady's perfon ; is (he ready ? 

Lady. Ay, to keep her chamber. 

Clot. There is gold for you, fell me your good 
report. 

5 If fie be uf 9 &c] It is obfcrvable, that Sbakejhear makes 
his fools deal much in that kind of wit called the double entendre 
with only a fingle meaning; fince his time transferred to the fine 
Gentleman of the drama; 

£*fr. 
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Zaiy. How, my good name? or to report of yoo 
What I (hall think is good ? The Princefr— 

Enter Imogen. 

Clot. Good morrow, faireft : fitter, your fweet hand. 

Imo. Good morrow, Sir; you lay out too much 
pains 
For purchafing but trouble 5 the thanks I give, 
Is telling you that I am poor of thanks, 
And fcarce can fpare them. 

Clot. Still, I fwear, I love you. 

Imo. If you but laid fo, 'twere as deep with me: 
If you fwear (till, your recompence is ftul 
That I regard it not. 

Clot. This is no anfwer. 

Imo. But that you (hall not fay I yield, being filent, 
I would not fpeak. I pray you, fpare me — faith, 
I (hall unfold equal difcourtefie 
To your bed kindnefs : 6 one of your great knowing 
Should learn (being tort) forbearance. 

6 - one of your great knowing 

Should learn (being taucht) forbearance."] Bat fare, 
whoever is taught, neceffarily learns. Learning is not the fit 
and reafonableconfequence of being taught, but is the thing itfelf. 
As it is fuperfluous in the expreSion, fo (which is the common 
condition of nonfenfe) it is deficient in the femiment. It is no 
mark of a knowing perfon that he has learnt forbearance Amply. 
For forbearance becomes a virtue, or point of civil prudence, only 
as it refpeds a forbidden object. Shake/pear, I am perfuaded, 
wrote, 

> one of your great knowing 
Should learn (being tort) forbearance. 

i. e. one of your wifdom Jhould learn (from a fenfe of your pur- 
suing a forbidden objed) forbearance : which gives us a good and 
pertinent meaning in a cor red expreflion. Tor/, an old French 
word, fignifying (he being in the wrong, is much in ufe amongft 
our old Englijh writers, which thofc who have not read them, 
may colled from its being found in the EtymologUon of the judi- 
cious Skinner. 

Clot. 
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Ckt. 7 To kav? you to yxw nwtek f tww? imfr J 
I will not. 

Imo. Fools cure not mad folks. 

Clot. Do you call me fool ? 

Jm#. As 1 w mjjcj, I do : 
If you'll be patient, I'll nq more he rj^d * 
That cures us both. I am much forry, $£, 
You put me to forgpt a lady's manners 
By being fo verbal : and learn nqw for all, 
That I, who know my heart, do here proqouoft 
By th* very truth of it, I care npt far you : 
And am fo near the lack of charity 
T* accufe my felf, I hate you: wfrch I hgd carta 
You felt, than make my boaft. 

Lht. You fin againft 
Obedience, which you owe your father ; for 
The contraft you pretend with that bafe wrecqk 
(One, bred of alms]; and fofter'd with cold diflw^ 
W ith fcraps o 9 th 9 court,) it is no contract, #ooe : 
And though it be allow'd in meaner parties, 

1 To leave you in your Madnefs, Uwere say Sin ; 
/ will not. 

Imo. Fools are not mad folks. 
Clot. Do xou call me fool? 

Imo. Aslammad, I do} But does (he really caU him fool ? 
The acute ft c itic would be puzzled to find it out, at th# text 
JUi>d*. The reafomng is perplex'd by a flight corruption » and 
we mu6 reitore it thus, 

Fools curb not mad folks. 
You are mad, fays he, and it would be a crime in me to leave 
you to yourielf. Nay, fays (he, why (hould you ftay ? A fool 
never curM madnefo. Do you call me fool ? replies he, lie All 
this is eafy and natural And that cure was certainly the poet's 
word, I think, is very evident from what Imogen immediately 
{ubjoint. 

If youHl he patient. Til no more be modi 
That cures us both. 

i. e. if you'll ceafe to torture me with your foolUh felicitations, 
111 ceafe to fhew towards you any thing like madnefs : fo a double 
Cure will be effected, of your folly, and my fuppos'd frenzy. 

(Yet 
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(Yet who than he, more meart?) to knit thfckfbtfh 
{Oh fcfcom there is no more dependency 
But brats and beggary,) * in felkfinger'd knots 
Yet you are curb*d from that enlargement by 
The confcquenee o*th' crown $ and muft not foil 
The precious note of it with a bafe flare, 
A hilding for a livery, a fquire's cloth 5 
A pantler; notfo eminent. 

Into. Prophane fellow ! 
Wert thou the fon of Jupiter, and ftO mofc 
But what thou art befides, thou wert too bafe 
To be his groom : thou wert dignifyM enoogh, 
Ev'n to the point of Envy, if *twere made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be fliPd 
The under-hangman of his realm; and hated 
For being preferrM fo welK 

Chh The foo*h-Tog rot him ! 

Imo. He never can meet mote mifchance, than 
come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His meafaeft gartfWnt, 
That ever had but dipt his body, *& dearer 
In my refpcd, than all the hairs above thee, 
Were they all made fuch men. How now, Ptfenk? 

Enter Pifanio. 

Ckt. His45*nhent? now, the devil-*-*~ 
Imo. To Dorothy* my woman, hye thee prefently. 
blot. His garment? 
Imo. I am iprighted with a fool. 
Frighted, and angred worfc— go, bid my woman 

8 — — in silp-ficur'd k*ot{) This is nonfenfe. We 
ihould read, 

Silf-fincer'd Anot. 

i.e. a knot folely of their oWn tying, without any regard to 
qpuettlt, orocher snore public coafiderauonr. 
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Search for * a jewel, that too cafually 

Hath left mine arm — it was thy matter's. I •Shrew me. 

If I would lofe it for a revenue 

Of any King in Europe. I do think, 

1 faw't this morning ; confident I am, 

Laft night 'twas on my arm ; 1 kiffed it. 

* I hope, it be not gone, to tell my lord 

That I kifs aught but him. 

Pif. 'Twill not be loft. 

Imo. I hope fo ; go, and fcarch. 

Clot. You have abus'd me . * 
His meaneft garment? 

Imo. Ay, 1 faid fo, Sir; 
If you will make't an aftion, call witnels to't. 

Clot. 1 will inform your father. 

Imo. Your mother too ; 
She's my good lady; and will conceive, I hope, 
But theworft of me. So I leave you, Sii> 
To th* word of difcontcnt. {Exit. 

Ckt. 1*11 be reveng'd,— — 
His meaneft garment ? — well. {Exit. 



a jewel, that too cafually 



Hath left my arm — ] u e. too many chances of lofing it 
have arifen from my careleinefs. 
i — ... 'Shrew me, 

If, &c] *\#. may I fell under an evil tongue, if, Sec* 
2 I hope, it he not gone, tote/I my lord 

That J kifs aught but him.} This is fine. It was gone on that 
errand. And we are to confider this paffage as alluding to thofe 
ominous fpeeches concerning which the ancients were fo fuper- 
ftitiouB. See another inftance of this kind in the foregoing play, 
A&I. Scene II. 



SCENE 
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SCENE V. 
Changes to Rome. 

Enter Pofthumus, *»iPhiIario* 

PoJl.TJ E A R it not, Sir ; I would, I were fo fure 

JT To win the King, as I am bold, her honour 
Will remain hers. 

Phi. What means do you rtiake to him ? 

Pofi. Not any, but abide the change of time ; 
Quake in the prefent winter's ftate, and wilh, 
That warmer days would come ; in thefe fear'd hopes, 
I barely gratifie your love ; they failing, 
I muft die much your debtor. 

Pbi. Your very goodnefe, and your company, 
O'er-pays all I can do. By this, your King 
Hath heard of great Auguftus ; Cams Lucius 
Will do's commiffion throughly. And, I think, 
He'll grant the tribute 5 fend th' arrearages, 
E'er look upon our Romans, whole remembrance ' 
Is yet frefh in their grief. 

Ppfi. I do believe, 
(Statift though I am none, nor like to be,) 
That this lhall prove a war ; and you (hall hear 
The legions, now in Gallia, fooner landed 
In our not fearing Britain, than have tidings 
Of any penny tribute paid. Our Countrymen 
Are men more order'd, than when Julius Gefar , 
Smil'd at their lack of skill, but found their courage 
Worthy of frowning at. Their difcipline, 
Now mingled with their courages, will make known 
J To their approvers, they are people fuch 
As mend upon the world. 

k 3 T* their approvers. ■■ ] /. e. to thofe who try them. " 

SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

Emtar fadrirao, 

Phil. See, Iaobimo.~—~ 

P^. Sure, the fwift harts have polled you by land. 
And winds of all the corners ki&M your&ils, 
To make your vrifiW nimble. 

P^. Welcome, Sir. 

Pfo' . 1 hope, the brtefhefs of your anfwermaile 
The fpeedinefs of your Return. 

lack Your lady 
Is of the faireft I e'er look'd upon. 

Poft. And, therewithal, the beft; or let her beauty 
Look through a cafement to allure ftlfc hearts, 
And be falfe with them. 

loch. Here are letters for you. 

Poft. Their tenour good, I truft. 

Iach. ' Tis very like. 

Poft. Was Coats Lucius in the Britain Court, 
When you were there ? 

Iacb. He was expefted then, 
But not approached. 

Poft. All is well yet. 
Sparkles this done as it was wont, or is*t not 
T\x> dull for your good wearing ? 

Iacb. If I've loft it, 
I (hould have loft the worth of it in gold ; 
Pll make a journey twice as for, t' enjoy 
A fecond night of fuch fweet fliortnefs, which 
Was mine in Britain -, for the ring is won. 

Poft. The ftonefs too hard to come by. 

Iacb. Not a whit, 
Tour lady being fo eafie. 

Poft. Make not, Sir, 
Your lofs your fport; I hope, you know, that we 
Muft not continue friends. 
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lacb. Good Sir, we muft, 
If you keep covenant ; had I not brought 
The knowledge of your miftrefe home, 1 grant* 
Wc were toqueftion farther; but I now 
Profefc myfelf the winner of her honour, 
Together with your ring ; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills. 

Poft. If you can make't apparent 
That you have tailed her in bed ; my hand* 
And ring is yours. If not, the foul opinion, 
You had of her pure honour, gains, or lofes 
Your fword or mine ; or mafterlefs leaves both 
To who fliall find them. 

lacb. Sir, my circumftances 
Being fo near the truth, as I will make them, 
Muft firft induce you to believe; whofe ftrength 
I will confirm with oath, which, I doubt not, 
You'll give me leave to (pare, when you (hall find 
You need it not. 

Poft. Proceed. 

lacb. Firft, her bed-chamber— 
(Where, I confefe, I flept not ; but profefs, 
Had That was well worth watching) ic was hangM 
With tapeftry ofi filk and filver ; the ftory 
Cl Proud Qeopattt, when (he met her Roman, 
" 4 And Cydnus fwell'd above the banks, or for 
The prefe of boats, or pride , — A piece of work 

So 

4 And Cydnus fwtW *d above the banks* or for 
The prefsof boaw, or pride , ] This is an agreeable ridi- 
cule on poetical exaggeration, which gives human paflions to in- 
animate things : and particularly, upon what he himfelf writes ill 
the foregoing play on this very fubjeel, 
■ — And made 
?bi water > which they ha* % to follow f after, 
As amorous of their itroke*. 
But the (atire is not only agreeably turned, but very artfully em- 
ployed ; as it is a plain indication, that the fpeaker is iecreily 
Vol. VII. T mocking 
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So bravely done, fo rich, that it did ftf ivc 

In workmanfhip, and value; which, I wonder'd, 

Could be fo rarely and exiftly wrought, 

Since the true life on't was ■ 

Pojl. This is true; 
And this you might have heard of here, by me, 
Or by fome other. 

Iacb. More Particulars 
Mud juftify my knowledge. 

Pojl. So they muft, 
Or do your honour injury. 

Iacb. The chimney 
Is fouth the chamber; and the chimney-piece, 
Chaft Dian, bathing: never law I figures 
So likely to report themfelves; the cutter 
* Was as another nature, dumb j outwent her, 
Motion and breath left out. 

Pojl. This is a thing, 
Which you might from relation likewife reap ; 
Being, as it is, much fpoke of. 

Iacb. The roof o* th* chamber 
With golden cherubims is fretted : Th* andirons, 

mocking the credulity of his hearer, while he is endeavouring t» 
perfuade him of his wife's falshood. The very fame kind cf 
fatire we have again, on much the fame occafion, in The fiwo 
Gentlemen of Verona, where the falfe Proteus fay» to his friend, 
Of his friend's miftrefs, 

— ■ anijhe hath offered to the doom, 

Which unreversed ftands in effectual force ; 
A fea of melting pearl, which fome call tears. 
A certain gaiety of heart, which the fpeaker ftrives to conceal 
breaking out under a fatire, by which he would infinuate to his 
friend the trifling worth of woman's tears. 

5 Was as another nature, dumb ;— -] This nonfenfe JhouM 
without queftion be read and pointed thus, 

Has as another nature dons » out -went her^ 
1 Motion and breath left out. 

i\ e. has worked as exquifitely, nay has exceeded her if you will 
pot motion and breath out of the queftion. 
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(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of filver, each on on* foot (landing, nicely 
Depending on their brahds. 

Poft. What's this t* her hodour? 
Let it be granted you have feen all this, 
Praife bfc to your remembrance, the defcription 
Of What is in her chariiber nothing faves 
The wager you have laid. 

Iacb. Then, if you can [Pulling out the Bracelet. 
Be pale, I beg but leave to air this jewel ; fee !■ ■*■ 
And now 'tis up again ; it muft be married 
To that your diamond. I'll keep them. 

Poft. Jove! 
Once more let me behold it : Is it That, 
Which Heft with her ? 

Iacb. Sir, I thank her, That : 
She ftrip'd it from her arm, I fee her yet^ 
Her pretty a&ion did out-fell her gift, 
And yet enrich'd it tod ; (he gave it me$ 
And laid, (he priz'd it once. 

Poft. May be, (he pluck'd it off 
To fend it me, 
Iacb. She writes fo to you ? doth (he ? 
Poft m O, no* no, noj 'tis true. Here, takt this 
too; 
It is a bafilisk unto mifie eye, 
Kills me to loofc on't * let there be no honour, 
Where there is beauty; truth, where femblance ; love, 
Where there's another man. The vows of women 
Of no more bondage be, to where they're made, 
Than they arc to their virtues, which is nothing 5 
O, above mcafure falfe? 

Phi. Have patience, Sir, 
And take your ring again : 'tis not yet won % 
It may be probable, (ne loft it ; or, 
Who knows, one of her women, being corrupted* 
Hath ftoln it from her. 

T z Poft, 
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Poft • Very true, 
And fo, 1 hope, he cameby't ; — back my ring;— 
Render to me fome corporal fign about her, 
More evident than this \ for this was ftole. . 

lack. By Jupiter* I had it from her arm, 

Poft. Hark you, hefwearsj by Jupiter he fwears. 
*Tis true — nay, keep the ring — 'tis true; 6 I'm fare 
She could not lofe it ; her attendants are 
All honourable -, they induc'd to fteal it I 
And, by a ltranger! -no, he hath enjoy'd her. 
The cognizance of her incontinency 
Is* this-, (he hath bought the name of Whore thus 

dearly ; 
There, take thy hire, and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themfelves between you ! 

Phi. Sir, be patient ; 
This is not ftrong enough to be believ'd, 
Of one perfuaded well of. - 

Poft. Never talk on't ; 
She hath been coked by him. 

lack. If you feek 
For further fatisfying, under her breaft, 
Worthy the prefling, lyes a mole, right proud 
Of that moil delicate lodging. By my life, 

6 — — Vmjure 

She could not lofe it ; her attendants are 

All honourable ; they induc'd to fteal it! 

And y hy a fir anger ! no, ] The abfurd conclafions of 

jealoufy are here admirably painted and expofed. Poft humus, on 
the credit of a bracelet, and an oath of the party concerned, 
judges agaiaft all appearances from the intimate knowledge of his 
wife's honour, that fhe was falfe to his bed ; and grounds that 
judgment, at laft, upon much lefs appearances of the honour of 
her attendants. Now common fenfe, from his belief of the honour 
of his wile's attendants, (hould either have made him conclude in 
favour of hers ; or if he rejected the much Wronger appearances 
of honour in her, he mould, at the fame time, have reje&ed thofc 
much (weaker in her attendants. But Shake/pear knew at what 
diftance reafon and Iwe are wont to be, and has, therefore, made 
them keep their diiiance here* 

i 
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I kift it ; and it gave me prefent hunger 

To feed again, though full. You do remember 

This (lain upon her ? 

Poft. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another (tain, as big as hell can hold, 
Were there no more but it. 

lacb. Will you hear more ? 

Poft. Spare your arithmetic!?. 
Count not the Turns: once, and a million! 

lack. I'll be iworn — 

Poft. Nofwearing: 
If you will fwear you have not done't, you lie. 
And I will kill thee, if thou doft deny 
Thou'ft made me cuckold. 

Iacb. I'll deny nothing. 

Poft. O, that I had her here, to tear her limb-meal ! 
I will go there, and do't i* th' Court, before 
Her father— ——1*11 do fomething [Exit. 

Phi. Quite befides 
The government of patience ! you have won ; 
Let's follow him, and pervert the prefent wrath 
He hath againft himfelf. 

Iacb. With all my heart. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 

Re-enter Pofthumus. 

Poft. * Is there no way for men to be, but women 

* Muft be half- workers? we are baftards allj 

* And that moft venerable man, which I 

' Did call my father, was I know not where, 

* When I was ftampt. Some coyner with his tools 
' Made me a counterfeit ; yet my mother feemM 

* The Dion of that time; fo doth my wife 

c The non-pareil of this-— Oh vengeance, vengeance I 

* Me of my lawful pleafure (he reftrain'd, 

\ And pray'd me, oft, forbearance \ did it with 

j 3 x 
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* A pudency fo rofie, the fwcct view on't 

4 Might well have warm'd old iJa/Hra-— that I 
4 thought her 

* Aschafte, as unfunn'd fnow, Oh f all the Devils ! 

* This yellow Iacbimo in an hour—— was't not ?- 

* Or lefs : at firft ? perchance, he fpoke not, but 

* Like a full-acom'd Boar, a churning on, 

* Cry'd oh! and mounted; found no oppofition 

c From what he look'd for lhould oppofe, and flic 
' Should from encounter guard. Could I find out 

* The woman's part in me — for there's no motion 

* That tends to vice in man, but, I affirm, 

* It is the woman's part; be't lying, note it, 

* The woman's; flattering, hers; deceiving, hers; 

* Luft, and rank thoughts, hers, hers; revenges, 

c hers; 

* Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, difiJain, 

* Nice longings, (landers, mutability: 

' All faults that may be nam'd, nay, that hell knows, 
« Why, hers, in part, or allj but rather all.— -For 
c even to vice 

* They are not conftant, but are changing ftill ; 
4 One vice, but of a minute old, for one 

* Not half fo old as that. I'll write againft them, 

* Deteft them, curfe them — yet 'tis greater skill, 

* In a true hate to pray, they have their Will ; 

J The very Devils cannot plague them better. [Exit. 



ACT 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

Cymbeline'j Palace. 

Enter, in State % Cymbeline, <$ueen % Clotea, and 
Lords at one door > and at another, Cakis Lucius 
and attendants. 

Cy meelins. 

NOW fey, whac would Augvfius Catfar with ua? 
Luc. When /*£*/ Cafar, (whofe remem- 
brance yet 
LW*s i» aim's eyes, and will to ears and tongues 
Be theme, and hewing ever) was in this Britaine y 
And conquered it, Ca$ibelan> thine uncle, 
(Famous in Gefar's praifes, no whit left 
Than in his feats deferring it) for him, 
And; his facceffion, granted Moms a Tribute* 
Yearly three thoufand pounds > which by thee lately 
Is left tintender'd. 

%uun. And, to kill the marvail, 
Shalt be fix ever. 

Ckl. There be many Cxfars, 
Ere fuch another Julius: Britaine is 
A world by't felf ; and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our own nofes. 

§faem. That opportunity, 
Which then they had to take front's, to refumc 
We have again. Remember, Sir, my liege, 
The Kings your anccftors : together with 
The nat'ral Brav'ry of your IQe ; which ftands, 
As Neptwtfs Park, ribbed and paled in 
(a) With rocks unskaleable, and roaring waters 5 
With Sands, that will not bear your enemies' boats, 

[ [a) With rocks unikaltabU ,~~ Oxford Edit©*.— Vufcg. wtk 
<*ks unskalcabU.] 

T4 Bus 
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But fuck them up to th* top-mad. A kind of Conqueft 
Cajar made here, but made not here his brag 
Of, came, and faw, and overcame. With (name, . 
(The firft, that ever touch'd him) he was carried 
From off our coaft, 'twice beaten ; and his (hipping, 
( 'Poor ignorant baubles) on our terrible teas, 
Like egg-(hells movM upon their furges, crack'd 
As eafily 'gainft our rocks. For joy whereof, 
The fam'd Cqffibelan s who was once at point 
(Oh, giglet fortune!) to matter Cafar*% fword, 
Mad Lud's town with rejoicing fires bright, 
And Britons ftrqt with courage. 

Clot. Come, there's no more Tribute to be paid. 
Our Kingdom is (Ironger than it was at that time; 
and, as 1 Aid, there is no more fuch C<efar$\ Other 
of them may have crook'd nofes, but, to own fuch 
ftrait arms, none. 

Cym. Son, let your mother end. 

Got. We have yet many among us can gripe as 
hard as Caffibelan\ I do not fay, I am one* but I 

have a hand.- Why, {Tribute ? Why (hould we 

pay Tribute ? if Cafar can hide the Sun from us with 
a blanket, or put the Moon in his pocket, we will 
pay him Tribute for light * elfe, Sir, no more Tribute, 
pray you now. 

Cym. You muft know, 
•Till the injurious Roman did extort 
This tribute from us, We were free. C<efar*s ambition, 
Which fwell'd fo much, that it did almoft ftretch 
The fides o* th* world, againft all colour, here 
Did put the yoke upon's $ which to ihake off, 
Becomes a warlike people (which we reckon 
Our felves to be) to do. Say then to Gefar, 
Our anceftor was that Mulmutius y who 
Ofdain'd our Laws, whofe ufe the fword of Qefar 
Hath too much mangled ; whofe repair and franchifc 

I Poor ignorant baubles] Ignorant, for of no ufe. 

Shall, 
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Shall, by the power wc hold, be our good deed, 
Though Rome be therefore angry : That Mulmutim* 
Who was the firft of Britaine 9 which did put 
His brows within a golden Crown, and call'd 
Himfelf a King. 

Luc. I'm forry, Cymbeline, 
That I am to pronounce Auguftus Cafar 
(C*far 9 that hath more Kings his fervants, than 
Thyfelf domeftick officers) thine enemy. 
Receive it from me then.— War and Confufion 
In Gefar*s name pronounce I 'gainft thee : look 
For Fury, not to be refilled. Thus defy'd, 
I thank thee for my feJf. 

Cym. Thou'rt welcome, Caius\ 
Thy Cafar knighted me ; my youth I fpent 
Much under him : of him I gather'd honour, 
Which he to feek of me again perforce, 
Behooves me *keep at utterance. I am perfeft, 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians* for 
Their Liberties, are now in arms: a Precedent 
Which, not to read, would fhew the Britons cold: 
So Cafar lhall not find them. 

Luc. Let proof fpeak. 

Clot. His Majefty bids you welcome. Make pat 
time with us a day or two, or longer: If you feek us 
afterwards on other terms, you (hall find us in our fait 
water girdle, if you- beat us out of it, it is yours: if 
you fall in the adventure, our crows lhall fare the bet- 
ter for you ; and there's an end. 

Luc. So, Sir. 

Cym. I know your mafterYpleafure, and he mine: 
AH the Remain is, Welcome. [Exeunt. 

I ktef at utterance ] /. e. at extreme difhnce. 

SCENE 
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SCENE 11 

Enter PifwiQ, raiding a Itttir. 
Pif How ? of adultery ? wherefore Wf he you not* 
What monfters have accus'd her ? l^smt^t 
Oh mailer, what a ftrange iafe&ion 
Is fall*n into thy car? what faHc //*&**, 
(As pois'nousrtongu'd, as handed) hath prevailed 
On thy too ready Hearing l-^^Difloyal ? no, 
She's punifh'd for her truth \ and undergoes 
More Goddefs-likc, than wife-like, fuch afiauks 
As would take in fome virtue, " Oh, my naafter! 
44 Thy mind to hcr's is now as low, as were 
** Thy fortunes. How ? that I Ow»ild murder her? 
Upon the love and truth aod votw, which I 
Have made to thy Command .Ur— r~ I, her |. . ^ - her 

blood! 
If it be fo to do good fcrvice, neirer 

Let mc be counted fcrviceable. -How look I, 

That I ihould fcem to lack humanity, 

So much as this faft comes to ? 2V/~~~-*£* letter^ 



ffat 1 havefent ber, hy hor <rum command 
Shall give thee appyrlmity.—--- Qamu'd p*|W # { 
Black as the ink that's on thee: ftnfelefe bauWe! 
Art thou a foedarie for this aft, aod lpok'ft 
So virginrlike without? Lo, here fhe come$. 

Enter Imogen. 

\'m ignorant in what I am commanded, 

Ima. How now, Pifanio? 

Pif. Madam, here is a letter from my lord. 

Imo. Who! thy lord? that is my lord Leonatus : 
* Oh, lcarn'd, indeed, were that aftrologer, 

% Oh, learrid* indeed, were that aftrohger &c] Thii was a 
very natural thought. She muft needs be fuppofed, in her cir- 
camftancee, to be extremely folicitout about the future \ and de- 
firous of coining to it by the affiflance of that fupcrftition. 
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That knew (he (tars, as I bis chara&ers ! 
He'd lay the Future open. — You good Gods, 
Let what is here contain'd relifli of Jove, 
Of my lord's health, of bis content •, — yet not, 
That we two arc afunder ; let that grieve him ! 
Some griefs are nledicinable \ that is one of them 

For it doth phyfick love ; of his content, 

All but in that,— Good wax, thy leave,— Bleft be 
You bees, that make thefe locks of counfel ! Lovers, 
And men in dang'rous bonds, pray not alike. 
Though forfeitures you caft in prifon, yet 
You clasp young Cupids tables : good news, Gods ! 

[Reading. 
rfUSflCE, and your fathers wrath, Jhould he tak$ 
J me in bis Dominion, could not be Jo cruel to me » but 
you, ob the deareft of creatures* would even repeat me 
with your eyes. Take notice, that I apt in Cambria, at 
Milford-Haven : what your own love will, out of this* 
advife you, follow. So, be wijhes you all bapfmfs* 
that remains loyal to bis vow, and your increding in 
love 1 Leonatus Poftftumus. 

" Oh, for a horfe with wings! hear'ft thou, Pifanio? 

" He is at Milford-Haven : read and tell me 

" How far 'tis thither. If one of mean affaire 

" May plod it in a week, why may not I 

u Glide thither in a day ? then, true Pifanio, 

" Who long* ft like me to fee thy lord \ who long'ft^ 

<c (Oh, let me 5 bate) but not like me ; yet long'ft-~ 

M But in a fainter kind oh, notJikc me ; 

" For mine's beyond, beyond — Say, and foeak thick $ 

Love's counfellor fhoulcfc fill the bores of Hearing 

To th' finoth'ring of the Senfc — u How far it is 

" To this fame blcffcd Milford: and, by th* way, 

f* Tell me how Wales was made fo happy, as 

" T* inherit fuch a haven. But, firft of all, 

*< How may we fteal from hence ? and for the gap 

s c That 
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** That wc fhall make in time, from our hence going 
« Till our return, t'excufe — but firft, how get hence? 
" Why fhould excufe be born, or ere begot ? 
« We'll talk of that hereaften Pr*ythee, fpeak, 
• c How many fcore of miles may we well ride 
•« 'Twixt hour and hour ? 

Pif One fcore 'twixt fun and fun, 
Madam, 's enough for you : and too much too. 

lmo. " Why, one that rode to's execution, man, 
" Could never go fo flow : I've heard of riding wagers, 
Where horfes have been nimbler than thefands 
♦ That run i'th' clock's behalf. But this is foorry. 
Go, bid my woman feign a ficknefs ; fay, 
She'll home t* her father : and provide me> prefent, 
A riding fuit •, no coftlier than would fit 
A Franklin's houfewife. 

Pif Madam, ybuM beft confider. 

Imo. * I fee before me, man : nor here, nor here, 
Nor what enfues, that have a fog in them, 
That I cannot look thro'. Away, I pr'ythee, 
Do as I bid thee 5 there's no more to fay ; 
Acceflible is none but Milford way, [Exeunt, 

4 That run iW clock's behalf. — ] This fantaflical expreffion 
means no more than land in an hour-glafs, ufed to meafure time. 

5 1 fee he/ore me, man: nor here nor there, 
Nor what enfues ', but have a fog in them, 

That I cannot look thro\—] Shakefpear fays fhe can fee 
before her, yet on which fide foever fhe looks, there is a fog 
which fhe cannot fee thro*. This nonfenfe is occafioned by the 
corrupt reading of, but have a fog, for, that have a fog; 
and then all is plain. I fee before me, (fays fhe) for there is no 
fog on any fide of me which I cannot fee thro*. Mr. Theobald 
obje&s to a fog in them, and a*ks for the fuhftantive to which 
the relative plural [them] relates. The fubflantive is places, 
implied in the words here, there , and what enfues : for not to 
know that Shakefpear perpetually takes thefe liberties of grammar, 
is knowing nothing of his author. So that there is no need for 
his ftrange fluff of a Fog in Kin. 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Changes to a Forejl with a Cave, in Wales. 
Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Bel. 6 4 A Goodly day ! not to keep houfe, with fuch 
«**> c Whofe roof's as low as ours: fee, boys! 
this gate 

* Inftrufts you how t'adore the heav'ns ; and bows you 

* To morning's holy office. Gates of monarchs 

€ Are arch'd (o high, that Giants may jet through 

* And keep their impious Turbands on, without 

c Good morrow to the Sun. Hail, thou fair heav'n f 
« We houfe i*th* rock, yet ufe thee not fo hardly 
c As prouder livers do. 

Quid. Hail, heaven! 

jfrv. Hail, heav'n! 

Bel. ' Now for our mountain fport, up to yond hilJ f 

* Your legs are young : Til tread thcfe flats. Confider, 
c When you, above, perceive me like a crow, 

* That it is place which leffens and fets off; 

« And you may then revolve what tales I told you, 

* Of Courts, of Princes, of the tricks in war * 
c That fcrvice is not fervice, fo being done, 

c But being fo allowed. 7 To apprehend thus, 

* Draws us a profit from all things we fee : 
c And often, to our comfort, (hall we find 

6 A goodly day! not to keep houfe \ with fuch 

Wbofe roof's as low as ours : ] The paffage above was a 

liberty of grammar } but this is a liberty <witb grammar. The 
meaning is, it is not for fuch as us who live in a cottage, to keep 
within doors on fo fine a day. 
*j m To apprehend thus, 

Draws us a profit from all things <we fee:] The obferving 
Nature in this view, gave birth to a very fine book qf one of the 
KAfifefi men of this age ; which was unjuflly ridiculed by one of 
the wittieft. 

« The 
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c The fharded beetle in a fafer hold, 

* Than is the full-wing'd eagle. Ob, this life 
c Is nobler than attending for a check ; 

* Richer, 8 than doing nothing for a bauHc % 

* Prouder, than ruftling in unpaid-for filk : 

* Such gain the cap of him, that mak« chem fine* 

* Yet -keeps his book uncrofs'd j no Jife to ours. 
Guid. * Out of your proof you fpeak > we, poor* 

unfledg'd, 
€ Have never wing'd from view o'th' neft 5 nor know* 

* What air's from home. Hap'Jy, this life is beft, 

* If quiet life is beft; fweeter to you, 

c That have a (harper known ; well correfponding 

* With your (tiff age; but unto us, it is* 
c A cell of ign'rance > travelling a-bed ; 

* A prifon, for a debtor that not dares 

* To ftride a limit. 

jfrv. • Whatfhould we fpeak of, 
€ When we are old as you ? when we (hall hear 

* The rain and wind beat dark December ? how, 

* In this our pinching Cave, (hall we difcourfe 

* The freezing hours away ? We have feen nothing} 
4 We're beaftly ; fubtle as the fox for prey, 

c Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat: 

* Our valour is to chafe what flies 5 our cage 

* We make a choir, as doth the prifon'd bird, 

* And fing our bondage freely. 
Bel. c How you fpeak ! 

€ Did you but know the city's ufuries, 

< And felt them knowingly 5 the art o'th' Court, 

* As hard to leave, as keep; whofe top to climb* 

* Is certain falling > or fo flipp'ry, that 

* The fear's as bad as falling 5 the toil of war * 

* A pain, that only feems to feek out danger 



$ „ than doing nothing for a bauble ;] *. i. vain titta 

of honour gained by an idle attendance at Court. But the Qpcfiri 

tditor reads, for a brike. 

* iw 
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« Pth' . name of fame and honour j which dies iW 

fearch, 
€ And hath as oft a fland'rous epitaph, 
* As record of fair a# 5 nay, many tirrte, 
c Doth ill deferve, by doing well: what's worfe, 
€ Muft curt'fie at the cenfurc :*— «* Oh, boys, this ftofy 
" The work! may read in mc: my body's marJc'd 
" With Raman (Words 5 and my Rejrart was once 
" Firft with the beftof note. Cymbeline lov»d mt \ 
c< And when a foldicr was the theatn, my name 
" Was not far off: then was 1 as a tree, 
" Whofe boughs did bend with fruit. But* in one 

night, 
" A ftorm, or robbery, call it what you will, 
" Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, toy fcaws ; 
41 And left me bare to weather. 

Guid. Uncertain favour ! 

Bel. My fault being nothing, as I hare told you 

oft,' 
But that two villains (whofe falfe oaths prevail'd 
Before my perfeft honour) fwore to Cymbeline* 
I was confed'rate with the Romans : fo, 
Follow'd my banifhment j and, this twenty years, 
This rock and thefe demeafnes have been my world % 
Where I have liv'd at honeft freedom ; pay'd 
More pious debts to heaven, than in all 
The fore-end of my time. — But, up to th* mountains? 
This is not hunters 9 language j he, that ftrik&s 
The venifon firft, fhall be the lord o'th* feaft \ 
To him the other two fhall minifter, 
And we wHHear no poifbn, which attends 
In place of greater State : 
I'll meet you in the valleys. [Exeunt Gm&. and kvrix. 

How hard it is to hide the fparks of nature ! 
Thefe boys know little, they are Sons to th 9 King) 
Nor Cymbetine dreams, that they are alive* 

They 
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They think, they're mine, ♦ tho* trained up thus 

meanly, 
Pth* Cave, wherein they boifr, their thoughts do hit 
Thereof of Palaces-, and nature prompts them, 
In fimple and low things, to prince it, much 
1 Beyond the trick of others. This Paladour, 
(The heir of Cymbeline and Britaine, whom 
The King his father calPd Guiderius,) Jove /— — 
«* When on my three-foot-ftool I fit, and tell 
•« The warlike feats I've done, hisi fpirits fly out 
" Into my ftory : fay, thus mine enemy fell, 
" And thus I fet my foot on's neck — even then 
16 The princely blood flows in his cheek, he fwcats, 
«* Strains his young nerves, and putshimfelf inpofture 

«* That afts my words- -The younger brother 

Cadwall) 
(Once, ArviragusJ in as like a figure 
Strikes life into my fpeech, and (hews much more 
His own conceiving. Hark, the game is rouz*d — 
Oh Cymbeline ! heav'n and my confeience know, 
Thou didft unjuftly banifh me: whereon, 
At three and two years old, I ftolc thefe babes ; 



tbo 1 trained up thus meanly, 



Ttti Cave, there on the brow,—] The old editions 
read, ftb* Cave whereon the bow; which tho* very cor- 
rupt will direct us to the true reading, which when rightly 
pointed, is thus, 

i. tho' trained up thus meanly. 

Ttb* Cave WHEREIN THEY bow- 

i. e. thus meanly brought op. Yet in this very Cave, which is 
fo low that they mull bow or .bend in entering it, yet are 
their thoughts fo exalted, &c. This is the antithefis. Belarius 
had fpoken before of the lownef3 of this cave. 

A voodly day ! not to keep houfe nvitb fuch 
Wbofe roof's as low as ours : fee, boys ! tbis gate 
InftruSs you bow f adore the. beavns ; and bows you 
To mornings holy office. 
I Btyondthe trick of others. ] Trick, for cuftom, habit. 

Thinking 
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Thinking to bar thee of fucceflion, as 

Thou refrft me of my lands. Euripbile 9 

Thou waft their nurfe 5 they take thee for their mother, 

And every day do honour to thy Grave; 

My felf Belariusy that am Morgan call'd, 

They take for natural father. The game's up, [Exit. 

SCENE IV, 

Enter Pifanio, and Imogen. 

Jmo. Thou told'ft me, when we came from horfe* 
the place 
Was near at hand. Ne'er long'd my mother fb 

To fee me firft, as I have now Pifanio^ 

Where is Pojihumus? What is in thy mind, 

That makes thee ftare thus ? wherefore breaks that 

figh 
From th* inward of thee ? one, but painted thus, 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd 
Beyond felf- explication. Put thy felf 
Into a 'haviour of lels fear, ere wildernefi 

Vanquish my ftayder fenfes« what's the matter ? . 

Why tendir'ft thou that paper to me, with 

A look qntender ? if 't be fummer news, 

Smile tb't before ; if winterly, thpu need'fl: 

But keep, that countenance ft ill. My husband's hand ? 

That drug-ciaran'd Italy hath out-craftied him, 

And he's at fome hard point. Speak man 5 thy tongue 

Whfj take off fome extremity, which to read 

Would be e'en mortal to me. 

Pif. Pleafe you, read-, 
And you {Hall find me, wretched man, a thing 
The iftoft difdain'd of fortune. 

Imogen redds. 

CT'HTmiftrefs 9 Pifanio, bath pfyd tbejfrumpet in *y 

ted: the tefimmes wbereof lye bleeding in me. I 

Vol. VII. U fpeak 
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fptdk not out ofweakfurmifes, but from proof as ftrong as 
my grief j and as certain as I expeft my revenge. That 
part thou* Pifanio, muft aft for me. If thy faith be not 
tainted with the breach of bers 9 let thine hands take away 
her life: IJhallgive thee opportunity at Milford-Haveiu 
She bath my letter for tbepurpofe ; where, if thou fear 
to ftrike % and to make me certain it is done, thou art 
the Pander to her dijhonour, and equally to me dijloyal. 

Pif. * What (hall I need to draw my fword ? the 
paper 
c Hath cut her throat already. No, 'tis (lander; 

* Whofe edge is (harper than the fword, whole tongue 

* Out-venoms all the -worms of Nilet whofe breath 

* Rides on the polling winds, and doth belye 

4 All corners of the world. Kings, Queens* and dates, 
4 Maids, matrons, nay, the fecrets of the Grave 

* This viperous (lander enters. What chear, Madam ? 

Imo. ' Falfe to his bed ! what is it to be falfe ? 
4 To lye in watch there, and to think on him ? 

* To weep *twixt clock and clock ? if deep charge 

nature, 
4 To break it with a fearful dream of him, 

* And cry my fclf awake? that falfe to*s bed! 
Pif Alas, good lady ! 

Imo. I falfe ? thy confcicnce witnefi, Iacbimo ^ 
Thou didft accufe him of incontinency, 
Thou then look'dft like a villain : now, methinks, 
Thy favour's good enough. * Some Jay of Italy 
{* Whofe meether was her painting) hath betray'd him : 

Poor 

2 -. Some Jay of Italy] There it a prettinefs in 

this exprefti: %] °Putta, in Italian, fignifying both a Jay and a 
Where, lluppofc from the gay feathers of that bird. 

3 Whofe mother was her painting— —J This puzzles Mr. 
Theobald much : he thinks it may fignify whofe mother was a bird 

r the fame feather ; or that it fhoald be read, whofe anther was 

■ * planting. What all this means I know not. In Mr. Row 9 * 

ion tie M in mother happening to be reverted at the prefs, it 

1 JHU Wother. And what was very ridiculous, GiUon em- 

VS ployed 
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Poor I am ftalc, a garment out of fafhion ; 

And, for I'm richer than to hang by th* walls^ 

I muft be ript : to pieces with me: oh, 

Men's vows are womens* traitors. — All good Seeming 

By thy revolt, oh husband, (hall be thought 

Put on for villany : not born, where't grows ; 

But worn, a bait for ladies. 

Pif. Madam, hear me— — 

Imo. , c True honeft men being heard, like falfe 
JEneas % 
4 Were in his time thought falfe : and Sinwfs Weeping 
' Did fcandal many a holy tear; took pity 

* From moft true wretchednefs. 4 So thou, Pojtbumus, 
4 Wilt lay the leven to all proper men ; 

* Goodly, and gallant, ftiali be falfe and perjur'd, 

* From thy great fail. Come, fellow, be thou honeft, 
Do thou thy matter's bidding : when thou feed him, 
A little witnefs my obedience. Look ! 

I draw the fword my felf, take it, and hit 
The innocent manfion of my love, my heart ; 
Fear not, 'tis empty of all things, but grief ; 

ployed himfelf (properly enough indeed) in finding a meaning for 
it. In ihort, the true word is mbethkr, a north country word, 
fignifying beauty. So that the fenfe of, her meether was her 
fainting* is, that (he had only an appearance of beauty, for 
which fhe was beholden to her paint. 
4 ■ So thou, Pofthumus, 

Wilt lay the le«ven to all proper men ;] When Pofthumus 
thought his wife falfe, he unjuttly fcandalized the whole fex. His 
wife here, under the fame impreffions of his infidelity, attended 
with more provoking circumftances, acquits his fex, and lays the 
fault where it was du*. The poet paints from nature. _. This is 
life and manners. The man thinks it a difhonour t.» e fupe- 
riority of his underftanding to be jilted, and therefore ^*uers his. 
vanity into a conceit that the difgrace was inevitable from the 
general infidelity of the fex. The woman, on the contrary, not 
imagining her credit to be at all affected in the matter, never feeks 
out for fo extravagant a confolation ; but at once eafes her malice 
and her grief, by laying the crime and damage at the door of fame 



obnoxious coquet. 



u * • ./; 
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Thy mafteris not there; who was, indeed^ 

The riches of ic. Do his Bidding, ftrikc * 

Thou may'ft be valiant in a better caufe, 

But now thou feem'ft a coward. 
Pif. Hence, vile inftrument ! 

Thou (halt not damn my hand. 
Imo. Why, I muft die \ 

And, if 1 do not by thy hand, thou art 

N0 fervant of thy mailer's. 'Gainft felf-flaughtcr 

There is a prohibition fo divine, 

5 That cravens my weak hand : come, here's my 
heart— 

(Something's afore't) — foft, foft, we'll no defence; 

[Opening her hr4> 

Obedient as the fcabbard!— What is here? 

The Scriptures of the loyal Leonatus 

AJ1 turn'd to Herefie ? away, away, 

[ Pulling bis letters out of her bjm. 
Corrupters of my faith ! you fhall no more 
Be ftomachers to my heart : thus may poor fools 
Believe falfe teachers : tho' thofe, that are betray'd, 
Do feel the treafon fliarply, yet the traitor 
Stands in worfe cafe cS woe. And thou> Po/lbWh 
That fet my difobedience 'gainft the King, 
And mad'ft me put into contempt the wits 
Of princely fellows, fhalt hereafter find, 
It is no aft of common pafiage, but 
A ftrain of rarenefs : and I grieve my felf, 
To think, when thou (halt be dif-edg'd by her 
Whom now thou tir'ft on, how thy memory 
Will then be pang'd by me.— Pr'ythee, dilp»; 
The lamb entreats the butcher, Where's thy W« 
Thou art too flow to do thy matter's bidding, 
When I defire it too. 
Pif. O gracious lady ! 
f that cravtnt my <weak hand{\ #. #. makes me* cow ^ 

S'0 
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Since I receiv'd command to do this bufinefi, 
I have not flops one wink. 
Imo. Do't, and to bed then. 
Pif. Fll break mine eye-balls firft. 
Imo. Ah, wherefore then 
Didft undertake it ? why haft thou abused 
So many miles, with a pretence ? this place ? 
Mineaftion? and thine own? our horfes* labour ? 
The time inviting thee ? the perturb'd Court, 
For my being abfent? whereunto I never 
Purpofe Return. Why haft thou gone fo far, 
To be unbent, when thou haft ta?en thy (land, 
Th* ek&ed deer before thee ? 

Pif But to win time 
To lofe fo bad employment, in the which 
I have coofider'd of a courfe 5 good lady, 
Hear me with patience. 

Imo. Talk thy tongue weary, (peak, 
Pve heard, I am a (trumpet ; and mine ear 
(Therein falfe (truck) can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent to bottom That. But, fpeak. 

Pif. Then, Madam, 
I thought, yQu would not back agaija. 

Imo. Moft like, 
Bringing me here to kill me. 

Pif. Mot fo neither * 
But if I were as wife as honeft, then 
My purpofe would prove well j it cannot be, 
But that my mafter is abus'd •, fome villain, 
And lingular in his art, hath done you both 
This curled injury. 

Imo. Some Roman Cmtezan* ■ " ■ * 
Pif. No, on my life. 
I'll give him notice you are dead, and fend him 
Some bloody fign of it : for 'tis commanded, 
I (hould do fo. You fhall be mi£'d At Court, 
jAnd that will well confirm it. 

U 3 ImK 
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Imo. Why, good fellow, 
What fhall I do the while ? where 'bide? how live? 
Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my husband? 
. Pif. If you'll back to th* Court- 

Imo. No Court, no Father ; nor no more ado 
With that harfh, noble, fimple, Nothing, Qoten: 
That Cloten, whofe love-fuit hath been to me 
As fearful as a fiege. 

Pif If not at Court, 
Then not in Britaine muft you 'bide. 

Imo. Where then ? 
Hath Britaine all the Sun that fhines ? Day, night, 
Are they not but in Britaine ? Pth* world's volume 
Our Britaine feems as of it, but not in it 5 - 
In a great pool, a fwan's neft. Pr'ythee, think. 
There's living out of Britaine. 

Pif. Fm mod glad, 
You think of other place : th' Ambaflador, 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford-Haven 
To morrow. 6 Now, if you could wear a Mien 
Dark as your fortune is, and but difguife 
That, which, t'appear it felf, muft not yet be, 
But by felf-danger ; you fhould tread a courfe 
Pretty, 7 and full of view j yea, haply, near 
The refidence of Pofthumus ; (b nigh, at leaft, 
That though hisa&ions were not vifible, 



•Now, if you could wear a mind 



Dark as your fortune is, — ] What had the darkne/s of her 
mind to do with the concealment of perfon, which is the only 
thing here advifed i On the contrary, her mind was to continue 
unchanged, in order to fupport her change of fortune. Sbakeftear 
wrote, 

Now, if you could wear a mien. 
Or according to the French orthography, from whence I prefume 
arofe the corruption ; 

JSfow, if you could wear a mine. 
j , , and full of view j-^-] j. * . likely to prove fuccefsfbl. 

Report 
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Report fhoiild render him hourly to your car, 
As truly as he moves, 

Imo. Oh I for fuch means, 
Though peril to my aiodefty, not death on't 
I would adventure. 

Pif. Well then, here's the point: 

* You muft forget to be a woman ; change 

c Command into obedience ; fear and nicenefs 

* (The handmaids of all women, or, more truly, 

* Woman its pretty felf,) to waggifh courage ; 

* Ready in gybes, quick»anfwer*d, faucy, and 

c As quarrellous as the weazel : * nay, you muft 

* Forget that rareft treafure of your cheek; 
c Expofing it (but, oh, the harder Hap 1 

* Alack, no remedy) to the greedy touch 

* Of common-kifling Titan ; and forget 

* Your labourfome and dainty trims, wherein 
< You made great Juno angry. 

Imo. Nay 5 be brief: 
I fee into thy end, and am almoft 
A man already. 

Pif. Firft, make your fcflf but like one. 
Fore-thinking this, I have already fit,* 
fTis in my cloak-bag) doublet, hat, hofe, all 
That anfwer to them. 'Would you in their faring, 
And with what Imitation you can borrow 
From youth of fuch a feafon, 'fore noble Lucius 

£ ■ ■ nay, you muft 

Forget that r art ft treafure of your cheek ; 

Expofing it, (hut oh the harder Heart, 

Alack, no remedy)—'] Who does this harder Heart relate 
.to ? F oft humus is not here talk'd of; befides, he knew nothing of 
jier being thus expos'd to the inclemencies of weather: he had 
enjoinM a courfe, which would have fecur'd her from thefe in- 
cidental hardfhips. I think, common fenfe obliges us to read, 

But, oh, the harder Hip I 

4. e. the more cruel your fortune, that you muft be obliged to 
fach (hifts. 

U 4 Prefer* 
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Prcfent your felf, dcfire his fervice, tdl him 
W herein you're happy ; (which will make him (a) fo, 
If that his head have ear in mufick ;) doubdefi, 
With joy he will embrace you ; for he's honourable, 
And, doubling That, moil holy. ' Your mean* 

abroad 
You have me, rich 5 and I will never fail 
Beginning, norfupply. 

Into. Thou'rt all the comfort 
The Gods will diet me with. Pr'ythce, away. 
There's more to be confider'd j but we'll even 
All that good time will give us. ' This attempt 
Pm fbldier to, and will abide it with 
A Prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee. 

Pif. Well, Madam, we muft take a fhort farewch 
Left, being mifs'd, I be fufpefted of 
Your carriage from the Court. My noble Miftrefs, 
Here is a box * I had it from the Queen, 
What's in't is precious : if you're flck at fcst^ 
Or ftomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this 
Will drive away diftemper— — To fome (hade, 
And fit you to your manhood j may the Gods 
Direft you to the beft ! 

Imo. Amen: I thank thee. [Exeunt, feveralty 

g ■ Your means abroad 

You ha<ye tne t rich ; ■ i ■ j /. e. you may depend upon mjr 
fupplying you to the utmoft of my power. 

1 This attempt 

rm foldier to, ] i. e. I have inlifted and bound my 

felf to it. 

[ (a) fi. Mr. Theobald Vulg. know.] 



SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

Changes t* the Palace of Cymbeline. 

Enter Cytnbeline, Queen* ClotjS^ Lucius, <&dLerd$4 

Gym. r T*HUS far, arid fo farewel. 
1 Lue. Thanks royal Sin 
My Emperor hath wrote 5 I muft from hence * 
And am right forry, that I muft report ye 
My matter's enemy. 

Cym. Our SubjeAs, Sir, 
Will not endure his yoak ; and for our fe)f 
To (hew lefe Sovereignty than they, mull needs 
Appear un-kinglike. 

Luc. So, Sir : I defire of you 
A conduft over land, to Milferi+Ratoen. 
Madam, all joy bcfal your Grace, and you ! 

Cym. My lords, you are appoihted for that office $ 
The due of Honour in no point omit : 
So, farewel, noble Lucius. 

Luc. Your hand, my Lord. 

dot. Receive it friendly; but from this time forth 
I wear it as your enemy. 

Luc. Th* event 
Is yet to name the winner. Fare you well. 

Qfm. Leave not the worthy Lucius y good my Lords, 
Till he have croft the Severn. Happinefs ! 

[Exit Lucius, &?r. 

Queen. He goes hetice frowning \ but it honours us, 
That we have giv*n him caufe. 

dot. 'Tisallthe better 5 
Your valiant Britons have their wifhes in it. 

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the Emperor, 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely, 
Our chariots and our horiemen be in readinefs* 
The Powers, that he already hath in Gallia> 

Will 
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Will loon be drawn to head, from whence he moves 
His war for Britaine. 

Queen. *Tis not fleepy bufinefs ; 
But muft be look'd to fpeedily, and ftrongly. 

Cym. Our expe&ation, that it fhould be thus. 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle Queen, 
Where is our Daughter? She hath not appear'd 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd 
The duty of the day. She looks as like 
A thing more made of malice, than of duty; 
We've noted it. Call her before us, for 
We've been too light in fuffcrance. [Exit a Servant. 

Queen. Royal Sir, 
Since the exile of Poftbumus, mod retir'd 
Hath her life been •, the cure whereof, my lord, 
'Tis time muft do. 'Befeech your Majefty, 
Forbear (harp fpecches to her. She's a lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are ftrokes, 
And ftrokes death to her. 

Re-enter the Servant. 

Cym. Where is fhe, Sir? how 
Can her contempt be anfwer'd ? 

Serv. Pleafe you, Sir, 
Her chambers are all lock'd, and there's no anfwer 
That will be given to th* loudeft noife we make. 

Queen. My lord, when laft I went to vifit her, 
She pray'd me to excufe her keeping clofe * 
Whereto conftrain'd by her infirmity, 
She fhould that duty leave unpaid to you, 
Which daily fhe was bound to proffer ; this 
She wifh'd me to make known ; but our great court 
Made me to blame in mem'ry. 

Cym. Her doors lock'd ? 
$ot feen of late ? grant heav'ns, That, which I fear, 
Prove falfe ! [Exit. 

Queen. Son, I fay, follow the King. 

dot. 
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Clot. That man of hers, Pifanio, her old fcrvant, 
I have not feen thefe two days, [Exit. 

Queen. Go, look after ■■■ 
Pifanio, thou that ftand'ft fo for Pojtbumus!—— 
He hath a drug of mine ; I pray, his abfence 
Proceed by fwallowing That; for he believes, 
It is a thing mod precious. But for her, 
Where is (he goner haply, defpair hath feiz'd her; 
Or, wing'd with fervor of her love, (he's flown 
To her defied P oft humus, gone (he is 
To death, or to diflionour 5 and my end 
Can make good ufe of either. She being down, 
I have the placing of the Britijh crown. 

Re-enter Cloten. 

How now, my fon ? 

Clot. 'Tis certain, fhe is fled, 
Go in and cheer the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 

Queen. All the better ; may 
This night fore-ftall him of the coming day ! 

[Exit Queen. 

Clot. I love, and hate her 5— for fhe's fair and. 
royal, 
* And that (he hath all courtly parts more exquifite 
Than lady Ladies ; winning from each one 
The bed fhe hath, and fhe of all compounded 

Z And thatjbe hatb all courtly parts more exQuifite 
Than lady Ladies woman ; from each one 

The befijbe hatb, ] The fecond line is intolerable non- 

ienfe. It mould be read and pointed thus, 

Than lady Ladies ; winning from each one — 
The fenfe of the whole is this, I love her becaufe {he has, in a 
more exquifite degree, all thofe courtly parts that enoble [loay] 
women of quality \Jadies % ] winning from each of them the belt 
of their good qualities, tfc. Lady is a plural verb, and Ladies 
a noun governed of it $ a quaint expreffion in Shake/pear's way, 
fSA Uniting the folly of the character. 

Out- 
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Out-felk them all : I love her therefore ;~-~~~ but, 
Difiboung me, and throwing favours on 
The low PoftbumuSj (landers fo her judgment. 
That what's cMe rare, is chok'd ; and in that point 
I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed, 
To be revenged upon her. For when fools 
Shall ~ 

S C E N E VI. 

Enter Pifanio. 

Who is here? what! are you packing, furah ? 
Come hither j ah ! you precious pander, villain, 
Where is thy lady ? in a word, or elfe 
Thou'rt ftraightway with the fiends. 

{Drawing lis Svoorl 

Pif. Oh, tny good lord ! 

Clot. Where is thy lady? or, by J*pitir y 
I will not ask again. Clofe villain, 
1*11 have this fecret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Is fhe with Pqftbumus ? 
From whofe fb many weights of bafenejs cannot 
A dram of worth be drawn. 

Pif. Alas, my lord, 
How can lhe be with him ? when was fhe mifs'd i 
He is in Rome. 

Clot. Where is fhe, Sir? come nearer; 
No farther halting * fatisfie me home, 
What is become of her. 

Pif. Oh, my all- worthy lord! 

Clot. All- worthy villain ! 
Dxfcover where thy miftrefs is 9 at once, 
At the next word ; no more of worthy lord. 
Speak, or thy filence on the inftant is 
Thy condemnation and thy death. 

■ ' w 
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Pi/ Then, Sir, 
This paper is the hiftory of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. 

Clot. Let's fee>t 5 I will purfue her 
Ev'n to Augnfius y throne. 

Pi/. Or this, or perifti. ^ 

She's far enough % and what he learns by this, V^fife. 
M*y prove his travel, not her danger. J 
Cto/. Humh. 
P# Til write to nay lord, fhe'sdead. Oh,) 

Imogen* >4fiie+ 

Safe may'ft thou wander, (afe return again! j 
dot. Sirrah, is this letter true? 
Clot. Sir, as I think. 

Clot. It is Poflbumus's hand, I know't. Sirrah* if 
thou would'ft not be a villain, but do me true (ervioe* 
undergo thofe employments, wherein I fhould have 
caufe to ufe thee, with a ferious induftry 5 that is, 
what villarty feeder I bid thee do, to perform k direft- 
ly and truly, I would think thee an honeft man * thou 
(houldft neither want my means for thy relief, nor 
my voice for thy preferment. 
Pi/ Well, my good lord. 
Clot. Wilt thou ferve me? for fince patiently and 
conftantly thou haft (luck to the bare fortune of that 
beggar Poftbumus % thou can'It not in the courfe of 
gratitude but be a diligent follower of mine. Wile 
thou ferve me ? 
Ptf. Sir, I wilL 

Clot. Give me thy hand, here's my purfe. Haft 
any of thy late matter's garments in thy poffeffion ? 

Pi/ I have, my lord, at my lodging, the. faro* 
fuit he wore when he took leave of my lady and 
raiftrefs. 

Clot. The firft fervlce thou doft me, fetch that fuit 
hither 5 let it be thy firft fervice, go. 

Pi/ I (hall, my lord. [Exit. 

Clot. 
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Cht. Meet thee at MI/ord-Haven?— (I forgot to 
ask him one thing, Til remember't anon ;) even there, 
thou villain Poftbumus, will I kill thee. I would, thefc 
garments were come. She (aid upon a time, (the bit* 
ternefs of it I now belch from my heart,) that (he held 
the very garment of Pojlbumus in more refpeft than 
my noble and natural perfon, together with the adorn- 
ment of my qualities. With that fuit upon my back 
will I ravifli her ; firft kill him, and in her eye s * 
(there Ihall fhe fee my valour, which will then be a 
torment to her contempt.) He on the ground, my 
fpeech of infultmcnt ended on his dead body; 
and when my luft hath dined, (which, as I fay, to 
vex her, I will execute in the cloaths that (he fo prais'd) 
to the court Til kick her back, foot her home again. 
She hath defpifed me rejoycingly, and PU be merry 
in my revenge. 

Enter Pifanio, with a fuit of deaths. 

Be thbfc the garments ? 

Pif. Ay, my noble Lord. 

Clot. How long is't fince (he went to Milford- 
Haven? 

Pif. She can fcarce be there yet. 

Clot. Bring this apparel to my chamber, that is 
the fecond thing that 1 have commanded thee. The 
third is, that thou wilt be a voluntary Mute to my 
defigru Be but duteous, and true preferment (ball ten- 
der itfelf to thee. My revenge is now at MilforA* 'would 
I had wings to follow it ! come and be true. [Exif. 

Pi/. * Thou bidd'ft me to my lofs: for true to thee, 
Were to prove falfe, which I will" never be, 
To him that is mod true. To Milford go, 
And find not her, whom thou purfo'ft. Flow, flow, 

2 Thou bidift mt to my lofs : ] A phrafe taken from traffic* 

by which the feller would fignify, that the buyer offer* lefs than 
the thing upon fale coft. 

You 
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You heav'nly Blefllngs on her! this fool's fpeed 

Be croft with flownefe \ labour be -his meed ! [Exit. 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to the Foreft and Cave.- 

Enter Imogen, in boy*s cloatbs. 

Imo. T See, a man's life is a tedious one : 

X I've tir'd myfelfj and for two night* 

together 
Have made the ground my bed. c< I fliould be fick> 
" But that my rcfolution helps me. MHford % 
44 When from the mountain top Pijanio fhew'd thee, 
" Thau waft within a ken.— O Jwe> I think, 
44 Foundations fly the wretched 5 fuch, 1 mean, 
" Where they Ihould be reliev'd. Two beggars 

" told me, 
" I could not mifs my way. Will poor folks lie* 
14 That have affli&ions on them, knowing 'tis 
u A punifhment, or tryal ? yes ; no wonder, 
44 When rich ones fcarce tell true. To lapfe, in 

u fullncfs 
lc Is ibrer, than to lie for need ; and falftiood 
44 Is worfe in Kings, than Beggars. My dear lord ! 
14 Thou'rt one o' th' falfeonesj now I think on 

" thee, 
c< My hunger's gone * but ev'n before, I was 
At point to fink for food. But what is this ? 

[Seeing the Cave. 
Here is a path to't*— - 'tis fome favage hold » 
'Tvvcre beft, not call ; I dare not call ; yet famine, 
Ere it clean o*er-throw nature, makes it valiant. 
44 Plenty, and peace, breeds cowards ; hardnefs 

44 ever 
Of hardinefs is mother. Ho! who's here? - 

If 
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* If any thing that's civil, fpeak ; if lavage, 
Take *or*c end — ho! no anfwer ? then Pll enter, 
Beft draw my fword ; and if mine enemy 
But fear the fword like me, he'll fcarcely look on't. 
Grant fuch a foe, good heav*ns! 

[She goes into the Cave. 

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Bel. You, Paladourj have prov'd bed woodman, and 
Are mailer of the feaft j Cadwal and I | 
Will play the cook, and fervant ; 'tis* oaf match : 
The fweat of induftry would dry, and die, 
But for the end it works to. Come, our ftomachs 
Will make what's homely fevoury ; wearinefs 
Can fnore upon the flint, when refty (loth 
Finds the down pillow hard. Now peace be here, 
Poorhoufe, that keep'ft thy fdf! 

Quid. I'm thoroughly weary, 

Arv. Pm weak with toil, yet ftrong in appetite. 

Quid. There is cold meat i* th* cave, we'll brouze 
on that, 
Whiiftwhat, we've kill'd, becookU 

BeL Stay, come not in—— [Looking in. 

" But that it eats our viftuak, I fhould think, 
" It were a Fairy. 

Quid. What's the matter, Sir? 

3 If any thing tbafs civil, ] civil, for human creature. 

If any thing that's civil, /peak; iffavage, 

take or lend. ] She is in doubt, whether this cave be 

the habitation of a man or bead. If it be the former, (he bids 
himjpeai j if the latter, that is, the den of a favage beaft, what 

then I Takt or lend We ftiould read, 

Take *or't end. ■ 

i. e. take my life ere famine end ic. Or was commonly ufed fcr 
ere ; this agrees to all that went before. But the Oxford Edit* 
cats the knot ; 

Take, or yield food 
(ays he. As if it was poflible fo plain a fentence fhould ever 
have been blundered into Take or lend. 

Bel 
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Bel. By Jupiter* an angel ! or, if not, 
An earthly Paragon. Behold divinends 
No elder than a boy. ■■ 

Enttr Imogen, 

Imo. <c Good matters harm me not \ 
c€ Before I enter*d here, I call'd ; and thought 
c * T* have begg'd, or bought, what I have took \ 

" good troth, 
*' I have ftoln <iought,nor would not, though Pd found 
cc Gold ftrew'd i* th* floor. Here's mony for my 

44 meat % 
" I would have left it on the board, fb loon 
** As 1 had made my meal * and parted thence 
<c With prayers for the provider. 

Gmd. Mony, youth? 

Arv. €C All gold and filver rather turn to dirt f 
c< As 'tis no better reckon 'd, but of thofe 
<c Who worfhip dirty Gods. 

Imo. " I fee, you're angry : 
€€ Know, if you kill me for my faulty I fhould 
* c Have dy'd, had I not made it. 

Bel. Whither bound? 

Imo. To Milf or d- Haven. 

Bel. What's your name ? 

Imo. Ftdele y Sir ; I have a kinfman, who 
Is bound for Italy : he embark'd at Milfor&\ 
To whom being going, almoft fpent with hunger, 
I'm fain in this offence. 

Bel. Prythee, fair youth, 
Think us no churls, nor mealure our good minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well encountep'd I - 
*Tis almoft night, you fhall have better cheer 
Ere you depart, and thanks to ftay and eat it. 
Boys, bid him welcome. 

<*uid. Were you a woman, youth, 
I ihould wooe hard, but be your groom isx hQnefty * 

Vol. VII. X J 
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* ' I bid for you, as I do buy. 

Arv. I'll make't my comfort, 
He is a man : I'll love him as my brother: 
And fuch a welcome as Pd give to him, 
After long abfence, fuch is yours. Moft welcome ! 
Be fprightly, for you fall 'mongft friends. 

Imo. 'Mongft friends, 
If brothers ; — 'Would it had teen fo, that they J 
Had been my father's fons/ (a) then had my price S Aftde. I 
Been lefc, and fo more equal ballancing j \ 

To thee, Pqfibumus. I 

Bel. He wrings at fome diftrefs. 

Guii. 'Would I could free't! I 

Arv. Or I, whatever it be, ' 

What pain it coft, what danger, Gods! ! 

Bel. Hark, boys. \Whifpering. 

Imo. Great men, i 

That had a court no bigger than this cave, 
That did attend themfelves, and had the virtue 
Which their own confidence feal'd them ; laying by 
That nothing-gift of 4 defering multitudes, 
Could not out-peer thefe twain — Pardon me, Gqdsl 
Pd change my fex to be companion with them, 
Since Leonatus is falle. 

Bel. Itfhallbefo: 
Boys, we'll go drefs our Hunt. Fair youth, come in j 
Difcourfe is heavy, fading ; when we've fupp'd, 
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy ftory, 
So far as thou wilt fpeak. 

Guid. I pray, draw near. 

Arv. The night to th* owl, and morn to th* lark, 
lefs welcome! 

Imo. Thanks, Sir. 

Arv. I pray, draw near. {Exeunt. 

4 d'fering\ Spelt right by Mr. Theobald. 

[(a)— then had my price more equal ballancing. Oxford 

Editor—- « Vulg, then had my prixi——more equal ballafiing.\ 

SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 
Changes to ROME. 

Enter two Roman Senators^ and Tribunes. 

1 Sen. TH H I S is the tenor of the Emperor's Writ ) 
X That fince the common men arc now irt 
a&ion 
'Gainft the Pannonians and Dalmatians^ 
And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Full weak to undertake our war againft 
The fall'n-off Britons ; that we do incite 
The gentry to this bufinefs. He creates 
Lucius Pro-conful ; 5 and to you, the tribunes 
For this immediate levy, he commends 
His ablblute commiffion. Long live Cafar! 

Tri. Is Lucius General of the Forces ? 

2 Sen. Ay, 

2r*\ Remaining now in Gallia ? 

1 Sen. With thofe legions 
Which I have fpoke of, whereunto your Levy 
Muft be fuppliant. The words of your commiffion 
Will tic you to the numbers and the time 
Of their difpatch. 

Tn. We will difcharge our duty. [Exeunt. 



• And to you , the tribunes 



For this immediate levy, he commands 

His ahfolute commiffion, ■ } Commands his commiffion 

is fbch a phrafe as Shakejpear would hardly have us'd. I have 
ve*ntur'd to fubftitute ; 

* ■ > he commends 



His ahfolute commiffion. 



i. e. ht recommends the care of making this levy to you; and 
gives you an abfolute commiffion for io doing. 



X 2 ACT 
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A C T IV. SCENE! 

Tie Foreji in Wales. 

Enter Cloten alone. 

I AM near to th' place where they fliould meet, if 
Pifanio have mapp'd it truly. How fit his gar- 
ments fervc me ! why (hould his miftrefs, who was 
made by him that made the tailor, not be fit too? the 
. rather, (faving reverence of the word,) becaufe, 'tis 
laid, a woman's fitnefi comes by fits. Therein I mull 
play the workman ; I dare fpeak it to my felf, (for it 
is not vain-glory for a man and his glafe to confer in 
his own chamber;) I mean, the lines of my body are 
as well drawn as his ; no left young, more ftrong, not 
beneath him in fortunes, beyond him in the advantage 
of the time, above him in birth, alike conver&nt in 
general fervices and more remarkable in (ingle of>po- 
fitions ; yet this (a) ill perfeverant thing loves him in 
my defpight. What mortality is! Poftbumus % thy 
head, which is now growing upon thy (houlders, 
fhall within this hour be off, thy miftrefs enforced, 
thy garments cut to pieces * before her face; and all 
this done, fpurn her home US her father, who may, 
happily, be a little angry for my fo rough ufage ; but 
my mother, having power of his teftinefs^ (hall turn 
all into my commendations. My horie is ty 9 d up 
fafe : out, fword, and to a fore purpofe ! fortune put 
them into my hand ; this is the very defcription of 

I hefire thy face,"} Poftbumus was to have his head 
ilruckoff, and then his garments cut to pieces before his feces 
we fhould read, — her fact. i. e. Imgen's, done tbdefpite her, 
who had faid, lhe efteem'd Po ft humus' & garment above theperfon 
of Clotcn. 

[(a) illperfivtrant. Oxford Editor — Vulg. imptrftverant.] 

their 



Digitized by CjOOQLC 



Cymbeline. 309 

their meeting place, and the fellow dares not deceive 

me. [Exit. 

S C E N E II. 

Changes to the Front of the Cave. 4 

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, and Imogen, 
firm the Cave. 

Be^\7 OU are not well : remain here in the cave j 
JL We'll come t* you after hunting. 
Arv. Brother, ftay here : \T*o Imogeg. 

Are we not brothers ?— — 

Imo., So man and man fhould be ; 
But clay and clay differs in tlignity, 
Whofe duft is both alike. I'm very fick. 
Gut d. Go you to hunting, I'll abide with him. 
Imo. So fick I am not, yet I am not well $ 
But not fo citizen a wanton, as 
To fcem to die, ere fick : fo pleafe you, leave me ; 
Stick to your journal courfe; the breach of cuftom 
Is breach of all. I'm ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Society is no comfort 
To one nQt fociable: I'm not very fick, 
Since I can reafon of it. Pray you truft me here, 
I'll rob none but myfelf; and let me die, 
Stealing fo poorly. 

Guid. I love thee : I have fpoke it ; 
How much the quantity, the weight as much, 
As I do love my father. 
Bel. What? how? how? 
Arv. If it be fin to fay fo, Sir, I yoke me 
In my good brother's fault : I know not why 
I Jove this youth, and I have heard you lay, 
Love reafons without reafon. The bier at door # 
And a demand who is't fhall die, I'd fay, 
My father, not this youth. 
Bth O noble ftrain! 

*3 . 9 
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woithinds of nature, breed of greatnefi ! 
Cowards father cowards, and bafe things fire the bafe : 
Nature hath meal and bran ; contempt and grace. 
Pm not their father ; yet who this fhould be, 

Doth miracle itfelf, lov'd before me !— — 
*Tis the ninth hour o' th' morn. 

Arv. Brother, farewel. 

Imo. I wifli yefport. 

Arv. You health-— -fo pleafe you, Sir. 

Imo. Thefe are kind creatures. Gods, what lies 
I've heard ! 
Our courtiers fay, all's favage, but at court: 
Experience, oh, how thou difprov'ft report,— — 
Th* imperious feas breed pionfters ; for %l# difh, 
Poor tributary rivers as fweet fifh ; 

1 am fick ftill, heart-fick — Pifanifi, 

I'll now tafte of thy drug. [Drinks out tf the viol 

Guid. I could not ftir nim; 
He faid, he was gentle, but unfortunate; 
Diflioneftly afflifted, butyethoneft. 

Arv. Thus did he anfwer me; yet faid, hereafter 
I might know more. 

Bel. To th' field, to th» field : ' 
We'll leave you for this time ; go in and reft # 

Arv. We'll not be long away. 

Bel. Pray, be not fick, 
For you muft be our houfewife, 

Imo. Well or il], 
I am bound to you. [Exit Imogen, to the Cave. 

Bel. And (hall be ever. 
This youth, howler diftrefs'd, appears to have had 
Good anceftors, 

Arv. How angel-like he fings! 

Guid. But his neat cookery! 

Arv, He cut our roots in characters ; 
And faue'd our broth, as Jhiiq had been fick, 
And he her dieter. 
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jfrv. Nobly he yokes 
A fmiling \frith a figh, as if the figh 
Was thut it was,- for Aoe beiftg tucti a fmild : 
The fmile mocking the figh, that it would fly 
From fo divinfc a temple, to commix 
With ttiftds that faifors rail at. 

Quid. 1 do note, 
That grief and patience, rotted in him both, 
* Mingle their fpurs together. 

jfrv. Grow, Patience! 
And let the ftinking Elder, Gridf, untwhie 
His pefifhing root,- toith tht encreafing vine ! 

BeL It is great morning, Cotfie, away: who's 
there? 

SCENE III. 

Enter Clotcn. 

Cbt. I cannot find thofe runagates : that villain 
Hath mock'd me. — —I am faint. 

BeL Thofe runagates! 
Means he not us? I partly know him ; 'tis 
Cloten 9 the fon o' th* Qjeen 5 I fear fome ambufli— - 
I fo& him not thefe many years, and yet 
I know, 'tis he: we're held' as Out-Jaws; hence. 

Gtiid. He is but one; you and my brother fearch 
What companies are near : pray you, away : 
Let me alone with him. 

{Exeunt Belarius WArviragus. 

Clot. Soft ! what are you, 
That fly me thus ? fome villain-mountaineer.——^ 
I've heard Of fuch. What flave art thou ? 

Guid. A thing -* 

More flavifli did I ne'er, than anfwering 
A flave without a knock. 

2 Mingle their /pur: together.'] Spurs > fin old word for the 
fibres of a tree. * Mr. Pefe. 

X 4 CR 
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Clot. Thou art a robber, 
A law-breaker, a villain; yield thee, thief. 

Guid. To whom? to thee? what art thou? have 
not I 
An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ? 
Thy words, I grant, arc bigger: for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art, 
Why I fhould yield to thee ? 

Clot. Thou villain bale, 
Know'ft me not by my cloaths ? 

Guid. No, nor thy tailor, rafcal, 
Who is thy grandfather; he made thofe cloaths,/ 
Which, as it feems, make thee. 

dot. Thou precious varlet ! 
My tailor made them not. 

Guid. Hence then, and thank 
The man that gave them thee. Thou art fomc fool* 
I'm loth to beat thee. 

Clot. Thou injurious thief, 
Hear but my name, and tremble. 

Guid. What's thy name ? 

Clot. Cloten % thou villain. 

Guid. Cloteny then, double villain, be thy name, 
I cannot tremble at it; were it toad, adder, fpider 
f Twould move me fooner. f 

Cbt. To thy further fear, 
Nay, to thy meer confufion, thou fhalt know 
I'm fon to th* Queen. 

Guid. Pm forry for'tj not feeming 
So worthy as thy birth. 

Clot. Art not afraid ? 

Guid. ' Thofe that I rev'rence, thofe I fear ; the 
wife: 
• At fooJs I laugh, not fear them. 

dot. Die the death !• 

When I have (lain thee with my proper hand, 
J'JJ follow thofe that even now fled hence, 

And 
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And on the gates of Lud's town fet your heads ; 
Yield, ruftick mountaineer. [Eight* and Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

. Enter Belarius and Arviragus. 

Bel No company's abroad. 

Arv. None ia the world; you did miftakehim, furc, 

Bel. I cannot tell : long is it fince I faw him. 
But time hath nothing blurr'd thofc lines of favour 
Which then he wore j the fnatches in his voice, 
And burft of fpeaking, were as his : Pm abfolute, 
'Twas very Cloten. 

Arv. In this place we left them ; 
I wifli my brother make good time with him, 
You fay he is ib fell. 

Bel Being icarce made up, 
I mean , to man, he had not apprehenfion 
Of roaring terrors ; for defedt of judgment 
(a) Is aft the cure of fe&r. But fee, thy brother. 

Enter Guiderius, with Cloten'j Head. 

Guid. This Ooten was a fool, an empty purfe, 
There was no mony in't ; not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his brains, for he had none: 
Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne 
My head, as I do his. 

Bel. What haft thou done? 

Guid. Pm perfeft, what 5 cut off one Cloten's head, 
Son to the Queen, after his own report $ 
Who call'd me traitor, mountaineer, and fwore 
With his own fingle hand he'd take us in ; 
Pifplace our heads, where, thanks to th' Gods, they 

grow, 
And fet them on Lud's town. 

[ (a) Is oft tht cure of fear, Oxford Editor^r— Volg, ij *ft . 
tie caufe of fear.) 

Bel% 
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Bel. We're all undone ! 

Quid. Why, worthy father, what have we to lafe, 
But what he fwore to take, our lives ? the law 
Prote&s not us ; then why fhould we be tender, 
To let an arrogant piece of flelh threat us ? 
Play judge, and executfoncr, all himfelf? 
For we do fear the law. What company 
Difcover you abroad ? 

Bet. Nofmgiefoui 
Can we fet eye on 5 but, in all fafe reafbn, 
He nrtuft have fome attendants. s Though his honour 
Was nothing but mutation, ay, and that 
From one bad thing to worfe; yet not his frenzy, 
Not abfolute madnefs, could fo far have rav^d, 
To bring him here alone j although, perhaps, 
It may be heard at court, that fuch as we 
Cave here, haunt here, are Out-latirs, and in time 
May make fome ftrongef head : the which he hearing, 
(As it is like him,) might break out, and fwear, 
He'd fetch us in 5 yet is't not probable 
To come alone, nor he fo undertaking, 
Nor they fo fuffering -, then on good ground we fear, 
If I do fear, this body hath a tail 
More perilous than the head. 

Arv. Let ordinance 
Come, as the Gods forefay it *, howfbe'er, 
My brother hath done well. 

Bel. I had no mind 
To hunt this day : the boy Fidek's ficknefs 
. Did make my way long forth. 

Guid. With his own fword, 



• Though his honour 



Was nothing hut mutation,*——] Mr. Theobald, as ufual, not 
underftanding this, turns honour to humour. But the text is right, 
and means that the only notion he had of honour, was the faflSon, 
which was perpetually changing. A fine ftroke of fatire, well 
ocpreffed : yet the Oxford Editor follows Mt. Theobald. 

Which 
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Which he did wave ag&inft my throat, Fve ta'en 
His head from him : Til throw* t into. the creek 
Behind our rock ; and let it to the iea, 
And tell the fifties, he's the Queen's ion, Cloten. 

* That's all I reck. [Exit. 

Bel. I fear, 'twill be reveng'd : 
•Would, Paladour, thou hadft not doneV though 

valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Arv. 'Would I had done't, 
So the revenge alone pqrfu'd me ! Paladour* 
I love thee brotherly, but envy much, 
Thou'ft robb'd me of this deed j [ would, revenges, 
That poflible ftrength might meet, would feek u&thro% 
And put us to bur anfwer. 

Bel. Well, 'tis done: 
We'll hunt no more to day, nor fcek for danger 
Where there's no profit.. Pr'ythce, to our rock, 
You and Fidele play the cooks : I'll ftay 
'Till hafty Paladour return, and bring him 
To dinner prefently. 

Arv. Poor fick Fidele! 
I'll willingly to him: To gain his colour, 

* I'd let a marifli of fuch Clotens blood, 

And praife myfelf for charity. [EmK 

Bel. O thou Goddefs, 
Thou divine Nature! how thyfelf thou blazon'ft 

* In thefe two princely boys! they are as gentle, 

* As Zephyrs blowing below the violet, 

4 That's all I reck.] /. e. car©. Mr. Pope. 

5 rd let a pa ri s h of fuch Clotens blood,'] This nonfenfe fhoul4 . 
be corrected thus, 

Td la a marish of fuch Clotens blood, 
i. e. a marfh or lake. So Smith, in his account of Virginia^ 
Tea Venice, at this time the admiration of the earth, was atfirjk 
hut a marifh, inhabited by poorfjhermen. In the firift book of 
Maccabees y chap. ix. ver, 42. the Tranflators u'fe the word in the 
fame fenfe, 

« No? 
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« Not wagging his fwcct head; and yet as rough, 

* (Their royal blood enchaf *d,) as the rud'ft wind, 
c That by the top doth take the mountain pine, 

* And make him ftoop to th* vale — 'Tis wonderful, 
4 6 That an invifible inftinft fhould frame them 

* To royalty unlearn'd, honour untaught, 

* Civility not feen from other ; valour, 

c That wildly grows in them ; but yields a crop 

* As if it had been fow'd. Yet (till it's ftrangc 
What Clot ens being here to us portends, 

Or what his death will bring us. 

Re-enter Guiderius. 

t Guid. Where's my brother ? 

I have fent Cloten's clot-pole down the ftream, 

In embattle to his mother ; his body's hoftage 

For his return. [Solemn mttfick. 

ifa/. My ingenious inftrutnent! 
Hark, Paladour! it founds : but what occafion 
Hath Cadwall now to give it motion ? hark ! 

Guid. Is he at home ? 

Bel. He went hence even now. 

Guid. What does he mean ? Since death of my 
dear'ft Mother, 
It did not fpeak before. All folemn things 
Should anfwer folemn accidents. The matter !— — 

6 That an invifible *>r/«r£— ] Bat where is the wonder that 
an invifible injlinft (hould do this, any more than an i&vifibU 
reafon? It appears then that the poet ufes invifible for blind. 
And by blind infiinS he means a kind of plaftic nature, acting as an 
inftrument under the Creator, without intention, and then there is 
oaufe of wonder, that blind infiinQ mould do as much zsjbarp- 
figbted reafon. One not well acquainted with SbakefpearH manner,, 
in the licentioufnefs of his language and the profoundness of his 
fenfe, would be apt to think he wrote invincible, /. e. that bore 
down all before it. But the poet here transfers the term' belonging 
to -the obj$8 upon the Jkbjefi : unlefs we will rather fuppofc it 
was his intention to give invifible (which has a pajftve}- an a&ivt 
fignification ; and then it will mean the fame as not feeing. 

Triumphs 
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Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys, 
Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys. 
Is Cadwall mad ? 

SCENE V, 

Enter Arviragus, with Imogen ie ad 3 bearing her in 
bis arms. 

Beh Look, here he comes ! 
And brings the dire occafion, in his arms, 
Of what we blame him for. 

Aro. c The bird is dead, 

* That we have made fo much on ! Thad rather 
4 Have skipt from fixteen years of age to fixty j 

* And turn'd my leaping time into a crutch* 
4 Than have feen this. 

Gttid. ' Oh fweeteft, faireft lilly ! 
1 My brother wears thee not one half fo well, 

* As when thou grew'ft thyfclf. 

Bel. c 7 O melancholy \ 

* Who ever yet could found thy bottom ? find 

4 The ooze, to fhew what coaft thy fluggifh carrack 

* Might eas'lieft harbour in ? thou blefled thing ! 

4 Jove knows, what man thou might'ft have made * 

but ah ! 
1 Thou dy'dft, a moft rare boy, of melancholy ! 
4 How found you him ? 

7 oh, melancholy! 

Who evtryet could found thy bottom ? find 
The ooze, tojhew what coaft tbyfluggijb care 

Might easUieft harbour in f ] But as plaufib!e as this at 

firft fight may feem, all thofe, who know any thing of good 
writing, will agree, that our author muft have wrote, 
— to Jb*w nvhat coaft thyjluggijh carrack 
Might taflitft harbour in ? 
Carrack is a flow, heavy built veflel of burden. This reflorei 
the uniformity of the metaphor, compleats the fenfe, and is a 
word of great propriety and beauty to defign a melancholic 
pwfon. 

Arv* 
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Arv. c Stark, as you fee : 
« Thus fmiling, as fonie fly had tickled (lumber ! 
4 Not as Death's dart being laugh'd at : his right cheek 
' Repofing on a cufhion. 

Guid. ' Where? 

Arv. 'OW floor: 
« His arms thus leagu'd \ I thought, he flept ; and put 
« My clouted brogues from off my feet, whofe rudenefi 
* AnfwerM my fteps too loud. 

Guid. * Why, he but fleeps ; 
, cc If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed ; . 
Cc With female Fairies will his tomb be haunted, 
u And worms will not come near thee. 

Any. " With faireft flow'rs, 
" 'Whilft fummer lafts, and I live here, Fideie, 
cc I'll fweeten thy fad grave. Thou (halt not lack 
c< The flow'r that's like thy face, pale Primrofe ; nor 
" The azur'd Hare-bell> like thy veins* no, nor 
" The leaf of Eglantine \ which not to (lander, 
" Out-fweeten'd not thy breath. • The Raddock 

would, 
cc With charitable bill, (oh bill, fore-fhaming 
ct Thofe rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lye 
C6 . Without a Monument !) bring thee all this ; 
46 Yea, and furrM mofs befides, when flow'rs are none, 
w To winter-gown thy coarfe. ■ 

Guid. Pr'y thee, have done ; 



• The Raddock would. 



With charitable bill, bring thee all this ; 
Yea, and furred mofs befides. When flvufrf an none, 
To w/»/*r-ground thy courfe - — \ Here again, the metaphor 
fe flrangely mangled. What Senfe is there in wtnter-groumding a 
coarfe with mofs ? A coarfe might indeed be faid to be winter- 
grounded in good thick clay. But the epithet furr'd to mofs 
directs us plainly to another reading, 

To <wintergov/n thy coarfe. 
i. e. the fummer habit fhall be a light gown of jlewers, thy 
winter habit a good vjzvmfurr'dgo'wn of mofs. 

And 
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And do not play in wench-like words with that 
Which is fo ferious. Let us bury him, 
And not protradt with admiration what 
Is now due debt. — To th* grave. 
Aro. Say, where fhall's lay him ? 
Guid. By good Euripbile, our mother. 
Aro. Be'tfo: 
And let us, Paladour^ though now our voices 
Have got, the mannifli crack, fing him to th* ground ; 
As, once^ our mother : ufe like note, and words, 
Save that Euriphik muft be Fidele* 

Guid. Cadwally 
I cannot fing : I'll weep, and word it with thee; 
" For notes of forrow, out of tune, are worfc 
" Than Priefts and Fanes that lie. 
Aro. We'll fpeak it then. 
Bel. Great griefs, I fee, med'cinethelefs. For Clotett 
Is quite forgot. He was a Queen's fon, boys, 
And though he came our enemy, remember, 
(a) He has paid for that : the mean and mighty, rotting 
Together, have one duft ; yet Reverence, 
(That angel of the world,) doth make diftinftion 
Of place 'twixt high and low. Our foe was princely, 
Ana though you took his life, as being our foe, 
Yet bury him as a Prince. % 

Guid. Pray, fetch him hither. » 
fterjites 9 body is as good as Ajax* 
When neither are alive. 

Aro. If you'll go fetch him, 
We'll lay our fong the whilft : Brother, begin. , 
Guid. Nay, CadwalL, we muft lay his head to th' 
Eaftj 
My father hath a reafon for't. 
Aro. 'Tistrue. 

[ [a) He has paid for that. Oxford Editor. — Vulg. Waipaii 
fur that.] 

Guid. 
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Guid. Come on then, and remove him* K 

Arv. So, begin. 

SONG. 

Guid. c f Fear no more the beat tttV Sun* 

* Nor the furious winter's rages *, 

* Thou thy worldly task baft done, 

* Home art gone, and to* en thy wages. 
Golden lads ana girls all muft, 

As chimney [weeper s % come to dujt. 

Arv. * Fear no more the frown o'tV Great y 

. c Thou art paft the tyrant's ftroke \ 

* Care no more to cloatb and eat; 

c To thee the reed is as the oak : 
The fcepter, learning, pbyfick, muft 
All follow this, and come to dujt. 
Guid. * Fear no more the Ughtning-flqfh. 

Arv. Nor tV all-dreaded thunder-ftone. 
Quid. * Fear nojlander, cenfure rqfh. 

Arv. * Thou haft fimflfdjoy and moan. 
Both. All lovers young, all lovers mujl 

Confign to thee, and come to duft. , • 

Guid. No exorcifer harm thee ! 
Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm thee! 
Guid. Gboft, unlaid, forbear thee I 
Arv. Nobbing ill come near thee ! 
Both, ^fdet confummation have, 

And renowned be thy Grave ! 

Enter Belarius, with the body of Cloten. 

Guid. We've done our obfequies: .come, lay him 

down. 
Bel. " Here's a few fiow'rs, but about midnight 

more; 

9 Fear no more, &c] This is the topic of confolation that nature 
dictates to all men on thefe occafions. The fame farewel we have 
over the dead body in Lucia*. Tutw *Ahw uttTi £i*\*cw> 

« The 
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u The herbs, that have on them cold dew o f th* night, 
u Are ftrewings fitt'ft for Graves. —Upon their faces— 
" You were as flow'rs, now withered ; even fo 
" Thefe herbelets fhall, which we upon you ftrow. 

M Come on, away, apart upon our knees 

" The ground, that gave them firft, has them again : 

* Their pleafure here is pad, fois their pain. [Exeunt. 

Imogen, awaking. 

Imo. c Yes, Sir, to Milford-Haven^ which is th* 
way?— 

* I thank you — by yond bufli ?— — pray, how far 

thither?—— 

* 'Ods pittikins — can it be fix mile yet?— — 

* I've gone all night — 'faith, I'll lye down and deep* . 

* But, foft ! no bedfellow— Oh Gods, and Goddeffes ! 

[Seeing the body. 
( Thefe flow'rs are like the pleafures of the world ; 
4 This bloody man the care on't — I hope, I dream ; 
( For, fore, I thought I was a cave- keeper, 
( And cook to honeft creatures. But 'tis not lb : 
( *Twas but a bolt of nothing, (hot at nothing, 
€ Which the brain makes of fumes : Our very eyes 
4 Are fometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faith, 

* I tremble ftill with fear ; but if there be 
4 Yet left in heav'n as fmall a drop of pity 
c As a wren's eye, oh Gods ! a part of it ! 

* The dream's here ftill ; cv'n when I wake, it is 

( Without me, as within me \ not imagin'd, felt. 

A headlefs man ! — the garments of Pqftbumus ? 

I know the fhape of 's leg, this is his hand, 

His foot mercurial* his martial thigh, 

The brawns of Hercules : but his jovial face- ■ 

Murther in heaven?— how !— - 'tis gone!— • 

Pifani$t——~ 
All curfes madded Hecuba gave the Greeks* 
And mine to boot, be darted on thee! thou, 
Voi. VII. Y 'Twas 
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'Twas thou, confpiring with that devil Cloten, 
Haft here cut off my lord. To write, and read, 
Be henceforth treach'rous !— DamnM Pifanio 
Hath with his forged letters — damn'd Pifanio /— - 
From this the braveft veflcl of the world 
Struck the main-top ! oh Pofthumus^ alas, 
Where is thy head ? where's That ? ah me, whereas 

That? 
Pifanio might have kill'd thee at the heart, 
And left thy head on. How fhould this be, Pifanio ?— 
9 Tis he and Cloten. Malice and lucre in them 
Have laid this woe here. Oh, 'tis pregnant, pregnant! 
The drug he gave me, which, he faid, was precious 
And cordial to me, have I not found it 
Murth'rous to th 9 fenfes ? that confirms it home : 
This is Pifanifo deed, and Clot en's* Oh ! 
Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood, 
That we the horriaer may feem to thofe 
Which chance to find us. Oh, my lord ! my lord! 

SCENE VII. 
Enter Lucius, Captains ,• and a Sooth foyer. 

9 

Cap. To them, the Jegions garrifon'd in Gallia, 
After your will, have cro6*d the fea, attending 
You here at Milford- Haven > with your Ships: 
They are in readinefs. 

Luc. But what from Rome t 

Cap. The Senate hath ftirrM up the Confincrs, 
And Gentlemen of Italy ^ mod willing fpirits, 
That promife noble fervice; and they come 
Under the conduit of bold Iacbimo^ 
Syenna's Brother. 
* Luc . When expeft you them ? 

Cap. With the next benefit oW wind* 

Luc. This forwardnefc 

Makes 
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Makes our hopes fair. Command, our prcfent numbers 
Be mufter'd ; bid the Captains look to't. Now, Sir, 
What have you dream'd, of late, of this war's purpofe ? 

Sooth. 9 Laft night, the very Gods fhew'd me a 
vifion. 
(I faft, and pray'd for their intelligence) 
I faw Jove's bird, the Roman eagle, wing'd 
From the fpungy fouth, to this part of the Weft, 
There vanilh'd in the fun- beams; which portends 
(Unlds my fins abufe my divination) 
Succefs to th' Roman Hoft. 

Luc. Dream often fo, 

And never falfe! Soft, ho, what Trunk is here 

Without his top ? the ruin fpeaks, that fometime 
It was a worthy building. How ! a page !—— 
Or dead, or fleeping on him ? but dead, rather : 
For Nature doth abhor to make his couch 
With the defunft, or fleep upon the dead. 
Let's fee the boy's face. 

Cap. He's alive, my lord. 

Luc. He'll then inftruft us of this body. Young one* 
Inform us of thy fortunes, for, it feems. 
They crave to be demanded : who is this, 
Thou mak'ft/chy bloody pillow? / who was he, 
That, otherWife than noble "Nature did, 
Hath alter'd that good pidlure? what's thy intereft 

9 Laft night, the very Gods Jht«j?i me a vifion.] Tke w^Jf 
Gods may , indeed, fignify the Gods themfelves immediately, and 
not by the intcrvfention of other agents or inftruments ; yet I am 
perfuaded the reading is corrupt, and that Shake/pear- wrote, 

Lc^fi night the wa*by Gods— — 
Warty here fignifyine, animadverting, forewarning ,' rea<fy to 
give notice ; not, as in its more ufual meaning, cautious, referred. 

1 ■■ " who was h P 

That, otberwife than noble Nature did, 

Hath alter d that good pitture ?— ] The Editor* Mr, The** 
bald, cavils at this paffage. He fays, it is far from htingftriaty 
grammatical 1 and yet, what is ftrange, he fubjoiria a paraphraie 
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In this fad wreck ? how came it, and who is k ? 
What art thou ? 
Imo. I am nothing •, or if not, 
- Nothing to be, were better. This was my matter, 
A very valiant Briton^ and a good, 
That here by mountaineers lyes (lain : alas ! 
There are no more fuch matters : I may wander 
From Eaft to Occident, cry out for fervice, 
Try many, all good, ferve them truly, never 
Find fuch another mafter. 

Luc. 'Lack, good youth! 
Thou mov'ft no lefs with thy complaining, than 
Thy mafter inWeeding: iay his name, good friend. 

Imo. Richard du Champ. If I do lye, and do 
No harm by it, though the Gods hear, I hope, [Afi/k. 
They'll pardon it. Say you, Sir? 

Luc. Thy name? 

Imo. Ftdele<> Sir. 

Luc. Thou doft approve thy felf the very lame ; 
Thy name well fits thy faith j thy faith, thy name. 

•f his own, which (hews it to be ftri&ly grammatical. For, fayi 
he, tbe confiru&ion of tbefe words is ibis, wfy bath altered that 
rood pi Sure otberwife tban nature altered it \ fuppofe then this 
Editor's meaning was, that the grammatical c<\*illru&ion would 
not conform to the fenfe ; (for a bad writer, like a bad man, 
generally fays one thing and means another.) He fubjoining, 
Shakefpear defigned to fey, If the text ie genuine, Iwbobatb alter* d 
$bat good fi Sure from <wbat noble nature at frj/l made it. Here 
again he is miftaken ; Shakefpear meant, like a plain man* jult as 
he fpoke ; and as our Editor firft paraphrafed him, who ha h 
altered that good piclure otherwife than nature altered it ? And 
the folution of the difficulty in this fentimenf, which fo modi 
perplexed him, is this : The fpeaker fees a yoting man without a 
head, and confequently much Jbort en" d in flat are ; on which he 
breaks out into this exclamation, who hath altered this good form 
by making it Ihorter; fo contrary to the practice of nature 
which by yearly acceflion of growth alters it by y making it taller. 
Nooccafion then for the Editor to change did' into bid with 
an allufion to the command againfi murder j which then fhould 
have been forbid inftead of bid. 

\ Wilt 
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Wile take thy chance with me ? I will not fay 
Thou (halt be fo well mafter'd, but, be furc, 
No lefs belov'cL The Roman Emperors letters, 
Sent by a Conful to me, fhould no fooner, 
Than thine own worth, prefer thee : go with me. 
/mo. I'll follow, Sir. But firft, an't pleafe the 
Gods, 
Til hide my matter from the flies as deep 
As thefe door pickaxes can dig : and when 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I ha* ftrew'd his 

Grave, 
And on it faid a century of pray'rs, 
(Such as I can,) twice o'er, I'll weep and figh 5 

And, leaving fo his fervice, follow you, 

So pleafe you entertain me. 
Luc. Ay, good youth, 

And rather father thee, than matter thee. 

My friends, 

The boy hath taught us manly duties : let us 

Find out the prettieft dazied-plot we can, 

And make him with our pikes and partizans 

A Grave * come, arm him : boy, he is preferred 

By thee to us, and he lhall be interr'd 

As foJdiers can. Be chearfiil, wipe thine eyes": 

Some Falls are means the happier to arife. . [Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII. 

Changes to Cyrabeline'j Palace. 

Enter Cymbeline, Lords, and Pifanio. 

Cym. A GAIN} and bring me word, how 'tis 

£\ with her ! 
A fever with the abfcnce of her ion ; 
Madnefs, of which her life's in danger * heav'ns ! 
How deeply you at once do touch me. Imogen, 

Y3 The 
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The great part of my comfort, gone! my Queen 

Upon a defperate bed, and in a time 
When fearful wars point at me! her fon gone, 
So needful for this prefent! it ftrikes me, paft 
The hope of comfort. But for thee, fellow, 
.Who needs muft know of her departure, arid 
Doll feem fo ignorant, we'll force it from thee 
By a (harp torture. 

Pif. Sir, my life is yours, 
,1 fet it at your will : bur, for my miftrefi, 
I nothing know where flie remains ; why, gone; 
Nor when flie purpofes Return. 'Befeech your 

Highnefc, 
Hold me your loyal fervant. 

Lord. Good my liege, 
The day that (he was miffing, he was here 5. 
I dare be bound he's true, and flull perform 
All parts of his fubjeftion loyally. For Clotm^ 
There wants no diligence in feeking him, 
And will no doubt be found. 

Cym. The time is troublefome ; 
We'll flip you for a leafon, but our jealoufy 
Do's yet depend. 

Lord. So pletfe your Majefty, 
The Roman Legions, all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your coaft, with large fupply 
Of Roman Gentlemen, by th* Senate fent. 

Qm. Now for the counfel of my Son and Queen !— 
I am amaz'd with, matter. 

Lord. Good my liege, 
Your preparation can affront no Jefe 
Than what you hear of. Come more, for more 

you're ready; 
The want is, but to put thefe Powers in motion, 
That long to move. 

-Cym. 1 thank you ; let's withdraw, 
And meet the. time, as it feeks us. We ftjarnot 

What 
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What can from ftafy annoy us, bat 

Wc grieve at chances here. — Away.— [Exeunt. 

Pif. (a) I heard no letter from my matter, fince 
I wrote hyn, Imogen was (lain. 'Tis ftrangej 
Nor hear I from my mtftrefs, who did promife 
To yield me often tidings. Neither know I, 
What is betide to Cloten ; but remain 
Perplext in all. The heavens (till muft work ; 
Wherein Pm falfe, I'm honeft : not true, to be true. 
Thefe prefent wars (hall find, I love my Country, 
Ev*n to the note o* th 1 King, or I fall in them ; 
All other doubts, by time let them be clear'd ; 
Fortune brings in fomc boats, that are not fteer'd. 

[Exit. 

SCENE IX. 

Changes to the Forejl. 

Anter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Gmd. np H E nbife is round about us. 
X Bel. Let us from it. 

Arv. What pleafure, Sir, Bud we in life, to lock it 
From a&ion and adventure ? 

Guid. Nay, what hope . 
Have we in hiding us ? this way the Romans 
Muft or for Britons flay us, or receive us 
For barb'rous and unnatural Revolts 
During their ufe, and flay us after. 

Bel. Sons, 
We'll higher to the mountains, there fecure us. 
To the King's Party there's no going ; newneft 
Of Clot en's death (we being not known, nor mufterM 
Among the bands) may drive us * to a Render 

2 — "U a Render] a render, for a confeffion. 

[a) t<ve had no letter.— Oxford Editor—Vulg. I beard no 
Utter ] 

v Y 4 Whew 
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Where we have livM : and to extort from us 
That which we've done, whofe anfwer would be death 
Drawn on with torture. 

Guid. This is, Sir, a doubt 
(In fuch a time) nothing becoming you, * 
Nor fatisfying us. 

Arv. It -is not likely, 
That when they hear the Roman hories neigh, 
Behold their quartered fires, * have both their eyes 
And ears fo 'ploy'd importantly as now, 
That they will wade their time upon our note 
To know from whence we are. 

Bel. Oh, I am known 
Of many in the army ; many years, 
Though Cloten then but young, (you fee,) not wore 

him 
From my remembrance. And, belides, the King 
Hath not deferVd my fcrvicc, nor your loves, 
Who find in my exile the want of breeding ; 
The certainty of this hard life, aye hopelefe 
To have the oourtefie your cradle promised ; 
But to be ftill hot fiimmer's taniings, and 
The fhrinking (laves of winter. 

Guid. Than be fo 9 
Better to ceafc to be. Pray, Sir, to th' army; 
I and my brother are not known; your felf 
So out of thought, and thereto foo'er-grown, 



-have both their eyes 



And ears fo cloy'd importunity as now."] There is bo 
doubt, but oar inlanders would be thoroughly clofd of die light 
and noife of a terrible and powerful invader. But this would 
not hinder their turning their attention on another objed. Now 
the fpeaker is maintaining, that their attention ^to the inwafu* 
would keep them from inquiring after bins. Belides what it is> 
to be importantly clofd, I have not the leail conception of. Sbakf 
Jpear without doubt wrote, 

■ ■ J o , FLor f D importantly as now. 
i. e. impbyedot taken up with things of fuch importance. 

Cannot 
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Cannot be queftion'd. 

Aro. By this Sun that fhincs, 
Til thither ; what thing is it, that I never 
Did fee man die, fcarce ever look'd on blood, 
But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venifon ? 
Never beftrid a horfe fave one, that had 
A rider like myfelf who ne'er wore rowel. 
Nor iron on his heel ? I am afham'd 
To look Upon the holy Sun, to have 
The benefit of his belt beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 

GulZ By heav'ns, I'll go; 
If you will blefs me, Sir, and give me leave, 
I'll take the better care; but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The hands of Romans I 

jfru. So fay I, Amen. 

Bel No reafon I (fince of your lives you fet 
So flight a valuation) fhould referve 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, 

boys; 
If in your country wars you chance to die, 
That is my bed too, lads ; and there Til lye. 
Lead, lead; the timefeems long: their blood thinks 

fcorn 
Till it flie out, and fhew them Princes born. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

A Field between the Britifti and Roman Camps. 
Enter Fafthomas, with a Moody kankenbief. • 

Posthumus. 

YEA, bloody cloth, PI1 keep thee 5 for I wifht, 
Thoa fhouki'ft be colour'd thus. You Carried 
Ones, 
If each of you would take this courfe, how many 
Muft murder wives much better than themfelves 
For wrying but a little ? oh, PifanioJ 
Every good fervant does not all Commands ; 
No bond, but to dojuflf ones.—-— Gods! if you 
Should haveta'en vengeance on my fauks, I never 
Had lived to put on this ; fo had you faved 
The noble Imogen to repent, and ftruck 
Me, wwftch, more worth your vengeance. But alack, 
You fnatch from hence for little faults; that's love* 
To have them ffcli fib mare :— you fome permit 
To fecortd ills with ills, each worfe than other, 
* And make them dread, to the doers* thrift. — — 
But Imogen's your own : do your beft wills, 
And make me bleft Vobey! I am brought hither 
Among th* Italian Gentry, and to fight 
Againil my lady's Kingdom ; 'tis enough, 
That, Britaine, I have kill'd thy miftrefs : Peace ! 
I'll give no wound to thee. Therefore, good heav'ns, 
Hear patiently my purpofe. I'll difrobe me 
Of thefe Italian weeds,, and fuit myfelf 
As do's a Briton peafant 5 fo i'Jl fight 
Againft the pare i come with ; fo I'll die 
For thee, O Imogen^ for whom my life 
Is,' eV*ry breath, a death 5 and thus unknown, 
Pitied, nor hated, to the face of peril 

My 
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, Myfelf I'll dedicate. Let me make «nen know 
More valour in me, than my Habits ihew ; 
Gods, put the ftrsngth o* th* Leonati in me! 
To fliaiHe the guife o* th* world, I will begin 
The fafliion, leis without, and more within. [Exit. 

Enter Lucius, Iachimo, and the Roman army at one 
door\ and the Britifh army at another 5 Leonatus 
Pofthumus following like a poor foUier. they march 
over, and go out. Then enter again in skirmijb Iachi- 
mo, am Pofthumus; he vanquifhetb and cUfarmctb 
Iachimo, and then leaves him. 

Iaeb. The heavinefs and guilt, within my bofom, 
Takes off my manhood ; I've beJy'd a lady, 
The Princefs of this country ; and the air on't 
Revengingly enfeebles me : or could this carle, 
A very drudge of nature, have fubdu'd me 
In my profeffion ? Knighthoods, and Honours born, 
As I wea£ mine, are titles but of fcorn : 
If that thy gentry, Britaine, go before 
This lowt, as he exceeds our lords; the odds 
Is, that we fcarce are men, and you are Gods. [Exit, 

The tattle continues ; the Britons Jfy 9 Cymbeline is 
taken ; then enter to his rejeue, Belarius, Guiderius, 
and Arviragus. 

Bel. Stand, ftand; we have th* advantage of the 
ground ; 
That lane is guarded : nothing routs us, but 
The villany of our fears. 

Guid. Arv. Stand, ftand, and fight. J 

Enter Pofthumus, and founds the Britons, they refiitt 
Cymbeline, and exeunt. 

Then Enter Lucius, Iachimo, and Imogen. . 

Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and fave thyfidf j 
For friends kill friends, and the disorder's fuch 

As 
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As war were hood-winked. 

lack. *Tis their frefli fupplies. 

Luc . It is a day turn'd ftrangely. Or betimes 
Let's rc-inforce, or fly. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
Another Part of the Field of Battle. 

Enter Pofthumus, and a Britifli Lord. 

Lord. /^Am'ft thou from where they made the 
V> Stand? 

Poft. I did. 
Though you, it fcems, came from the fliers. 

Lord. I did. 

Poft. No blame be to you, Sir, for all was loft, 
But that the heavens fought : the King himfclf 
« Of his wings deftitute, the army broken, 

* And but the backs of Britaine feen ; all flying 

4 Through a ftraight lane, the enemy full-hearced, 

* Lolling the tongue with flaughtering, having work 

* More plentiful, than tools to do't, ftruck down 

* Some mortally, fome (lightly touch'd, fome falling 

* Meerly through fear, that the ftraight Pals was 

4 damn'd 

* With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living 

* To die with lengthened fliame. 
Lord. Where was this lane? 

Poft. Clofe by the batde, ditch'd, and wallM with 
turf, 
Which gave advantage to an ancient fbldier, 
(An honeft one, I warrant,) who deferv'd 
So long a breeding as his white beard came to, 
In doing this for's Country. 'Thwart the lancy 
He, with two ftriplings, (lads, more like to run 
The country Bale, than to commit fuch (laughter \ 
With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer 

Than 
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Than thofe * for prefervation cas'd, or fhame,) 

Made good the paffage, cry'd to thofe that fled, 

Our Britain?* Harts die flying, not our men ; 

To darknefs fleet fouls, that fly backwards ! ftand ; 

Or we are Romans* and will give you That 

Like beads, which you fhun beaftly, and may lave 

But to look back in frown: ftand, ftand.—— Thefe 

three, 
Three thoufand confident, in aft as many ; . 
(For three performers are the file, when all 
The reft do nothing *) with this word, Stand, ftand, 
Accommodated by the place, (more charming 
With their own Noblenefs, which could have turn'd 
A diftafF to a lance) gilded pale looks ; 
Part, fhame, part, fpirit-renew'd ; * that fbme, turn'd 

coward 
But by example, (oh, a fin in war, 
Damn'd in the firft beginners!) 9 gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like lions 
Upon the pikes o'th* hunters. Then began 
A flop i'th* chafer, a retire ; anon, 
\ A rout, confufion-thick. Forthwith they flic 
Chickens, the way which they ftoop'd eagles : (laves, 
The ftrides they vi&ors made ; and now'our cowards, 
Like fragments in hard voyages, became 
The life o'th* need ; having found the back door open 
Of the unguarded hearts, heav'ns, how they wouod 
Some (lain before, fbme dying ; fome, their friends 
O'er-borne i'th* former wave ; ten, chae'd by one, 
Are now each one the flaughter-man of twenty j 

i — for prefervation cas*d, or fhame,] Shame, for modefty. 
— that fome, turned cvwari\ Some, for that part 



which. 

3 A romi 9 confufion thick. — ] This is read as if it was a thick 
oonfufion, and only another term for rout: whereas confufion-thick 
fhould be read thus with an hyphen, and is a very beautiful com- 
pound epithet to rout. But Shakefpear % % fine didion is not a little 
obfeured throughout by thus disfiguring his compound adje&ives. 

Thofe, 
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Thofe, that would die or ere rtfift, are grown 
The mortal hugs o'th* field. 

Lard. This was ftrange chance, 
A narrow lane ! an old man, and two boys ! 

Poft. Nay, do not wonder at it ; you arc made 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 
Than to work any. Will you rhime upon*t ? 
And vent it for a mockery ? here is one : 
Two boys, a* old tnan 9 (twice a boy,) a lane y 
Preferv'd the Britons, was the Romans* bane. 

Lord. Nay, be not angry, Sir. 

Poft. Lack! to what end? 
Who dares not ftand his foe, I'll be his friend ; 
For if he'll do, as he is made to do, 
1 know, he'll quickly fly my friendship too. 
You have put me into rhime?. 

Lord. Farewel, you are angry. ['£#/• 

Poft. This is a lord- — oh noble mifery, 
To be i'ch' field, and ask what news, of me! 
To day, how many would have given their honours 
To've fav'd their carcafles ? took heel to do't, 
And yet died too ? u 4 I, in mine own woe charhi'd, 
" Could not find death, where I did hear him groan j 
" Nor feel him; where he ftruck. This ugly manlier,— 
" 'Tis ftrange he hides him in frefli cups, foft beds, 
** Sweet words 5 or hath more minifters than we, 
" That draw his knives i'th* war— Well, I will find 
him: 



4 .*. ■ ..»•/, in mine own <wot ebajm*d,]Alfeding to tire com- 
mon fuperftition of Charms being powerful enough to keep men 
unhurt in battle. It was derived from our Sax** anccfttrs, 
and fo is common to us with the Germans, who are above all 
other people given to this fuperilition, which made Erajmms, 
where, in his Mori* Encomium; he gives to each nation its proper 
chara&eriftic, fay, Germani corporum froceritate (sfmagpfeceg- 
nitione fibi placent : and Prior, in his Alma, 

North Britons hence haw* fecond fight: 
And Germans free from gun-ihot fight. 

For 
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For being now a favourer to the Briton, 
No more a Briton^ Pve refunfd again 
The part I came in. Fight I will no more, 
But yield aie to the vericft hind, that fhall 
Once touch my fhoulder. Great the (laughter is 
Here made by th 9 Roman ; great the anfaer be, 
Britons muft take. For me, my ranfom's death ; 
On either fide I come to fpend my breaife; 
Which neither here I'll keep, nor bear again, 
But end it by fbme means for Irtogtm. . 

Enter two Britilh Captains* and SoMiets, 

1 Cap. Great Jupiter be prais'd,. Lucius is taken! 
'Tis thought, the old man, and his fbns, were angels. 

2 Cap. There was a fourth man, in a filly habit, 
That gave th* affront with them. 

1 Cap. So 'tis reported 5 

But none of them can be found. Stand, who's there i 

Poft. A Roman- — 

Who had not now been drooping here, if Seconds 
Had anfwer'd him. 

2 Cap. Lay hands on him; a dog! 
A leg of Rome fhall not return to tell 

What crows have peck'd them, here; he brags his 

fervice, 
As if he were of note ; bring him to th* King. 

Enter Cymbeline, Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Pi- 
faaio, and Roman captives. The captains prefent 
Pofthumus to Cymbeline, who delivers bim over /# 
a Coaler. After which* all go out. 



SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Changes to a Prifon. 

Enter Pofthumus, and two goakrs. 

i Gftrf. V OU flwU not D0W ** ft0ln * y0U ' VC ^^ 
I upon you ; 

So. graze, as you find pafture. 

a Go*/. Ay, or ftomach. [Exeunt Coalers. 

Poft. Moft welcome, bondage ! for thou art a way, 
I think, to liberty-, yet am I better 
Than one that's lick o'th' gout, fince he had rather 
Groan fo in perpetuity than be curM 
By th' fare phyfician, death; who is the key 
•Funbar thefe locks. My confeience ! thou art fetterM, 
More than my ihanks and wriftsj you good Gods, 

give me 
The penitent inftrument to pick that bolt ; 
Then, free for ever. Is't enough, I'm forry ? 
So children temp'ral fathers do appeafe j 

Gods are more full of mercy. Muft I repent ? 

I cannot do it better than in gyves, 
Defir'd, more than conftrain'd j s to iatisfie, 

- . — . - tofatufie. 

If of my freedom' tie tie main fart, take 
Noliriaer Render of me, than my «//.] What we can dif- 
cover from the nonfenfe of thefe Ijnes is, that ttie fpeaker, ma 
fit of penitency, compares his circumfcwees with a debtor"*, who 
is wiline to furrender up all to appeafe hia creditor. This bong 
the fenfe in general. I may venture to my, the true reading molt 
have been this, 

. to fittu fie, 

' I d'off mj freedom ; 'tit the main fart I tail 
Nojlriaer Reader of me than my all. 
The verb t*f is too frequently ofed by our author to need any 
iofences ; and is here employ 'd with peculjarclegance, e.t. }• 
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I d'off my freedom 5 'tis the main part * take 

6 No ftri&er Render of me, than my all. 

I know, you are more clement than vile men, 
Who of their broken debtors take a third, 
A fixth, a tenth, letting thejp thrive again 
On their abatement ; that's not my dcfire. 
For Imogen's dear life, take mine 5 and though 
*Tis not to dear, yet 'tis a life 5 you coin'd it. 
'Tween man and man, they weigh not every ftamp 
Though light, take pieces for the figure's lake 5 
You rather, mine being yours : and fo, great Powers, 
If you will take this audit, take this life, 
And cancel thofe old bonds. Oh Imogen ! 
Fll fpeak to thee in filence.— [Hefleeps* 

7 Solemn mufick : Enter, as in an apparition, Sicilius 

Leonatus, father to Pofthumus, an old man, attired 
like a warrior \ leading in bis band an ancient matron t 
bis wife, and mother to Pofthumus, with mufick be- 
fore them. Then, after other mufick, follow the two 
young Leonati, brothers to Pofthumus, with wounds 
as they died in the wars. Tbey circle Pofthumus 
round, as be fyesjleeping. 

SicL No more, thou thunder-matter, /hew 

Thy fpite on mortal flies : 
With Mars fall out, with Juno (Jhide, 

That thy Adulteries 
Rates and revenges.*—- 

give all the fatisfacTion I am able to your offended Godhead?, I 
voluntarily divert my felf of my freedom : 'us the only thing £ 
have, to atone with, •• 

— take 

No ftrifter Render dfme, than my all. 

6 NoJlriSer Rendef— ] Render, for muldL 

7 Solemn mufick: &c] Here follow a *vifion 9 zmafque % and a 
frophefy, which interrupt the fable without the leait neceflicy, and 
unmeafurably lengthen this aft. I think it plainly foifted in after- 
wards for mcer {how, and apparently not olSbakefpear. 

Mr. Pofe. 

Vol. VII. ' Z Hath 
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Hath my poor boy done aught but well, 

Whofe face I never faw ? 
I dy'd, whilft in the womb he ftay'd, 

Attending Nature's Law. ' 
Whofe father, Jove! (ashmen report. 

Thou orphans' father art ;) 
Thou fhould'ft have been, and fhielded him 
From his earth-vexing fmari;. 
Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid, 
But took me in my throes ; 
That from me my Pojlbumus riot, 

Came crying •mongft his foes, 
A thing of pity !— 
Sici. Great Nature, like his anceftry, 

Moulded the ftuff fo fair; 
That he defeiVd the praife oW world, 

As great Sicilius 9 heir. 
i Bro. When once he was mature for man, 
In Britaine where was he, 
That could (land up his parallel, 

Or rival objeft be 
In eye of Imogen, that beft 
Could deem his dignity ? 
Motb. W ith marriage, therefore was he mockt, 
To be exil'd, and thrown 
From Leonatus* feat, and caft 

From her his deareft one,? 
Sweet Imogen ! 
Ski. Why did you fuffer Iacbimo* 
Slight thing of Itdy^ 
To taint his noble heart and brain 

With needlefs jealoufie, 
And to become the geek and fcorn 
OW other's villany ? 
t Bro. For this, from (tiller feats we came, 
Our parents, and us twain, 



That, 
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That, ftriking in our country's caufe, 

Fell bravely and were (lain * 
Our fealty, and Tenantius' right, 
With honour to maintain. 
I Bro. Like hardiment P oft humus hath 
To Cymbeline performed ; 
Then, Jupiter* thou King of Gods, 
Why haft thou thus adjourn'd 
The graces for his merits due, 

Being all to dolours turn'd ? 
Sici. Thy cryftal window ope 5 look out * ' 
No longer exercife, 
Upon a valiant race, thy harfh 
And potent injuries. 
Moth. Since, Jupiter* our fon is good, 

Take off his miferies. 
Sici. Peep through thy marble manfion, help! 
Or we poor ghofts will cry 
To th' Ihining fynod of the reft, 
Againft thy Deity. 
2 Bretb. Help, Jupiter* or we appeal, 
And from thy juftice flie. 

Jupiter defcends in thunder and lightnings Jilting upon an 

eagle ; be throws a thunder-bolt. The ghofts fall on 

their knees. 
Jupit. No more, you petty fpirits of region low, 

Offend our hearing * hufli! — how dare you, Ghofts, 
Accufe the Thunderer, whofe bolt you know, 

Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coafts ? 
Poor fhadows of Elyfium* hence and reft 

Upon your never-withering banks of flowers. 
Be not with mortal accidents oppreft, 

No care of yours it is : you know, * tis ours. 
Whom beft I love, I crofs % to make my gift, 

The more delay'd, delighted. Be content, 
Your low-laid fon our godhead will uplift : 

His comforts thrive, his tryals well are (pent ; 

Z 2, Our 
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Our Jovial ftar reign'd at his birth, and in 

Our temple was he married : rife, and fade! 
He (hall be lord of lady Imogen, 

And happier much by his affli&ion made., 
This tablet lay upon his breaft, wherein 

[Jupiter drops a tablet* 

Our pleafure his full fortune doth confine ; 

And fo, away ; — no farther with your din 

Exprefs impatience, left you ftir up mine ; 

Mount, eagle, to my palace cryftalfine. [Afcends. 

Sici. He came in thunder, his cceleftial breath 
Was fulphurous to fmell ; the holy eagle 
Stoop'd, as to foot us; his afcenfion is 
More fweet than our bleft fields ; his royal bird 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak, 
As when his God is pleas'd. 

M. Thanks, Jupiter! 

Sici. The marble pavement clofes, he is enterM 
His radiant roof: away, and to be bleft 
Let us with care perform his great beheft. [Vamjb. 

Poft. [waking.] Sleep, thou haft been a grandfirc, 
and begot 
A father to me : and thou haft created 
A mother and two brothers. But, oh (corn ! 
Gone— they went hence lb foon as they were born ; 
And fo I am awake — Poor wretches, that depend 
On Grcatnefs* favour, dream as I have done ; 

Wake, and find nothing. But, alas, I fwerve : 

Many dream not to find, neither deferve j 

And yet are fteep'd in favours j fo am I 

That have this golden chance, and know not why: 

What fairies haunt this ground ? a book! oh rare one I 

Be not, as in our fangled world, a garment 

Nobler than that it covers. Let thy effedts 

So follow, to be moft unlike our Courtiers ; 

As good as promife. 

Reads. 
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[Reads.] 
TM/UE N as the liorfs wbejpjball, to himfelf unknown, 
without feeking find> and be embraced by a piece of 
tender air * and when from a ftately cedar fhall be lopt 
branches* which, being dead many years, fhall after re- 
vive % be jointed to the old Jiock, and frejhly grow, then 
jhall Pofthumus end his miferies, Britainc be fortunate^ 
and flour ifh in peace and plenty. 

• Tis ftill a dream j or elfe fuch fluff, as madmen 

Tongue, and brain not — do either both, or nothing— 

Or fenfelefe fpeaking, or a fpeaking fuch 

As fenfe cannot untie. But what it is, 

The aftion of my life is like it, which I'll keep 

If but for fympathy. 

Enter GoaUr. 

Goal. Come, Sir, are you ready for death? 

Poft. Over-roafted rather : ready long ago. 

Goal. Hanging is the word, Sir; if you be ready 
for that, you are well cookt. 

Ptfi. So if it prove a good repaft to the fpe£tators> 
the difli pays the (hot. 

Goal. A heavy reckoning %r you, Sir 5 but the com- 
fort is, you (hall be callVTto no more payments, fear 
no more tavern bills, which are often the fadnels of 
parting, as the procuring of mirth ; you come in fainc 
for want of meat, depart reeling with too much drink \ 
lorry that you have paid too much, and forry that you 

8 'Tis ftill a dream ; or e If e fuch fluffy as madmen 
Tongue, and brain not — do either both, or nothing— — 
Or fenfe lefs fpeaking t or a fpeaking fuch 
As fenfe cannot «»/*>.—] The obfcurity of this paffage 

arifes from part of it being fpokc of the prophefy, and part to it. 

This writing on the Tablet (fays he) is ftill a dream, or dfe the . 

raving of madnefs. Do thou, O Tablet, either both 9 or nothing ; 

either let thy words and fenfe go together, or be thy bofom a 

rafa tabula. As the words now Hand they are nonfenfe, or at 

lcaft involve in them a fenfe which I cannot divelopc, 

Z 3 are 
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are paid too much ; purfe and brain, both empty, the 
brain the heavier, for being too light ; the purfe too 
light being drawn of heavinefs. Oh, of this contra- 
diction you (hall now be quit : oh, the charity of a 
penny cord, it fums up thoulands in a trice ; you have 
no true debtor, and creditor, but it ; of what's paft, 
is, and to come, the difcharge ; your neck, Sir, is 
pen, book, and counters ; fo the acquittance follows. 

PJl 1 am merrier to die, than thou art to live. 

Goal. Indeed, Sir, he that fleeps, feels not the 
tooth- ache : but a man that were to fleep your deep, 
and a hangman to help him to bed, I think, he would 
change places with his officer : for look you, Sir, you 
know not which way you fliall go. 

Ptjl. Yes, indeed, do I, fellow. 

Goal. Your death has eyes in's head then ; I have 
not feen him fo pidtur'd: you muft either be direded 
by feme that take upon them to know ; or to take 
upon your felf that, which, I am fure, you do not 
know ; cr lump the after-enquiry on your own peril ; 
and how you fliall fpeed in your journey's-end, I think, 
you'll never return to tell one. 

P(ft. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyes, 
to direct them the way I arri going, but fuch as wink, 
and will not ufe them. 

Goal. What an infinite mock is this, that a man 
(hould have the beft ufe of eyes, to fee the way of 
blindnefs J I am fure, hanging's the way of winking. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mef. Knock off his manacles, bring your prifoner 
to the King. 

Pojl. Thou bring'ft good news \ I am called to be 
made free. 

GoaL I'll be hang'd then. 

Pojl. Thou (halt be then freer than a goaler; no 
bolts for the dead, [fixeunt Pofthumus and Mejfenger. 

Goal. 
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Geal. Unit Is a man would marry a gallows, and 
beget young gibbets, I never faw one fo prone* Yet, 
on my confeience, there are verier knaves defire to 
live, for all he be a Roman: and there befomeof them 
too, that die againft their wills; fo fhould I, if I were 
one. I would, we were all of one mind, and one 
mind good ; O, there were defolation of goalers and 
gsillowfes-, I fpeak againft my prefent profit, but my 
wifh hath a preferment iitft. [Exit. 

SCENE IV. 

Cymbeline'j Tent. 

Enter Cymbeline, Bclarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, 
Pilanio, and lords. 

Cym.O TAN D by my fide, you, whom the Gods 

*3 have made 
Prefervers of my Throne. Wo is my heart, 
That the poor Soldier, that fo richly fought, 
(Whofe rags fliam'd gilded arms ; whofe naked breaft 
Stept before fhields of proof,) cannot be found: 
He (hall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make hin>fo. 

Bel. 9 I never faw 
Such noble fury in fo poor a thing : 
Such precious deeds in one that promised nought 
But begg'ry and poor Luck. 

9 1 never faw 

Such noble fury in fo poor a thing i 
Such precious deeds in one that promts' d nought 
But begg'ry and foor Looks.] But how can it be faid, that 
one, whofe poor Looks promife beggary, promifed poor Looks too ? 
it was not the poor look which was promifed : that was vifible* 
We mufr. read, 

But begg'ry and poor Lack. 
This fets the matter right, and makes Belarius fpeak fenie and to 
thepurpofe. For there was the extraordinary thing; he promis'd 
nothing but poor Luck, and yet perform'd all theie wonders, 

Z 4 tym. 
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Cym. No tydings of him ? 

Pif. He hath been fearch'd among the dead and 
living, 
But no trace of him. 

Cym. To my grief, I am 
The heir of his reward j which I will add 
To you, (the liver, heart, and brain of Britaine^ 

[To Bel. Guid. and Arvirag. 
By whom, I grant, (he lives. *Tis now the time 
To ask of whence you are. Report it, 

Bel Sir, 
In Cambria arc we born, and Gentlemen : 
Farther to boaft, were neither true n©r modeft, 
Unlefs I add, we're honcflt. 

Cym. Bow your knees ; 
Arife my Knights oW battle ; I create you 
Companions to our perfon, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your eftatcs. 

Enter Cornelius, and Ladies. 

There's bufinefs in thefe faces: why fo fadly 
Greet you our viftory ? you look like Romans, 
And not o'th' Court of Britaine. 

Cor. Hail, great King! 
To four your happinefs, I muft report 
The Queen is dead. 

Cym Whom worfe than a phyfician 
Would this report become ? but I confider, 
By med'cine life may be prolorig'd, yet death 
Will feize the Do<3'o*too. How ended (he ? 

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like herfelfj 
Who, being cru?l to the world, concluded 
Moft cruel to her felf. What flie confeft, 
J will report, fo pleafe you:i Thefe her women 
On trip me, if I err ; who, with wet cheeks, 
Were prefent when fhe finifh'd, 

Qytib Pr>thee ? fay, 

Or. 
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Cor. Firft, Ihe confefi'd, flic never lov'd you : only 
AfFcdted Greatnels got by you, not you : 
Married your Royalty, was wife to your Place* 
Abhorr'd your perfon. 

Cym. She alone knew this : 
And, but fhe fpoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her lips in opening it Proceed. 

Cor. Your Daughter, whom fhe bore in hand to 
love 
With fuch integrity, Ihe did confefi, 
Was as a fcorpion to her fight ; whole life, 
But that her flight prevented it, fhe had 
Ta'en off by poifon. 

Cym. O moft delicate fiend! 
Who is't can read a woman ? is there more ? 

Cor. More, Sir, and worfe. She did confefs, fhe had 
For you a mortal mineral j which, being took, 
Should by the minute feed on life, and lingring 
By inches wafte you. In which time fhe purpos'd, 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kiffing, to 
Overcome you with her fhew : yes, and in time, 
(When fhe had fitted you with her craft,) to work 
Her fon into th* adoption of the Crown : 
But failing of her end by his ftrange abfence, 
Grew fhamelefs, defperate ; open'd, in defpight 
Of heaven and men, her purpofes : repented. 
The ills fhe hatch'd were not effaced : fo f 
Defpairing, dy'd. 

Cym. Heard you all this, her Women ? 

Lady. We did, fo pleafe your Highnefi. 

Cym. Mine eyes 
Were not in fault, for fhe was beautiful : 
Mine ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my heart, 
That thought her like her Seeming. It had been vicious 
To have miftrufted her. Yet, oh my daughter ! 
That it was folly in me, thou may'ft fay, 
And prove it in thy feeling. Heav'n mend all ! 

SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

Enter Lucius, Iachimo, and other Roman prifoners\ 
Leonatus behind) and Imogen. 

Thou com'ft not, Casus, now for Tribute 1 That 
The Britons have raz'd out, though with the loli 
Of many a bold one j whole kjnfmen have made fiiit, 
That their good fouls may be appeas'd with (laughter 
Of you their Captives, which our felf have granted. 
So, think of your eftate. 

Luc. Confider, Sir, the chance of war 5 the day 
Was yours by accident ; had it gone with us, 
We fhould not, when the blood was cold, have 

threatned 
Our Prifoners with the fword. But fince the Gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call'd ranfome, let it come. Sufficeth, 
A Roman with a Roman's heart can fuffav 
Augufius lives to think on't— — And fo much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 
I will intreat : my boy, a Briton born, 
Let him be ranfom'd ; never mailer had 
A page fo kind, fo duteous, diligent, 
So tender over his occafions, true, 
So feat, fo nurfe-like ; let his virtue join 
With my requeft, which, PU make bold, your Higfinefe 
Cannot deny : he hath done no Briton harm, 
Though he hath ferv'd a Roman. Save him, Sir, 
And (pare no blood befide. 

Cym. Pve furely feen him ; 
His favour is familiar to me. Boy, 
Thou haft look'd thy felf into my grace, 
And art mine own. I know not why, nor wherefore, 
To fay, live, boy: ne'er thank thy matter, live; 
And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt, 

Fitting 
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Fitting my bounty, and thy Hate, Til give it : 
Yea, though thou do demand a prifoner, 
The nobleft ta'en. 

Imo. I humbly thank your Highnefs. 

Luc. I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad ; , 
And yet, I know, thou wik. 

Imo. No, no, alack, 
There's other work in hand ; I fee a thing 
Bitter to me, as death % your life, good matter, 
Muftfhuffleforitfelf. 

Luc. The boy difdains me, 
He leaves me, (corns me: briefly die their joys, 
That place them on the truth of girls and boys! 
Why Hands he fo perplext ? * 

Cym. What would'ft thou, boy? 
1 love thee more and more : think more and more, 
What's beft to ask. Know'ft him thou look'fl on? 

fpeak, 
Wik have him live? is he thy kin ? thy friend ? 

Imo. He is a Romany no more kin to me, 
Than I to your Highnefs : who, being born your vaffal, 
Am fomething nearer. 

Cym. Wherefore eye'ft him fo ? 

Imo. Pll tell you, Sir, in private, if you pleale 
To give me hearing. 

Cym. Ay, with all my heart, 
And lend my beft attention. What's thy name ? 

Imo. Fidele, Sir. 

Ofm. Thou art my good youth, my pagp ; 
Pll be thy matter : walk with me, fpeak freely. 

[Cymbel. and Imo. walkqfide. 

Bel. Is not this boy reviv'd from death? 

Arv. x One fand another 

I One fand another 

Not more refembles that fiweet rofie lad,'] A flight corrup- 
tion has made nonfenfe of this pafiage. One grain might refemble 
another, but none a human form. We mould read, 

Not more refembles 9 than^b t vf'fweet rofie lad. 

Not 
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Not more refembles, than He th' fweet rofie lad, 
Who dy'd and was Fukle. What think you ? 

Guid. The fame dead thing alive. 

Bel. Peace, peace, fee more \ he eyes us not* for- 
bear, 
Creatures may be alike : wcre't he, I'm fere, 
He would have fooke t*us. 

Guid. But we few him dead. 

Bel Be Client: let's fee further. 

Pif. 'Tis my miftrefi ^Jfidc 

Since the is living, let the time run on* 

To good, qr bad. [Cymb. and Imog. come forward. 

Cym. Come, ifcmd thou by our fide. 

Make thy demand aloud. -Sir, Step you forth, 

[To iachimo* 
Give anfwer to this boy, and do. it freely ; 
Of, by our Greatnefs and the Grace of it, - 
Which is our Honour, bitter torture fhall 
Winnow the truth from falfhood— — On 5 fpeak to 
him. 

Imo. My boon is, that this Gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this ring. 

Poft. What's that to him ? 

Cym. That diamond upon your finger, lay, 
How came it yours ? 

lacb. Thou'lt torture me to leave unfpokenThat, 
Which to be fpqke would torture thee. 

Cym. How? mer 

Iacb. I am glad to be conftrain'd to utter what 
Torments me to conceal. By villany 
I got this ring) 'twas Leonatus' jewel, 
Whom thou didft banilh: and (which more may 

grieve thee, 
As it doth me) a nobler Sir ne'er liv'd 
Twixt sky and ground. Will you hear more, my 
lord ? 
Cym, All that belongs to this, 

lack. 



Digitized by CjOCQIC 



Gymbeline. 349 

lacb. That paragon, thy daughter, 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falfe fpiriti 
Quail to remember, give me leave, I faint.—— 

Cym. My daughter, what of her? renew thy 
ftrength ; 
Pd rather thou fhould'fl: live, while nature will, 
Than die ere I hear more : drive, man, and fpeak. 

lack. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock, 
That ftruck the hour ;) it was in Rome, (accurs'd 
The manfion where) 'twas at a feaft, (oh, would 
Our viands had freen poifon'd ! or at leaft, 
Thofe which I heav'd to head :) the good Ptftbumus— 
(What ihould I fay ? he .was too good to be 
Where ill men were ; and was the beft of all 
Amongft the rar'ft of good ones)— —fitting fadly, 
Hearing us praife our Loves of Italy 
For Beauty, that made barren the fwell'd Boaft 
Of him that beft could fpeak ; * for feature, laming 
The fhrine of Venus, or ftraight-pight Minerva^ 

Poftures 

z For feature laming] Feature, for proportion of parti, which 
Mr. Theobald not undcritanding, would alter to ftature. 



-for feature, laming 



Thejbrine of Venus, or ftraight-pight Minerva, 
Poftures beyond brief nature ; — ] i. e. The ancient ftatues of 
Venus and Minerva, which exceeded, in beauty of exact propor- 
tion, any living bodies, the work of brief nature, i. e. of hafty, 
unelaborate nature. He gives the fame character of the beauty 
of the Antique in Antony and Cleopatra : 

O'er picturing that Venus where we fee 
The fancy put-work nature. 

It appears, from a number of fuch "paffages as thefe, that our 
author was not ignorant of the fine arts. Apaflage in De Piles* 
Hours depeinture far principes will give great light to the beauty 
of the text. — Pen de fentimens ont eti partagez fur la beaut e de 
r antique. Les gens d'efprit qui airaent les beaux arts ont eftime 
dans tous les terns ces merveiileux ouvrages. Nous moyons dans Us 
anciens Au tears quant it e de paffages a* pour loiier les beautez vi- 
vantcs on les comparoit aux ftajues. Ne <uous imagine* (dit Maxinte 
de Tyr) de powvoir jamais trowverune beaute naturdle, qui le dif- 

putt 
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Poftures beyond brief nature \ for condition, 
A lhop of all the qualities, that man 
Loves woman for ; betides that hook of wiving, 
Fairnefs, which ftrikes the eye 

Cym. I ftand on fire. 
Come to the matter. 

lack. All too foon I (hall, 
Unlefs thou wouldft grieve quickly.— -This Pojlbumus, 
( Mod like a noble lord in love, and one 
That had a royal loyer) took his hint j 
And, not difpraiftng whom we prais'd, (therein 
He was as calm as virtue) he began 
His miftrefs* pidture ; which by his tongue being made, 
And then a mind put in't, either our brags 
Were crack'd-of kitchen-trulls, or his defcription 
Prov'd us unfpeaking fots. 

Cym. Nay, nay, to th* purpofe. 

Iacb. Your daughter's chaftity % — there it begins: 
He fpake of her, as Dian had hot dreams, . 

putt aux ftatues. Ovid, ou ilfait la defer ipti$n dt Cyllare, It plus 
beau dt Centaures, dit Qu' il avoit unc fi grande vivacke dans le 
vifage, que le col, les epaules, les mains, & V eftomac en etoknt fi 
beaux qu* on pouvoit aflurer qu' en tout ce qu'il avoit de l'homme 
e'etoit la merae beaut e que Ton re marque dans les ftatues les piui 
parfaites. Et Pbiloftratt, parlant de la beaute de Ntoptolemt, k 
de la resemblance qu 1 il avoit avec Ton pere Achillt, dit, Qu'en 
beaute fon pere avoit autant d* avantage fur lui que les ftatues en 
ont fur les beaux hommes. Les auteurs modernes ont fuivi ces 
memes fentimens fur la beaute dt ? Antique. Je reporterai feale- 
mtnt ctlui dt Scaliger. Le Moyen, dit il, que nous puiffions 
rien voir qui aproche de la perfection des belles ftatues, puifqu* il 
eft permis a 1 *' art de choifir r de retrancher, <d' adjo&ter, de 
dinger, & qu* au contrarie, la nature s'eft toujours alteree depuii 
la creaticn du premier homme en qui Dieu joignit la beaute de la 
forme a celle de 1* innocence. This laft quotation from Scaliger 
well explains what S bake/pear meant by 
Brief Nature l 
i. e. inelaborate, hafty, and carekfs as to the elegance of form, 
in refpedfc of art, which ufes the peculiar addrefs, above explained, 
to arrive at perfection. 

And 
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And flic alone were cold; whereat, I, wretch!— 

Made fcrupleof his praife; and wag'd with him 

Pieces of gold, *gainft This which then he wore 

Upon his honoured finger, to attain 

In fuit the place of *s bed, and win this ring 

By hers and mine adultery. He, true Knight, 

No lefler of her honour confident 

Than I did truly find her, (lakes this ring; 

And would fo, had it been a carbuncle 

Of Pbabus* wheel ; and might lb fafely; had it 

Been all the worth of *s Car. Away to Britain* 

Poft I in this defign: well may you, Sir,' 

Remember me at court, where I was taught 

By your chafte daughter the wide difference 

9 Twixt amorous, and villainous. Being thus quenched 

Of Hope, not Longing, mine Italian brain 

*Gan in your duller Britaine operate 

Moft vilely : for my vantage excellent ; 

And, to be brief, .my pradhce fo prevail'd. 

That I return'd with fimular proof enough 

To make the noble Leonatus mad, 

By wounding his belief in her renown, 

With tokens thus, and thus; averring notes 

Of chamber- hanging, pictures, this her bracelet; 

(Oh, cunning ! how I got it) nay, fbme marks 

Of fecret on her perfon ; that he could not 

But think her bond of chaftity quite crack'd, 

I having ta'en the forfeit ; whereupon, 

Methinks, 1 fee him now 

Poft. Ay, fo thou do'ft, [Coming forward* 

Italian fiend! ah me, moft credulous fool, 

Egregious mqrtherer, thief, anything 

That's due to all the villains paft, in Being, 

To come — oh, give me cord, or knife, or poilbn, 

Some upright jufticer! Thou, King, fend out 

For torturers ingenious ; it is I 

That all th* abhorred things o* th* earth amend, 

By 
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By being worfe than they. I am Pofibumui 
That kill'd thy daughter; — villain-like, I lie y 
That caus'd a lefler villain than myfelf, 
A facrilegious thief, to do't. The temple 



Of virtue was fhe, yea, and She herfelf 
Spit, and throw (tones, caft mire upon me, fct 
The dog o* th* ftreet to bay me : every villain 
Be call'd Poftbumus Leonatus, and 

Be villany lefs than 'twas! Oh Imogen! 

My Queen," my life, my wife ! oh Imogen^ 
Imogen* Imogen! 

Imo. Peace, my lord, hear, hear- 

Poft. Shall's have a Play of this? 
Thou fcornful page, there lie thy part, 

{Striking her* Jbe falls, 

Pif Oh, gentlemen, help, 
Mine, and your miftrefc — Oh, my lord Poftbumus f 
You ne'er kill'd Imogen 'till now— —help, help, 
Mine honoured lady 

Cym. Does the world go round ? 

Poft. How come thefe ftaggers on me ? 

Pif. Wake, mymiftrefe! 

Cym. If this be fo, the Gods do mean to ftrikc m« 
To death with mortal joy, 

Pif. How fares my miftrefs ? 

Imo. O, get thee from my fight ; 
Thou gav'ft me poifon: dang'rous fellow, hence! 
Breathe not, where Princes are. 

Cym. The tunc of Imogen ! 

Pif. Lady, the Gods throw (tones of fulphur on me, 
If what I gave you was not thought by me* 
A precious thing : I had it from the Queen. 

Cym. New matter (till ? 

Imo. It poifon'd me. ■» 

Cor. Oh Gods! 
I left out one thing which the Queen confels'd, 
Which muft approve thee honeit. If Pifanio 

Have 
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Have, faid fhe, giv'n his miftrefs that confedion, 
Which I gave him for cordial, fhe is ferv'd 
As I would ferve a rat. 

Cym. What's this, Cornelius ? 

Cor. The Queen, Sir, very oft importun'd mt 
i To temper poifons for her * (till pretending 
The fatisfa&ion of her knowledge, only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dog? 
Of no efteem ; I, dreading that her purpofe 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain fluff, which, being ta'en would feiza 
The prefent power of life; but, in fhort time, 
All offices of nature ftiould again 
Do their due fund ions. Have you ta'en of it? 

Itno. Moft like I did, for I wu dead. 

Bel. My boys, there was our error. 

Gmd. This is, fure, Ftdele. 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady from 
you? 
3 Think, that you are upon a mock, and now 
Throw me again. [Throwing her arms about bis nefk* 

Poft. Hang there like fruit, my foul, 
•Till the tree die ! 

Cym. How now, my flefli ? my child ? 
What, mak'ft thou me a dullard in this ad? 
Wilt thou not fpeak to me? 

Imo, Your Blefiing, Sir. [Kneeling. 

BeL Tho* you did love this youth, I blame you not* 
You had a motive for't. [to Guid. Arvir. 

3 Thin A f that you are upon a rock, and now 

Throw me again.] What occafioned thtfe word*, wit Iff 
husband** ftriking hej before he knew her, and laying, 
ShaWs havefa Play of this, 
Thou fcornful Page, there lye thy part. 
80 that 'da plain the true reading is, 

Think, that you are upon a moc*. 
»\ /. a fcrce, a iagc-plav. Befidct, the common leading is ftooi 
fenfe 

Vol. VII. A* 9* 
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Cyfn. My fears; that falf, 
Prove holy -water on thee ! Imogen^ 
Thy mother's dead. 

/mo. I'm forry for't, my lord. 

Cym. t)h, (he was naught* and long bf her it Was, 
That we meet here fo ftrangely; but her fon 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Pif. My lord, 
Now fear is from me, 1*11 fpeak truth. Lorti Clotty 
Upon my lady's miffing, came to me 
With his fword drawn, foamM at the mdtrtb, arid 

fwore, 
If I difcoycr'd not which way /he weftt, 
It was my iriftant death. By accident 
I had a feigned letter of my mailer's 
Then in my pocket ; which dircfted her 
To feek him on the mountains near to Milford: 
Where, in a frenzy, in my mafter ? s gar m&iw, 
Which he infore'd from me, away he pdftu 
With unchifte purpofe, and with bath to violate 
•My lady's honour: What became of him, 
I further know not. 

Guid. Let me end the (lory 5 
I flew him there. 

Cym. Marry, theGods fbrefend! 
I would not, thy good deeds fliould from triy lips 
•Pluck a hard fentence: pr'ythee, valiant youth, 
Deriy't again. 
• Guid. I've fpoke it, and I did it. 

Cym. He was a Prince. > 

Guid. A moft ihcivil one. The wrongs he did ine, 
Were nothing prince-like; for he did provoke me 
With language that would make me fpurn the fea, 
Could it fo roar to me. I cut off's head ; 
And am right glad f he is not Handing' here 
•TiO.tell thjs tale of mine. 

Cym. I'm forry for thee \ 
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By thine own tongue thou art condemned, and muft 
Endure our law : thou'rt dead; 

Imo. That hcadlefe man 
I thought had Seen my lord. 

Cym. Bind the offender, 
And take him from our prefence. 

Bel. Stay, Sir King, 
This man is better than the man he flew* 
As well descended as thyfelf \ and hath 
More of thee merited, than a band of Gloteits 
Had ever fcar for.*—— Let his arms alone ; 

[To the Guard. 
They were not born for bondage. 

Cym. Why, old Soldier, 
Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for, 
4 By halting of our wrath? how of defcent 
As good as we ? 

Arv. In that he fpake too far. 

Cym. And thou (halt die for^t. 

Bel. Wc will die all three, 
But I will prove, that two on's are as good 
As Pre giv'n out of him. My fons, I mu(V 
For my own part, unfold a dangerous fpeech, 
Though, iiaply, well for you. 

Arv. Your danger's ours. 

Gurd. And our good, his. 

Bel. Have at it then, by leave : 
Thou had'ft, great King, a fubjedt, who was call'd 
Belarius. 

Cym. What of him t a banifh'd traitor* 

Bel. He it is, that hatfr 

4 By tasting of our wrath}——] Bot how did Belarius 
undo or forfeit his merit by tofling or feeling the King's wrath? 
Wefhouldmd, 

Byu abtiXG of our <wrati ? ■ i ■■ 
i. g. by hafiening, provoking ; and as fuch a provocation is ondu» 
tifol, the demerit, confeqnently, undoes or makes void his former 
worth, and all pretentions to reward. 

Aai Afifrfc'd 
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Aflum'd this age ; indeed, a banifh'd man ; 
1 know not how, a traitor. 

Cym. Take him hence, 
The whole world (hall not fave him.* 

Bel. Not too hot : 
Firft, pay me for the nurfing of thy fons 5 
And let it be confifcate all, 16 foon 
As I've receiv'd it. 

Cym. Nurfing of my fons? 
Bel. I am too blunt, and faucy 5 here's my "knee : 
Ere I arife, I will prefer my fons, 
Then fpare not the old father. Mighty Sir, 
Thefe two young gentlemen, that call me father, 
And think they are my fons, are none of mine; 
They are the ifiue of your loins, my liege, 
And blood of your begetting. 
Cym. How ? my iffue ? 

Bel. So furc, as you, your father's : I, old Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you fometime banifh'd ; 
Your pleafure was my near offence, my punifhment 
Itfelf, and all my treafon : That I fuffer'd. 
Was all the harm I did. Thefe gentle Princes 
(For fuch and fo they are,) thefe twenty years 
Have I train'd up •, fuch arts they have, as I 
Could put into them. Sir, my breeding was, 
As your Grace knows. Their nurfe Euripbile, 
Whom for the theft I wedded, ftole thefe children 
Upon my banifhment: 1 mov'd her to't; 
Having receiv'd the punifhment before, 
For That which I did then. Beaten for loyalty, 
Excited me to treafon. Their dear lofs, 
The more of you 'twas felt, the more it fhap'd 
Unto my end of ftealing them. But, Sir, 
Here are your fons again ; and I muft lofc 
Two of the fweet'ft companions in the world. 
The benediction of thefe covering heav'ns 
Fall on their heads like dew! for they are worthy 

Tt 
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* To in-lay heav'n with ftara. 

Cym. Thouwecp'ft, andfpcak'ft: 
The fervice, that you three have done, is more 
Unlike, than this thou teirft. I loft my children—* 
If thefe be they, I know not how to wifh 
A pair of worthier fons. 

Bel. Be pieas'd a while- 
This gentleman, whom I call Paladour, 
Moft worthy Prince, as yours, is true Guiderius: 
This gentleman, my Cadwall* jfrviragus, 
Your younger princely fon ; he, Sir, was lapt 
In a moft curious mantle, wrought by th' hand 
Of his Queen-mother, which, for more probation, 
I can with eale produce. 

Cym. Guiderius had 
Upon his neck a mole, a fanguine ftar ; 
It was a mark of wonder. 

Bel. This is he 5 
Who hath upon him ftill that nat'ral ftamp : 
It was wife Nature's end, in the donation, 
To be his evidence now. 

Cym. Oh, what am I 
A mother to the birth of three! ne'er mother 
Rejoiced deliverance more* bleft may you be, 
That, after this ftrange ftarting from your orbs, 
You may reign in them now ! oh Imogen* 
Thou* ft loft by this a kingdom. 

Imo. No, my lord: 
IVe got two worlds by't. Oh, my gentle brothers, 
Have we thus met ? oh, never fay hereafter, 
But I am trueft fpeaker. You call'd me brother, 
When I was but your filter : I, you brothers; 
When ye were fo, indeed. 

, 5 To inlay heav'n with flan.'} The thought is in chara&er 
and finely exprefled : It alludes to the cuftom of deifying heroic 
jpicn, and converting chera into ilars. * 

A a % Cym. 
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Cym. Did you e'er meet? 

Arv. Ay, my good lord. 

Guid. And at firft meeting lov'd? 
Continued fo, until we thought he died. 

Cor. By the Queen's dram flic fwillowM* 

Cyjw. O rare inftindt ! 
When (hall I hear all through? this fietoe abridgment 
Hath to it circumftantial branches, which 
Diftinftionflioold be rich in. — Where? howJivtt you? 
And when came you to ferve our Roman captive i 
How parted with your brothers ? how firft met them ? 
Why fled you from the court? and whither? — rThefej 
And your three motives to the battle, with 
I know not how much more, ihould be demanded ; 
And all the other by-dependances 
From chance to chance : but not the time, nor place, 
Will ferve long interrogatories. See, 
Pqfthumus anchors upon Imogen j 
And fhe, like harirtlefi lightning, throws her eye 
On him, her brothers, me, her mifter; hitting 
Each objedt with a joy. The counter-change 
Is fev'rally in all. Let's quit this ground, 
And fraoak the temple with cur facrifices. 
Thou art my brother * lb we'll hold thee ever. 

(To Belarus. 

Imo. You are riiy father too, and did relieve me, 
To fee this gracious feafon ! 

Cym. All o'er-joy'd, 
Save theft in bonds : let them be joyful too, 
For they (hall tafte our comfort. 

Imo. My good matter, 
I will yet do ydulbfviee. 

Luc. Happy be youf 

Cym. The forlorn fojdier, that fo nobly fought, 
He would have welj become this place, and grae'd 
^The thankings of a King. 

Poft. 'Tis I am, Sir, 
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The folder, that did company theft three, 
In poor Befeeming : 'twas a fitment for * 
The purppfel'theh follqwU That I was be, 
Speak, Iacbimo\ \ had you down, and might 
Have made your finilh. 

lacb. I am down again : 
But now my, heavy conscience. finks my knee, [Kneels. 
And then your force did. Take that life, 'hefted* you, 
Which I to often owe: byt, your ring firft \ 
And here the bracelet of the trueft Princefs, 
That ever fwore her faith. 

Poft. JCneel not to me : 
The power, that I have on you, is to fpare you : 
The malice tow'rds you, * to forgive you. ' Live, 
And deal with others better I 

Cym. Nobly doom'd : 
We'll learn our freenefe of a fon-in-law ; 
Pardon's tlje word to all. - 

Arv. You help'd us, Sir, 
As you did mean, indee& to be our brothers 
Joy\J are we, that you are. 

Poft. Yourfcrvanr, Briiices. Good my lord of Rome % 
Call forth your Sootbfayefl As I petit, methought, 
Great Jupiter* upon his eagle back'd, T 

Appealed tQ me, with othdr fprightly Ihews 
Of mine own kindred. When 1 wak'd, I found 
This label: on my bofom ; whole containfirfg 
Is fo from fenfe in hardnefs, that I can 
Make no colle&ion of it. Let him {hew 
His skill in the conftrudtion. 

Luc. PbilarmonuS)—-— 

Sooth. Here, my good Lord. 

Luc. Read, and declare the meaning. 
[Reads.! : 
WHEN as a liori V whelp Jhatt, to bimfelf unknown* 
without fe eking find, and be embraced by a piece' of 
tender air\ and wbeh/rom a ftatefy cidar ffjallbe Ityt 

A a | 4 '•* "*" *' brancdtSt 
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tranches, which, being dead many years \JhaU after revive, 
be jointed to the old fiock, and frejhly grow \ then (hah 
Pofthumus end his miferies, Britaine be fortunate, an4 
flourijh in peace and plenty. 

Thou, Leonatus, art the lion's whelp ; 
The fit and apt conftru&ion of thy name, 
Being Lcoyatus, doth import lb much : 
The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter, 

[To Cymbelinc. 
Which we call Mollis Aer ; and Mollis Aer 
We term it Mulier : which Mulier, I divine, 
Is this moft conftant wife ; who, even now, 
Anfwering the letter of the Oracle, 
Unknown to you, unlbught, were dipt about 
With this moft tender air. 
Cym. This has fome Teeming. 
Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal CytnbeUne, 
Ferfonates thee ; and thy lopt branches point 
Thy two fons forth : who, by Belarius ftol'n, 
For many years thought dead, arc now revived, 
To the majeftick cedar join'd ; whofc Iffue 
Fromifes Britaine peace and plenty. 

Cym. My peace we will begin, and, Caius Ludus % 
Although the viftor, we fubmit to Cafar, 
And to the Roman Empire ; promifing, 
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which 
We were diffuaded by our wicked Queen ; 
On whom hcayVs juftice (both on her, and hers) 
Hath laid moft heavy hand. 

Sooth. The fingers of the Powers above do tune 
The harmony of this peace : the vifion, 
Which I made known to Lucius ere the ftroke 
Of this yet fcarce-cold battle, at this inftant 
Is full accomplifh'd. For the Roman eagle, 
From fouth to weft on wing foaring aloft, 
Lefien'd herfelf, and in the beams p'th* fun 
So vanifh'd j which fofe-fljew'd pur princely eagle, 

TV 
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Th' imperial C<efar, fliould again unite 
His favour with the radiant Cymbeline, 
Which fhincs here in the weft. 

Cym. Laud we the Gods! 
And let the crooked fmoaks climb to their Noftrils . 
From our bleft altars! publifh we this Peace 
To all our Subje&s. Set we forward : let 
A Roman and a Britijh Enfign wave 
Friendly together ; fo through Lud'% town march : 
And in the Temple of great Jupiter 
Pur Peace we'll ratifie. Seal it with feafts, 
Set on, there : Never was a War did ceafe, 
pre bloody hands were wafh'd, with fuch a Peace. 

{Exeunt omnes. 
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PROLOGUE. 

J N Troy, there lies tbefcene : from IJles of Greece 

The Princes orgillous, their high blood cbaf 9 d, 
Have to the Port of Athens fent their fhips, 
Fraught with the minifters and injlruments 
Of cruel war. Sixty and nine, that wore 
Their Crownets regal, from tb* Athenian bay 
Put forth toward Phrygia, and their vow is made 
To ranfack Troy ; within wbofefirong Immures, 
The ravijh 9 d Helen, Menelaus* Slueen, 
With wanton Paris fleeps ; and Tbat 9 s the S^uarreL 

To Ttnedos they come 

And the deep-drawing Barks do there difgorge 

Their warlike fraugbtage. Now on Dardan plains, 

Tbefrefb, and yet unbruifed, Greeks do pitch 

Their brave Pavillions. Priam's Jlx Gates ?tb* Gty, 

(Dardan, *0</Thymbria, Ilia, Scaea, Troian, 

And Antenorides,) with mafjyftaples 

And correfponfioe and fulfilling bolts, 

1 Sperre up the fins of Troy.> 

Now expectation tickling skzttifi fpirits 

On one and other fide, Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard. And hither am I come 

A Prologue arntd, (but not in confidence 

Of Authors pen, or Avar's voice % butfuited 

In like conditions as our Argument ;) 

To tell you, {fair Beholders) that our play 

Leaps o'er the vaunt and firfilirtgs of tbofe broils, 

'Ginning tHV. middle : ftarting thence away. 

To what may be digefted in a Play. 

Lake, or find faulty— +do, as your pltafures arc \ 

Now good, or bad, y tis but the chance of war. 

i Stirre up the fins of Troy— ] Vulg. Cbrrc&cd, at in tip 
text, by Mr. Theobald. 

Dramatii 
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PRIAM, 

Hedtor, 

Troilus, 

Paris, 

Deiphobus, 

Helenus, 

/Eneas, 

Pandarttt, 

Antenor, 



.TROJANS. 



A baftard Son of Priam. 



>GREEKS. 



Agamemnon, 

Achilles, 

AX 

Menelaus, 

Ulyfles, 

Neftor, 

Diomedes, 

Patroclus, 

Therfitcs, 

Calchas, J 
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1 Troths and Creffida. 




A C T I. SCENE I 

The Palace in T r o y. 
Enter Pandarus and Troilus, . 

Troilus. 

ALLIitre my varfets'1'11 unarm again. 
Why fhould I war without the walk of 

Tnjy, 
That find foch criiel fcattle here Within? 
Each Trojan^ that is ftvifter of his heart, 
Let him to field ; Trritus, alas ! forth itoite. 
Pan. Will this geer* ne'er be mend*d? 
>&oi. c The Greeks are ftrottg,and skilful to their 
ftrength, 

I froths and Creffida .] Before this play of Yroiius and 
Creffida, printed in i66£, is a bookfeflerYpfcface, meWtrig that 
firft impreffibn to have been befdrethejpUv'hdd'bbena^ed, and 
that it waa publiftied without Shake/pear^ knowledge, from* a 
copy that had fall'n into the bookfellcr's hands. Mr. frrydim 
thinks this one of the fir jt of our author's plays: but 6n the con- 
trary^ it may be judged from the forententidried preface that it 
was one of his lafft j and the great ftamber of obfeffations befth 
moral and politick, (with which this piece is crowded more than 
any other of his) fetms to'confirm my opinion. Mr. fope. 

* Fierce 
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1 Fierce to their skill* and to their ficrcenefs Valiant. 
c But I am weaker than a woman's tear, 

* Tamer than deep, * fonder than ignorance j 
4 Lefs valiant than the virgin in the night, 

• And skill-lefs as unpra&is'd infancy. 

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this : for my 
part, Pll not meddle nor make any farther. He, that 
will have a cake out of the wheat, mud needs tarry 
the grinding. 

Trot* Have I not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay, the grinding ; but you muft tarry the 
boulting. 

Trot. Have I not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay, the boulting ; but you muft tarry the 
learning. 

Troi. Still have I tarried. 

Pan. Ay, to the leav'ning : but hereft yet in the 
word hereafter, the kneading, the making of the 
cake, the heating of the oven, and the baking ; nay, 
you muft flay the cooling too, or you may chance to 
burn your lip. 

Troi. Patience herfelf, what Goddcfs e'er fhe be, 
Doth leffer blench at fufferance, than 1 do. 
At Priants royal table do I fit ; 
And when fair Creffid comes into my thoughts, 
So, traitor!— when fhe comes? when is (he thence? 

Pan. Well, fhe look'd yefternight fairer than cvcrl 
faw her look, or any woman elfe. 

Troi. I was about to tell thee, when my heart, 
As wedged with a figh, would rive in twain, 
Left Heilor or my father fhould perceive me » 
I have (as when the fun doth light a ftormj 
Buried this figh in wrinkle of a fmile: 
But fbrrow, that is couch'd in ieeming gladnefi, 
Is like that mirth Fate turns to fudden fadnefi. 

j — *_ fonder than Jgnpranee i\ A*/#r, for more eliifdift. 
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Pan. An her hair were not fomewhat darker than 
Helen's— -well, go to, there were no more companion 
between the women* But, for my part, fhe is my 
kinfwoman $ I would not (as they term it) praife her— 
but I would, fomebody had heard her talk yefterday, 
as I did : I will not difpraife your ftfter Ca][andra\ 
wit, but,. 

Trot. O Pandarus! I tell thee, Pandarus — — 
When I do tell thee, there my hopes lye drown'd, 
Reply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lye indrenchVl, I tell thee, I am mad 
In Greffid's love. Thou anfwer'ft, (he is fair ; 
Pour'ft in the open ulcer of my heart 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gate, her voice ; 

Handled in thy difcourfe O that ! her hand ! 

(In whofe comparifon, all whites are ink' 
Writing their own reproach) to whofe foft feizure 
The cignet*s down is harfh, * and (fpite of lenfe) 
Hard as the palm of plough man. This thou tell'ftme; 
(As, true thou tell'ft me ;) when I fay, 1 love her : 
But faying thus, inftead of oil and balm, 
Thou lay*ft, in every gafh that love hath given me, 
The knife that made ic. 

Pan. I fpeak no more than truth. 

Troi. Thou doll not fpeak ib much. 

Pan. 'Faith, I'll not meddle in'e. Let her be as - 
Ihe is, if (he be fair, 'tis the better for her ; and fhe 
be not, 4 fhe has the 'mends in her own hands. 

Troi. Good Pandarus ; how now, Pandarus? 

j and spirit of fenfe 

Hard as the palm of ploughman. — ] Read, and (spite of 
fenfe) in a parenthefis. The meaning is, tho* our ieufes contra- 
did it never fo much, yet the cigner's doivn is not only harm, 
when compared to the foftnefe of CreJJid'% hand, but hard a* the 
band of ploughman. Spite f I fuppoie, was iirit corrupted to 
fprite 9 and from thence urofefpirit. 

4 Jhe has the * mends in her own hands.*] /. e. (he may paint 
and mend her complexion.. 

Vol. VII. Bb Pan. 
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Pan. I have hid my labour for my travel, til thought 
on of her, and ill thought on of you : gone between and 
between, but fmall thanks for my labour. 

TroL What, art thou angry, Pandoras? what, with 
me? 

Pan. Becaufe (he is kin to me, therefore (he's not 
(b fair as Helen ; and (he were not kin to me, lhc 
would be as fair on Friday, as Helen is on Sunday. But 
what care I ? 1 care not, an (he were a black-a*moor ; 
9 tis all one to me. 

Trot. Say I, (he is not fair ? 

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She's a 
fool to flay behind her father ; let her to the Gmis % 
and (b I'll tell her the next time 1 fee her : for my 
part, I'll meddle nor make no more i'th* matter. 

Trot. Pandarusi—- 

Pan. Not I. 

tfroi. Sweet Pandarus^-— 

Pan. Pray you, (peak no more to me \ I will lewe 
all as I found it, and there's an end. [Exit Pandarus. 

[Sound AUm* 

Jroi. Peace, you ungracious clamours! peace, rude 
(bunds! 
Fools on both fides.— Hilen muft needs be fair, 
When with your blood you daily paint her thus* 
I cannot fight upon this argument, 
It is too (larv*d a fubjedfc for my fword : 

But Pandarus O Gods! how do you plague me! 

I cannot come to Crefftd, but by Pandar* 
And he's as teachy to be woo'd to wooe, 
As (he is ftubborn-chaft againft all fute. 
Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love, 
W hat Crefftd is, what Pandar, and what we; 
Her bed is India, there (he lyes, a pearl : 
Between our Ilium y and where (he refides, 
Let it be call'd the wild and wandering flood ; 

Our 
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Our felf the merchant, and this failing Pandar> 
Our doufctfoj hope, our convoy, and our bark. 

5 C B N E n. 

[Afarm^ Enter JEneas, 

Mne. How now, Prince Troths t wherefore not 
iW field? 

Troi. Becaufe not there ; this woman's anfwer forts, 
For womanifli it is to be from thence : 
What news, Apneas y from the field to day ? 

JEne. That Parif is returned home, and hurt. 

Troi. By whom, JEneas? 

JEne. Troilus, by Mentions. 

Trot. Let Paris bleed, 'tis but a fear to fcorn : 
Paris is gpr'd with Menelaus 9 horn. [Alarum* 

JEne. Hark, what good fport is out of (own to day ? 

Troi. Better at home, if would I might, were i*wy— 
But to the fport abroad— are you bound thither ? 

JEne. In all fwift hafte. 

tfroi. Come, go we then together. [Exeunt* 

SCENE III. 

Changes to a publick Street > near the Walk 
of Troy. 

Enter Creffida, and her Servant. 

Cre.V T 7 H O were thofe went by? 
W Ser. Queen Hecuba and Helen. 
Cre. And whkher go they ? 
Strv. Up to th* eaftern tower, 
Whofe height commands as fubjeft all the vale, 
To fee the fight. * He£lor 7 whole patience 

I** 

£ .Heftor, <whofe patience 

L g *s a Virtue, /*V, ] Patience fure was a virtue. 

Bb 2 aad 
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Is, as the Virtue, fix'd, to day was mov'd : 
He chid Andromache, and ftruck his armorer y 
And like as there were husbandry in war, 
7 Before the Sun rofe, he was harneft light, 
And to the field goes he; where ev'ry flower 
Did as a prophet weep what it forefaw, 
In tteftor's wrath. 

Cre. What was his caufe of anger? 

Ser. The noife goes thus ; There is among the Gmks 

and therefore cannot, in propriety of expreflion, be faid to be like 
one. We (hould read, 

. /* as the Virtue ftx*d. 
i . e. his patience is as fixed as the Guddefs Patience itfetf. So we 
find Troilus a little before faying, 

Patience herielf <wbat Goddefs ere Jhe ie> 
Doth leffer blench atfufferance than I do. 
It is remarkable that Dryden when he alter'd this play, and found 
this falfe reading, alter'd it with judgment to; 
■ tvhofe patience 

h Jtx*d like that of Heav'n. 

which he would not have done had he feen the right reading 
here given, where his thought is fo much better and nobler 
cxpreSed. 

7 Before the Sun rofe 9 he *was harneft light,] Does the poet 
mean (fays Mr. Theobald) that He&or had put on light armour? 
mean f what elfe could he mean ? He goes to fight on foot ; and 
was not that the armour for his purpofe. So Fairfax in TaJ[$s 
JerufaJem, 

The other Pri nces put on harnefs light. 
As footmen ufe ■ 

Yet, as if this had been the higheft abfurdity , he goes on, Or dots 
he mean that He&or nvas fprightly in his arms even before fun- 
rife? or is a conundrum ainCd at, in Sun rofe and harneft light I 
Was any thing like it ? but to get out of this perplexity, he tells 
as that a very flight alteration makes all theft conftruQions «*- 
necejary, and fo changes it to hamefs-dight. Yet indeed the 
very flighted alteration will at any time let the poet's fenfe thro* 
the critic's' lingers : And the Oxford Editor very contentedly 
takes up with what is left behind, and reads harnefs- dig bt too, in 
order, as Mr. Theobald well expreffes it, To make all conftruQ'm 
unnecejary. 

" A 
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A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to He£lor 7 
They call him Jjax. 

Ore. Good ; and what of him ? 

Ser. They fay, he is a very mmperfe, and ftands 
alone. 

Cre. So do all men, unlefs they arc drunk, fick, or 
have no legs. 

Ser. This man, lady, hath robb'd many beafts of 
their particular additions •, he is as valiant as the lyon f 
churlilh as the bear, flow as the elephant ; a man 
into whom Nature hath fo crouded humours, 8 that 
his valour is crufted into folly, his folly fauced with 
difcretion : there is no man hath a virtue, that he has 
not a glimpfe of; nor any man an attaint, but he 
carries fome ftain of it. He is melancholy withbut 
caufe, and merry againft the hair; he hath the joints 
of every thing, but every thing fo out of joint, that 
he is a gouty Briareus % many hands and no u(e ; or 
purblind Argus , all eyes and no fight. 

Cre. But how fhould this man, that makes me 
fmile, make Heftor angry ? 

Ser. They fay, he yefterday copM Hefior in the 
battle and ftruck him down, rhe difdain and frame 
whereof hath *ver <ince kept Heffor fefting and 
waking. 

S that bis valour is crush t into folly, his folly fauced with 
difcretion ;] Valour crufbt into folly is nonfeufe ; bitf it is of the 
full editor's making ; who feeing crouded go before, concluded 
that crufbt (which is oft indeed the confequence) mult needs fol- 
low. He did not obferve that the poet here employs a Kitchen- 
metaphor, which would have led him to the true reading , His 
valour is crusted into folly \ his folfy fauced <witb difcretion. 
Thus is Ajax diftied up by the poet. The expreflion is humourous. 
His temper is reprefented as fo hot that his valour becomes over- 
baked, and fo is crufted or hardened into folly or temerity : yet 
the hardnefs of his folly is fauced or foftened with difcretion, and 
fo made palatable. 

Bbj SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter fandarus. 

Ore. Whd comes here ? 

S*r. Madam, your uncle Pandarus. 

Cre. Be8or\ a gallant man. 

Ser. As may be in the world, lady. 

Pan. What's that? what's that? 

Cre. Good morrow, uncle Pandoras. 

Pan. Good morrow, coufin CreJ/idi what: do you 
talk of ? * Good morrow, Alexander - t — how do you, 
coufin? when were you at Ilium? 

Cre. This morning, uncle. 

Pan. What were you talking of, when I came? 
was HeSior arm 9 d and gone, ere you came to jSam ? 
Helen was not up? was fhe? 

Cre. Heftor was gone; but Helen wa& not tip. 

Pan. E'en fo ; Re&or was ftirring early, 

Cre. That were we talking of, and of his anger. 

Pan. Was he angry? 

Cre. So he lays, here. 

Pan. True, he was fo ; I know the caufc too : he'll 
lay about him to day, I can tell them that j and there's 
Troilus will not come far behind him, let them take 
heed of Troilus $ I can tell them that too. 

Cre. What is he angry too ? 

Pan. Who, Troilus ?—Trtilus is the better man of 
the two. 

Cre. Oh, Jupiter! there's no companion. 

Pan. What, not between Troilus and Heller ? do 
you know a man, if you fee him ? 

Cre. Ay, if I ever few him before, and knew him. 

Pan. Well, I fay, Troilus is Troilus. 

Cre. Then you fay, as I fay 5 for, I am fure* he 
is not He&or. 

9 Good morrvw % Alexander ;] 'This is added in all the editions 
vtry aMufdlf, Paris Adt being on the ilage. Mr. Pope. 

Pan. 
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Pan. No, nor HeBor is not Trottus* in fomc degrees. 

Cre. 'Tis juft to each of them, he is himfelf. 

Pan. Himfelf? alas, poor Troilus! I 'would, he were. 

Cre. So he is. 

Pan. 'Condition, I had gone bare-foot to India. 

Cre. He is not HeBor. 

Pan. Himfelf? no, he's not himfelf; 'would, he 
were himfelf! well, the Gods are above; time muft 
friend, or end* well, Troilus, well, I would, my 
heart wefe in her body !*— —no, HeBor is not a better 
man than Troilus. 

Cre. Excufe me. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Ptin. Th* other's not come to't ; you (hall tell me 
another tate, when th' other's come tp'c : HeBor ihall 
not have his wit this year. 

Cre. He (hall not need it, if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor his Qualities. 

Cre. No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

Cre. 'Twotrid not become him, his own's better. 

Pan. You have no judgment, Neice; Helen hcrfelf 
fwore th' other day, that Troilus for a brown favour, 
(for fo 'tis, I mull confefi) not brown neither—-. 

Cre. No, but brown. 

Pan. Faith, to fay truth, brown and not brown. 

Cre. To Jay th* truth, true and not true. 

Pan. She prais'd his complexion above Paris. 

Cre. Why, Paris hath coiour enough. 

Pan. So he has. 

Cre. Then Troilus fliouki have too much ; if lhc 

Erais'd him above, his complexion is higher than his ; 
e having colour enough, and the other higher, is 
too flaming a praife for a good complexion. 1 h?d as 
lieve Helen'* golden tongue had commended Troilus 
for a copper nofe. 

B b 4 Pm. 
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Pan. I fwear to you, I think, Helen loves him 
better than Paris. 

Cre. Then fhe f s a merry Greek* indeed. 

Pan. Nay, I am fure, (he does. She came to him 
th* other day into the compafs-window ; and, you 
, know, he has not pad three or four hairs on his chin. 

Ore. Indeed, a tapfter'sarithmetick may foon bring 
hi? particulars therein to a total. 

Pan. Why, he is very young 5 and yet will" he 
within three pound lift as much as his brother 
HeSor. 

Cre. Is he fo young a man, and fo old a lifter ?— 

Pan. But to prove to you that Helen loves him, fhe 
came and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin. 

Cre. Juno^ have mercy! how came it cloven ?. 
* Pan. Why, you know, 'tis dimpled. I think, his 
fmiling becomes him better, than any man in all 
Pbrygia. 

Cre. Oh, he fmiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not? 

Cre. O yes, an 'twere a cloud in autumn. 

Pan. Why, go to then — but to prove to you that 
Helen loves Troilus. ■ 

Cre. Troilus will (land to the proof, if you'll prove 
it fo. 

Pan. Troilus ? why, he cfteems her no more than I 
efteem an addle egg. 

Cre. If you love an addle egg, as well as you love 
an idle head, you would eat chickens i'th* fhell. 

Pan, I cannot chufe but laugh to think how (he 
tickled his chin $ indeed, (he has a marvellous jvhitc 
hand, I muft needs confefs. 

Cre. Without the Rack. 
• Pan. And fhe takes upon her to fpy a white hair 
on his chin. 
t Cre. Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer. 

Pan. 
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-Pan. But there was fuch laughing. Queen Hecuba 
Jaught, that her eyes run o'er. 

Cre. With milftones. 

Pan. And Cajfandra laught. 

Cre. But there was more temperate fire under the pot 
of her eyes ; did her eyes run o'er too i 

Pan. And Heftor laught. 

Cre. At what was all this laughing ? 

Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen fpied on 
Troilus's chin. 

Cre. An f t had been a green hair, I fhould have 
laught too. 

Pan. They laught not fo much at the hair, as at his 
pretty anfwer. 

Cre. What was his anfwer ? 

Pan. Quoth fhe, here's but one and fifty hairs on 
your chin, and one of them is white. 

Cre. This is her queftion. 

Pan. That's true, take no queftion of that: one 
and fifty hairs, quoth he, and one white ; that white 
hair is my father, and all the reft are his fons. Jupiter I 
quoth (he, which of thefe hairs is Paris, my husband ? 
the forked one, quoth he, pluck it out and give it him : 
but there was fuch laughing, and Helen fo blufh'd, and 
Paris fo chaf *d, and all the reft fo laught, that it paft. 

Cre. So let it now, for it has been a great while 
going by. 

Pan. Well, coufin, 1 told you a thing Yefterday * 
think on't. 

Cre. So I do. 

Pan. Til be fworn, 'tis true ; he will weep you, ati 
'twere a man born in dpril. [Sound a retreat. 

Cre. And Fll fpring up in his tears, an 'twere a 
nettle againft May. 

Pan. Hark, they are coming from the field ; fliall 
we ftand up here, and fee them, as they pals towards 
flium ? good neice, do ; fweet neice Crejfida. 

Ore. 
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Ore. At your pleafure. 

Pan. Here, here, here's art txtelktit place, here we 
may fee moft bravely j Til tell you them all by their 
names as they pals by * but mark Troilus above the 

reft. 

lEnttepajfes over tbefiage. 

Cre. Speak not fo loud. 

Pan. That's JEneas % is not that a brave man ? he's 
one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you * but mark 
Troths, you fliall lee anon. 

Cre. Who's that ? 

Antenor paffes over tbefiage. 

Pan. That's Antenor \ he has a fhrewd wit, I can tell 
you, and he's a man good enough 5 he's one o'th* found- 
eft judgment in Tray whofoeter, and a proper man of 
perfon ; when comes Troths ? 1*11 (hew you Troths 
anon ; if he fee me, you (hall fee him nod at me. 

Cre. Will he give you the nod ? 

Pan. You (hall fee. 

Cre. If he do, 'the mich (hall have more. 

Heftor paffes over. 

Pan. That's Heftor, that, that, look you, that: 
there's a fellow ! go thy way, He£tor % there's a brave 
man, neice: O brave HeSor! look how he looks! 
there's a countenance! is't not a brave man ? 

Cre. O brave man! 

I — the mzHjhall have more.] To giyi one the nod \ was 
a phrafe fignifying to give one a mark of folly. The reply turns 
upon this fcnfe alluding to the expreflion give, and ftould be read 
thus, 

The mich ^«// &wr jtr^rr. 

}. e. much. He that has much folly already fliall then have more. 
This was a proverbial fpcech, implying that benefits fall upon the 
rich. The Oxford Editor alters it to, 

The reft.Jball have none. 

Pan. 
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Pan. h he hot ? It docs a Bute's heart gdod.*-^ 
look you, *hat hacks are on his helmet, look you 
yonder, do you fee? look you there! there's no jett- 
ing j there's laying on, take't off who Will, as they 
fey, there be hacks. 

Cre. Be thofe with fodfds ? 

Paris pqffes &m. 

Pan. Swords, any thing, he caret not, an the devil 
come to him* it's all one; by godflid, k dots one's 
heart good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder come* 
Paris : look ye yonder, neice, is't not a gallant ftaan 
too, is*t not r why, this is brave now : wlio laid, he 
came home hurt to day ? he's not hurt ; why, this 
will do Helens heart good no#, ha ? *wotild, I could 
fee Troilus now *, you fhall fee Troilus anon. 

Cre. Who's that? 

Helenas pqgei wef. 

Pan. That*s Helenas. I marvel, where Yrvtius i$ : 
that's Helenus — I think, he went not forth today; 
that's Menus. 

Cre. Can Helenas fight, Uncle ? 

Pan. Helenus y no — yes, he'll fight indifferent well— 
I marvel, where Troilus is? hark, do you not hear the 
people cry Troilus? Helenas is a prreft. 

Cre. What fneaking fellow comes yonder ? 
Troilus paps ever. 

Pan. Where! yonder? that's* Deipbobus. 'Tis 
troths \ there's a man, neice-*-hem —brave Troilus! 
the prince of chivalry ! 

Cre. Peace, for fhame, peace, 

Pan. Mark him, note him : O brave Troilus ! look 
well npon him, neice, took you how his fwtard k 
bloodied, and hrs helm more hack'd than HefterX 
and how he looks, and how he goes! O admirable 
youth / he ne'er faw three and twenty. Go thy way, 
' Trpilust 



Digitized by CjOOQLC 



380 Troilus and Cressida. 

Troilus $ go thy way ; had I a fitter were a Grace, or 
a daughter a Goddefs, he Ihould take his choice. O 
admirable man! Paris? — Paris is dirt to him, and, 
I warrant, Helen to change would give money to 
boot.. 

Enter common Soldiers. 

Cre. Here come more. 

Pan. Afles, fools, dolts, chaff and bran, chaff and 
bran ; porridge after meat. I could live and dye i'th f 
eyes of Troilus. Ne'er look, ne'er look ; the eagles 
are gone ; crows and daws, crows and daws. I had 
rather be fuch a man as TroiIus> than Agamemnon and 
all Greece. 

Cre. There is among the Greeks Achilles, a better 
man than Troilus. 

Pan. Achilles ? a dray-man, a porter, a very camel. 
Cre. Well, well. 

Pan. Well, well—- why, have you any difcretion? 
have you any eyes'? do you know, what a man is ? is 
not birth, beauty, good fhape, difcourfe, manhood, 
learning, gentlcnefs, virtue, youth, liberality, and fo 
forth, the fpice and fait, that feafons a man ? 

Cre. Ay, a mine'd man 5 and then to be bak'd with 
no date in the pye, for then the man's date is out.— 
Pan. You are fuch another woman, one knows not 
at what ward you lye. 

Cre. Upon my back, to defend my belly ; upon my 
wit to defend my wiles ; upon my fecrefie, to defend 
mine honefty ; rdf mask to defend my beauty, and 
you to defend all thefe 5 and at all thefe wards I lye, 
at a thouland watches. 

Pan. Say one of your watches. 

Cre. Nay, I'll watch you for that, and that's one of 

the chiefeft of them too > If I cannot ward what I 

- would not have hit, I can watch you for telling how 

I took the blow * unlefs it fwell pad hiding, and then 

it is paft watching. 

Pan. 
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Pan. You arc fuch another. 
Enter Bey. 

Bay. Sir, my lord would inftantly fpeak with you. 

Pan. Where? 

Boy. * At your own houfe, there he unarms him. 

Pan. Good boy, tell him I come 5 I doubt, he be 
hurt. Fare ye well, good neice. 

Cre. Adieu, uncle. 

Pan. 1*11 be with you, neice, by and by. 

Cre. To bring, uncle— 

Pan. Ay, a token from Troilus. 

Cre. By the fame token, you are a bawd. [Exit Pan. 
Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love's full facrifice, 
He offers in another's enterprize: 
But more in Troilus thoufand-fold I fee, 
Than m the glafs of Pandar's praife may be ; 
Yet hold I off. Women are angels, wooing; 
Things won are done ; the foul's joy lyes in doing : 
That She belov'd knows nought, that knows not this* 
Men prize the thing ungain'd, more than it is. 
That She was never yet, that ever knew 
Love got, fo fweet, as when Defire did fue : 
Atchieyemcnt is Command ; ungain'd, befeech. 
Therefore this maxim out of love I teach ; 
That though 3 my heart's content firm love doth bear, 
Nothing of That (hall from mine eyes appear. [Exit. 

a At your own heu/e, there be unarms hint.'} Thefe neceflary 
words added from the quarto edition. Mr. Pope. 

3 my heart's content J Content ', for capacity. 



SCENE 
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5 8s T&onv* mid C*ss$ii>a, 
scene v. 

Changes to AgameauwaV Tent in tbe-Gremn 
Camp. 

tfrmpets. Znter Agamemnon, Ncftor, Ulyffis, 
Diomcdes, Menelaus, with others. 

1 What grief hath fcf the jaflndicf on ywr 
cheeks? 
The ample propoftfipji, that hope makes 
In all defigns begun on earth below, 
Fails in the promis'd larjjjenefs: Checks and di&fte* 
Grow in the veins of alhons higheft reared ; 
As knots by the conflux of meeting fap 
Infedt the found pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant from his CQurie of grPWth. 
Nor, Princes, is it matter new to us, 
That we come fliort of our Suppofe fo far, 
That after fev'n years* fiegc, yet 2r^y-waJJs ftandi 
Sith every a&ion that ham gone before, 
Whereof we have record, tryal did draw 
Bias and thwart; not anfwering the aim, 
And that unbodied figure of the thought 
That gave't furmifcd fliape. Why then, you Princes, 
Do you with cheeks abam'd behold our Works ? 
And think them fhame, which are, indeed, nought clfe 
But the protraftive tryals of great Jwe % 
To find pcrfiftive conftancy in men ? 
The finenels of which metal is not found 
In fortune's love; for then, the bold and coward, 
The wife and fool, the art id and unread, 
The hard and foft, kern all affin'd, and kin ; 
But in the wind and temped of her frown, 
Diftin&ion with a broad and powerful fan, 

Puffing 
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Puffing at all, winnows the light away ; 
And what hath maft, or matter by itfeJf, 
Lies rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

Neft. With due obfervance of thy goodly Seat, 
Great Agamemnon, 4 Nf/lor (hall fupply 
Thy lateft words, In the reproof of Chance 
Lies the true proof of men : the Sea being fmooth, 
How many (hallow bauble boats dare fail 
Upon her patient bread, making their way 
With thofe of nobler bulk ? 
But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gende Tbttis, and anon, behold, 

4 — — — Neftor^// apply 

Thy lateft words. ] What were thefe lateft words ? A 

common -place obfervation, illuftrated by a particular image, that 
oppofition and adverfity were ufeful to try and diftinguifh between 
the valiant man and the coward, the wife man and the fool. The 
application of this was to the Greeks ; who had remained long 
unfuccefsfui before Troy, but might make a good ufe of their 
misfortunes by learning patience and perfeverance. Now Neftor 
promifes that he will make this application ; but we find nothing 
like it. He only repeats Agamemnon's general obfervation, and 
iilultrates it by another image; from whence it appears, that 
Shakefpear wrote, 

——Neftor^*// supplt 

Thy lateft words. 

And it muft be owned, the poet never wrote any thing more in 
character. Neft or, a talkative old man, was glad to catch at this 
common place, as it would furniih him with much matter for 
prate. And, therefore, on pretence that Agamemnon had not been 
full enough upon it, he begs leave to fupply the topic with fome 
diverfified flouriihes of his own. And what could be more natu- 
ral than for a wordy old man to call the repetition of the fame 
thought, zfupplial. We may obferve further* that according 
to this reading the introductory apology, 

With due ohfervance of thy goodly Seat, 
is very proper : it being a kind of insinuation, to the prejudice of 
Agamemnon** facundity, that Neftor was forced to fupply his fpeech, 
\v hereas had the true reading been apply, the apology had been 
impertinent : for in fuch a cafe we mull have fuppofed, this was 
a preconcerted divifion of the argument between the two orators. 

The 
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The ftrong-ribb'd Bark through liquid mountains cuts ; 

Bounding between the two moid elements, 

Like Perfeus 9 horfe : Where's then the fawcy boat, 

Whofe weak untimberM fides but even now 

Co-rival'd Greatnefs ? or to harbour fled, 

Or made a toaft for Neptune. Even fo 

Doth valour's ihcw and valour's worth divide 

In ftorms of fortune. For in her ray and brightnefi, 

The herd hath more annoyance by the brize 

Than by the tyger : but when fplitting winds 

Make flexible the knees of knotted oaks, 

And flies get under ftiade 5 5 the thing of courage 

As rowz'd with rage, with rage doth fympathize j 

And, with an accent tun'd in felf-fame key, 

§ Returns to chiding fortune. 

Ufyjf. Agamemnon, 
Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece^ 
Heart of our numbers, foul, and only fpirit, 
In whom the tempers and the minds of ail 
Should be (hut up: hear, what Ufyjfes fpeaks. 
Befides th 9 applaufe and approbation 
The which, mod mighty for thy place and fway, 

[To Agamemnon. 
And thou, moft rev'rcnd for thy ftretcht-out life, 

[To Ncftor. 
I give to both your fpeeches ; which were fuch, 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in brafs ; and fuch again, 
As venerable Neftor (hatch'd in filver) 
Should with a bond of air, ftrong as the axle-tree 
On which heav'n rides, knit ail the Grecians* ears 
To his expericnc'd tongue: yet let it pleafe both 

5 The fifing of courage,] ft is faid of the tiger, that in 

ftorms and high winds he rages and roars moft furioufly. Ox* 
ford Editor. 

6 Returns to chiding/*r/*»/.] #\ t. replies avcrfely toadverfe 
fortune. 

Thou 
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(Thou great, and wife) to hear Ufyjfes fpeak. 

Aga . Speak, Prince of Ithaca ; we lels expedt, 
That matter needlefs, of importlefs burthen, 
Divide thy lips ; than we are confident, 
"When rank Tberfiles opjes his maftiff jaws, 
"We (hall hear mufic, wit, and oracle. 

Vhjf. troy* yet upon her bafis, had been down^ 
And the great Heffor's fword had lack'd a matter, 
But for thefe inftances. 
The fpeciality of Rule hath been negle&cd ; 
And, look, how many Grecian Tents do ftand 
Hollow upon this Plain, fo many hollow factions. 
7 When that the General not likes the hive, 
To whom the Foragers fhall all repair, 
What honey is expedled ? degree being vizarded, 
Th* unworthieft (hews as fairly in the mask. 
• The heavens themselves, the planets, and this center, 
Obferve degree, priority and place. 
Infifturt, courfe, proportion, feafon, form, 
Office and cuftom, in all line of order : 
And therefore is the glorious planet Sol 

7 When that the General is not like the hive ^ The image 
is taken from the government of bees. But what are we to under- 
ftand by this line ? either it has no meaning, or a meaning con- 
trary to the drift of the fpeaker. For either it fignifies, that the 
General and the hive are net of the fame degree orfpecies, when 
as the fpeaker's complaint is, that the hive a&s fo perverfely at 
to deitroy all difference of degree between them and the General t 
or it muft fignify, that the General has private ends and inter efts 
lifting from that of the hive ; which defeats the very end of the 
fpeaker; whofe purpofe is to juftify the General, and expofe the 
difobedience of the hive. We fhouid certainly then read, 
When that the General not likes the hive : 
i. e. when the foldiers like not, and refufe to pay due obedience 
to their General : This being the very cafe he would defcribe, 
and (hew the mifchiefc of. 

S The heavens thentfelvet, the planets 9 and this centre,] #. r. 
the centre of the earth ; which, according to the Ptolemaic Syftem 
then in vogue, is the centre of the Solar Syftem. 

Vol. VIL Cc h 
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In noble eminence erithron'd and fpherM 

Antidft the reft, whofe rrfecTcinablfc *tyc 

Corre&s the ill afpedts of planets "evil, 

And polls like the coifirnan&ntat of a King, 

Sans check, to good and bad. *£ut when the Pfatoets 

In evil mixture to drforder tender, 

What plagues, ahd what portents, what mutiny ? 

What raging of the Sea^ (hairing 6f earth? 

Commotion in the winds? frights, changes, horrors, 

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 

The unity and married calm of ftates 

Quite from their fixure? Oh, when degree is fhaken, 

(Which is the ladder to all high defigns) 

The enterprize is fick. Sow could communities, 

Degrees in fchools, and brotherhoods in cities, . 

Peaceful commerce frbm dividable fhores, 

The primogeniture, and due of birth, 

Prerogative of age, crowns, fcepters, lawrels, 

(But by degree) ftand in authentick place? 

Take but degree away, untune that firing, 

And hark what difcord follows; each thing meets 

In meer oppughancy. The bounded waters 

Would lift their bofoms higher than the fhores, 

And make a fop of all this folid Globe : 

Strength would be lord of imbecillity, 

And the rude fon would ftrike his father dead : 

* Force would be Right; or rather, l Right and 

* Wrong 

* (Between whole endlefs jar Juftice prefides) 

< Would 

2 > ■ - » But when the Planets * 

In evil mixture to diforier wander, &c] By Planets 
Sbakefpear here means Comets, which by fame were fiippofed to 
be excentrical planets. The evil effe&s here recapitulated were 
thofe which fuperflition gave* to the appearance of Comets* 

l ,m ■ ! Right and Wrong 

(Between whofe endlefs jar Juftice resi d e s ) 
Would hfe their names t ^\ The Editor,, Ut.SHuitaid, 

thinb 
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* Would lofe their names, and fo would Juftice too. 

* Then every thing includes itfelf in power, 
€ Power into will, wiH into appetite ; 

c And appetite (an univerfal wolf, 

' So doubly ftconded with will and power) 

c Muft make perforce an universal prey, 

And laft eat up itfelf. Great Agamemnon f 

This Chaos, when degree is fufiocate, 

Follows thechoaking : 

And this negle&ion of degree is it, 

thinks that the fe<on,d line is no had comment uj>on what Horace 
basfaid on this fubjeii ; 

— font cert i dent que fines* 

£>uos ultra citraque nequit confifter.e reBum. 
Cut if it be a comment on the Latin poet, it is certainly the worft: 
that ever was made. Horace feys, with extreme good fenfe, that 
there are certain bounds beyond which, vtoAftnrt of which, juftice 
or Right cannot exift. The meaning is, becaufe if it bejbort qf 
thofe bounds, wrong prevails ; if it goes beyond, Juftice tyran* 
nife$\ according to the common proverb of Summum jus fumma 
injuria. Shake/pear fays, that Juftice re fides between the endlefs 
jar of right and wrong. Here the two extremes, between which 
Juftice refides, Are right and wrong ; in Horace the twp 
extremes, between which juftice refides, are both wrong. A very 
pretty comment this truly, which puts the change-upon us 5 and 
inftead of explaining a good thought of Horace, .gives us a»non- 
fenfical one of its own. For to fay the truth, this is not only no 
comment on Horace, but no true reading of Shake/pear. Juftice 
is here reprefented as moderating between Right and Wrong, and 
acting the overrcomplaifant and ridiculous part of Don Adriano 
de Armado in Love's Labours Loft, who is called, with inimitable 
humour, 

A man of Compliments, whom Right and Wrong 

Have chofe as Umpire of their Mutiny. 
This is the exa& office of Juftice in the prefent reading : But we 
are not to think t\izt Sbakejpear in a fcrious fpecch would drefs 
her up in the -garb of his fantallic Spaniard. We muft, rather 
conclude that he wrote, 

Between whofe endkfs jar Juftice presides ; 
i.e. always determines the controverfy in favour of Right; and 
thus Juftice is properly chara&erifed without the author's ever 
breaming of commenting Horace. 

Cc2 Tha$ 
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That by a pace goes backward, in a purpofe 

It hath to climb. The General's difdain'd 

By him one ftep below ; he, by the next; 

That next, by him beneath : (b every ftep, 

Exampled by the firft pace that is fick 

Of his Superior, grows to an envious feaver 

Of pale and bloodlefs emulation. 

And 'tis this feaver that keeps Troy on foot, 

Not her own finews. To end a Tale of length, 

Troy in our weaknefe Kves, not in her ftrength. 

Neji. Mod wifely hath UlyJJes here difcover'd 
The feaver, whereof all our power is fick. 

Aga. The nature of the ficknels found, Ufyjfes* 
What is the remedy? 

Ulyff. " The great Achilles* whom opinion crowns 
44 The finew and the fore-hand of our Hoft, 
" Having his ear full of his airy feme, 
44 Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
4C Lies mocking our defigns. With him, PatrocIus y 
44 Upon a lazy bed, the live-Iong day 
* 4 Breaks fcurriljefts 5 
44 And with ridiculous and aukward aftion 
44 (Which, flanderer, he imitation calls) 
« He pageants us. Sometimes, great Agamemnon, 
44 * Thy ftoplefs Deputation he puts on ; 
44 And, like a ftrutting Player, (whofe conceit 
4C Lies in his ham- firing, and doth think it rich 
44 To hear the wooden dialogue and found 
44 'Twixt his ftretch'd footing and the fcafffcldage) 
44 Such to-be-pitied and o'er-wrefted Seeming 
44 He afts thy Greatnefe in ; and when he fpeaks, 
4< *Tis like a chime a mending : with terms uniquar'd : 
44 Which, from the tongue of roaring Typbon dropt, 

2 Thy topless dtfutathn ] I don't know what can be 

meant by topiefs % but the contrary to what the fpeaker would 
infinoate. I lufpecT the poet wrote stop less, /. *< unlimited; 
which was the cafe. 

" Would 
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« Would fccm hyperboles. At this fufty ftuff 
" The large Achilles > on his preft-bed lolling, 
" From bis deep cheft laughs out a loud applaufe : 

<c Cries — excellent ! — 'tis Agamemnon juft 

" Now play mtNeftor — hum, and ftroke thy beard, 

« c As he, hieing 'dreft to fome oration. 

" That's done — as near as the extremeft ends 

" Of parallels ; as like, as Vulcan and his wife : 

" Yet good Achilles ftill cries, excellent! 

«* *Tis Nejlor right ! now play him me, Patroclus^ 

" Arming toanfwer in a night-alarm : 

" And then, forfboth, the faint defefts of age 

" Muft be the fcene of mirth, to cough and fpit, 

" And with a palfie fumbling on his gorget, 

" Shake in and out the rivet—— and at this fport, 

Sir Valour dies ; cries 0! — enough, Patroclus—— 

Or give me rite of fteel, I fhall fplit all 

In plcafure of my fpleen. And, in this fafliion, 

} All our abilities, gifts, natures, (hapes, 

3 All our abilities, gifts, natures, Jhapes, 

Several* and generals of grace exact, 

Atcbievements, plots &c] The meaning is this, A!! our 
good qualities, federals and generals of grace: i. e. whether they 
be fever al and belong to particular men, as prudence to Ufyffes, 
experience to Neftor, magnanimity to Agamemnon, valour to. 
Ajax, Sec. or whether they be general and belonging to the 
Greek nations in general, as valour, poliftied manners, &c all 
thefe good qualities, together with our atchievements, plots, or- 
ders, &c. are all turned into ridicule by the buffoonery of Achilles 
and Patroclus. This is the fenfe: but what then is the meaning of 
grace exa8? no other can be made of it, than that Achilles and 
Patroclus exactly mimic all our qualities and anions. But the 
fpeaker thought very differently of their buffoonery : the imita- 
tion, he fays, being as unlike the original as Vulcan to his wife. 
The fault lies here ; exaft mould be exads ; and belongs to tbe 
iecond divifion, namely the enumeration of the atfions ; and 
ihould be read thus ; 

All our abilities, gifts, natures, fhafes 

Severals and generals of grace ; exacts, 

Achievements, plots, &c. 
i. e. exaBments, publick taxes, and contributions for carrying on 
the war. 

Cc %\ Several* 
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Severals and generals of graee 5 exa&s, 
Achievements, plots, orders, preventions* 
Excitements to the field, or fpeech for truce* 
Succefsor lofs, what is, or is not, ferves . 
As fluff for thefe two to make paradoxes.. 

Neft- And in the imitation.qf thefe twain, 
(Whom, as Ulyffes fays, opinion crowns 
With an imperial voice) many are infcd : 
j/jax is grown felf-wiird, and bears his head 
In fuch a rein, in full as proud a pace, 
As broad Achilles j and keeps his tent like him ; 
Makes factious feafts, rails on our ftatc of war, 
Bold as an Oracle j and fets Theses 
(A (lave, whofe gall coins (landers like a mint) 
To match us in companions with dirt 1 
To weaken and difcredit our tfepoforc, 
How hard foever rounded ifc yrith danger* 

Ulyjf. They tax our policy, arid call it cowardife, 
Count wifdom as no member of the war * 
Fore-ftall our prefcience, and efteem no Aft 
But that of hand : c The ftill and mental parts*] " 
« That do contrive how many hands fhall ftrike, 
4 When fitnefs call them on, and know by meafure 
c Of their obfervant toil the enemies* weight ; 
« Why, this hath not a finger's dignity 5 
4 They call this bed- work Mapp'ry, clofct war : 

* So that the ram, that batters down the wall, 

* For the great fwing and rudenefs of his poize, 

c They place before his hand that made the engine* 
4 Or thofe, that with the finenefs of their fouls 
c By reafon guide his execution. 

Nefl. Let this be granted, and Achilles 9 horfe 
Makes many Thetis 9 fons. [Tucket founds. 

Aga. What trumpet? look, Menelaus. 

Men. From Troy. 



SCENE 
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S C E N E VI. 

Enter ^neas. 

Aga. What would you *fore our tent ? 

Mne., \s this great; ^^memnm 9 ^ tent, t pray yo.u ? 

Aga. Even this. 

Mne. May one;, that is a Herald and a Prince, 
Do a fair meffage to his kingly ears ? 

Aga. With fure&y ftronger than Achilles* arm, 
*Fore all the Greeki/h heads, which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon U&& and General. 

Mne. Fair leave, and large fecurity. How may 
A ftranger to thofe moft imperiaj looks 
Know thern from eyes of other mortals? 

Aga. How? 

Mne, \ ask, th»t I might waken Reverence, 
And bid the cheek be ready with a blufh 
Modeft as moaning, when, flic: coldly eyes 
The youttful Ph<$us : 
Which is that Go4 i(* office, guidipg men? 
Which is the high a,nd mighty Agwwnon I 

Ago,. This Iryan fcorps us, or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious courtiers. 

Mne. Courtiers as free, 4s debonair, utn^rm'd, 
As beqding Angek; that's their fame in peace : 
But when they would feem (oldiers^ they have gAk* 
Good arms, ftroug joints^ true 1 words j $nd, (;ws 

Accord,) 
Nothing fo Jfull of heart. But peace, Apneas 5 
Peace, Trojan ; lay thy finger on thy lips ; 
The worthinefi pf praifc diftains his worth, 
If he, that's, prais'd, himfelf hring the praife forth : 
What the repining enemy cppimends, 
That breath Fapie blows, that praife fole pure tran- 
fcends. 

Aga. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourfelf Mneas ? 
C c 4 Mne. 
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JEne. Ay, Greek, that isciy name* 

Aga. What's your affair, I pray you ? 

JEne. Sir, pardon \ 'tis for Agamemnon's ears. 

Jga. He hears nought privately that comes from 
Troy. 

JEne. tfor I from Trey come not to whifper him * 
I bring a trumpet to awake his Ear, 
To fet his fenfe on the attentive bent, 
And then to fpeak. 

Jga. Speak frankly as the wind, 
It is not Agamemnon's deeping hour ; 
That thou (halt know, Trojan* he is awake, 
He tells thee fo himfelf. 

jEne. Trumpet, blow loud : 
Send thy brafs voice thro* all thefe lazy tents » 
And every Greek of mettle, let him know 
What Troy means fairly, fhallbc fpoke aloud. 

[The trumpets found. 
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Trey 
A Prince call'd Heffor (Priam is his father) 
Who in this dull and long-continu'd truce 
Is rufty grown ; he bad me take a trumpet, 
And to this purpofe fpeak: Kings, Princes, Lords, 
If there be one amongft the fair f ft of Greece, 
That holds his honour higher than his eafe, 
That feeks his praife more than he fears his peril, 
That knows his valour and knows not his fear, 
That loves his miftrels 4 more than in confeffion, 
(With truant vows to her own lips, he loves,) 
, And dare avow her beauty and her worth 

In other arms than hers: to him this Challenge. 
Heffor, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 
Shall make it good, (or do his beft to do it) 
He hath a lady, wifer, fairer, truer, 
Than ever Greek did compals in his arms ; 
And will to morrow with his trumpet call 

| more than in confeffion,] Cen/ejfoo, for profefton. 

Midway 
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Midway between your tents and walls of Trey, 

To rouze a Grecian that is true in love. 

If any come, Heffor (hall honour him: 

If none, he'll lay in Troy when he retires, 

The Grecian Dames are fun-burn*d, and not worth 

The fplinter of a lance ; — *even fo much. 

Aga . This lhall be told our lovers, lord JEneas. 
If none of them have foul in fuch a kind, 
We've left them all at home : but we are foldiers j 
And may that foldier a meer recreant prove, 
That means not, hath not, or is not in love I 
If then one is, or hath, or means to be, 
That one meets He8or% if none elfc, l f m he. 

Neft. Tell him of Neftor ; one, that was a man 
When HeSor 9 z Grandfire fuckt ; he is old now, 
But if there be not in our Grecian Hoft 
One noble man that hath one fpark of fire, 
To anfwer for his love : tell him from me^ 
PI] hide my filver beard in a gold beaver 
5 And in my vantbrace put this withered brawn; 
And, meeting him, will tell him, that my lady 
Was fairer than his grandam, and as chafte 
As may be in the world : his youth in flood, 
I'll pawn this truth with my three drops of blood. 

ASne. Now heav'ns forbid fuch fcarcity of youth! 

Ufyjf. Amen. 

Aga. Fair lord ASneas, let me touch your hand: 
To our Pavilion ihall I lead you firft : 
Achilles ihall have word of this intent, 
So ihall each lord of Greece from tent to tent: 
Your felf ihall feaft with us before you go, 
And find the welcome of a noble foe. [Exeunt* 

5 And in «rjr vantbrace— ] An armour for the arm, *<vant- 
iras. Mr. Pope. 
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SCENE VII. 

Manent Ulyflfcs ami Neftor. 



Ulyjf. N*ftor 9 « 



Nefi. What lays Ufyjfes? 

Ufyjf. I have a young conception in my brain,, 
Be you my time to bring it to fome fUape. . 

V*jk. Wbatirt* 

Ulyjf. This 'tis: 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots; the feeded pride, 
That hath to this maturity blown up k 
In rank dcbiltes, muft or now be cropr, 
Or, fhedding, breed a mif fery of like evil. 
To over-bulk us alh 

Neft. Well, and how now? 

Ulyjf. This Challenge that the gallant Hefior fends, 
However it is fpread in general name* 
Relates in purpofe only to Achilla. 

Ntft. * The purpofe is perspicuous even 9s Subftance, 
Whole groflhefs little characters fum up. 
And, in the publication, make no ftrain, 
But that Acbtlles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Libya, (tho% dpolk knows* 
*Tis dry enough,) will with great fpeed of judgment, 
Ay, with celerity, find He&or's purpofe 
Pointing on him. 

Ulyjf. And wake him to the anfwer, think you ? 

Nefi. Yes, 'tis mod meet; whom may you elft 
oppofe, 

6 The purpofe is ptrfpicuous even as Subfiance, 

Wbofe grojfnefs little characters fum up."} That is, the pur- 
pofe is as plain as body or fubftance ; and tho' I have colle&ed 
this purpofe from many minute particulars, as a gwrfs body is 
made up of fmall infenfible parts, yet the refult is as clear and 
certain as a body thus made up is palpable and vifible. This is 
the thought, tho* a little obfeured in the concifenefs of the ex- 
prefikm. 

That 
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That can from Htftor hring his honour off, 

If not Achilles? though a fportful combat, 

Yet in this tryal much opinion dwells. 

For here the Trojans taftc our dcar*ft Repute 

With their fin'ft palate : and truft to me, Ulyjfis, 

Our imputation fliall be odly pois'd 

In this wild aftion. For the fbecefs, 

Although particular, ihall give a fcantling 

Of good or bad unto the general : 

And in fuch indexes, although final) pricks 

To their fubfequent volumes, there is fan 

The baby figure of the gianc-mafi 

Of things to come, at large. It is fuppos'd, 

He, that meets HeBcr, ifiues from our Choice $ 

And Choice, being mutual aft of all our fools, 

Makes merit her eloftion * and doth boil, 

As 'twere, from forth us all, a man diftill'd 

Out of our virtues; who mifcarrying, 

"What heart from hence receives the conquVing pari, 

To fteel a ftrong opinion to themfelves! 

Which entertained, limbs are his instruments, 

In no lefs working, than are fwords and bows 

Dire&ive by the limbs. 

Ulyjf. Give pardon to my Speech 5 , 
Therefore 'tis meet, Achilles meet not HeEtor. 
Let us, like merchants, fhew our fouleft wares, 
And think, perchance, they'll fell 5 if not, 
The luftreof the better, yet to (hew, 
Shall fhew the better. Do not then confent, 
"That ever He&or and Achilles meet : 
For both our honour and our fhame in this 
Are dogg'd with two ftrange followers. 

Neft. I fee them not with my old eyes : what are they ? 

Ulyjf. What Glory our Achilles (hares from Heftor* 
Were he not proud, we all fhould ihare with him : 
But he already is too infolent -, 
And we were better parch in Africk Sun, 
Than in the pride and fak fcorn of his eyes, 

Should 
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Should he 'fcape Hcttor fair. If he were foii'd, 

Why, then we did our main opinion crufh 

In taint of our beft man. No, make a LottVy * 

And by device let blockifh Ajax draw 

The Sort to fight with He&or: 'mong our felvcs, 

Give hiih allowance as the worthier man, 

For that will phyfick the great Myrmidon^ 

Who broils in loud applaufe, and make him fall 

Hiscreft, that prouder than blue Iris bends. 

If the dull brainlcfs Ajax come fafe off, 

We'll drefi him up in voices : if he fail, 

Yet go we under our opinion ftill, 

That we have better men. But, hit or mifs, 

Our project's life this fhape of Senfe aflfumes, 

Ajax, imploy'd, plucks down Achilles' plumes. 

Ne/1. Ufyjjes, Now I relifb thy advice, 
'And I will give a tafte of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon ; go we to him ftreight ; 
Two curs (hall tame each other; pride alone 
1 Muft tar the maftiffs on, as 'twere their bone. 

[Exeunt. 



A C T II. S C E N E I. 

The Grecian Camp. 

Enter Ajax and Thcrfites. 
A j a x. 



cfHERSlfES, 

<Iber. Agamemnon — how if he had boiles-i-fijll, 
all over, generally. [Talking to him f elf. 

7 Muft tar the maftiffs •*,— ~] Tarre, an old Englijb word 
fignify ing to provoke or urge on. See King John t AS 4. Scene 1 . 
■ ■ like a Dog 

Snatch at bis Mafter that doth tar him on. 

x Mr. Pope. 
Ajax. 
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Ajsx. fberfitn* ; 

Tier. And thofc boils did run— —fey fo— did not 
the General run ? were not that a botchy core? 

Ajax. Dog! 

Tber. Then there would come fome matter from 
him : I fee none now. 

Ajax. Thou bitch* wolf's fon, canft thou not hear? 
feel then. [Strikes him. 

Tier. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou mungtel 
beef-witted lord! 

Ajax. ' Speak then, you windyeft leaven, ipeak 5 
I will beat thee into hagdfomnefs. 

Tier. I (hall fooncr rail thee into wit and holineis ; 
but, I think, thy horfe will fooner con an oration, 
than thou learn a prayer without book : thou canft 
ftrike, canft thou ? a red murrain o* thy jade's tricks ! 

Ajax. Toads-ftool, learn me the proclamation. 

Tber. Doeft thou think, I have no fenfe, thou 
ftrik'ft me thus ? 

Ajax. The proclamation—— 

Tber. Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think. 

Ajax. Do not, porcupine, do not; my fingers itch. 

Tber. I would, thou didft itch from head to foot, 
and I had the fcratching of thee; I would make thee 
the loathfom'ft fcab in Greece. 

Ajax. I fay, the proclamation— 

Tber. Thou grumbled and railed every hour on 
Achilles* and thou art as full of envy at his Greatnefs, 
as Cerberus is at Proferpina's Beauty : ay, that thou 
bark'ft at him. 

Ajax. MiftrtfcTberJites!-— 

Tber. Thou Ihouldit ftrike him. 
Ajax. Cobloaf! 

1 Speak then, thou w H i N i d'st leaven,"] This is the reading of 
the old copies : It ihoold be windyest, i. e. moft windy; 
leaven being made by a great fermentation. This epithet agrees 
well with liberfites % % charafterv 

fber. 
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72w. He would pound thee into £hivers wtA hi 
fift, osaiailor breaks a btsket. 

^r^ # You whoriba cur !-— - [Arty fa, 

2W. Do, do, 
. jjjaK. Tho* ftool fera wkch! — * 

y&r, Ay, do, do, thou fockfcn-wkted ktrd 5 db 
toft no more brain than I have in my clbcww: an 
jfflmqgo may tutor thee. Thou (curvy valiant aft! thai 
arc here but ta thrafli Trojans, and Hhou arc bought 
and fold among thofe of any wit, like a j*4mft 
Have. If thou ufe to beat me, I wiU begin at thy 
Wl, and tell what thou art by inches, ! thw thing of 
ad bowela, thou ! 

^w. You dog! 

3#*r. You fcurvy lord ! 

■i*0w*. You our! [Arty fa 

T&r. dAtf* his ideot! do, cudends* do, camel, dc, 

S C E N E IL 

I 
£*/*r Achilles and Patroclus. 

• jlthil. Why, how now, Jjax f wherefore do 701 

this ? I 

How now, tfberfttes? what's the matter, man? 1 
Tber. You fee him there, do you ? 

Acbil. Ay, what's the matter? | 

53&*r. Way, look upon him. 1 

jfcbil. So I do, what's the matter ? I 

Tbtr. Ttfay, but regard him well. 1 

Acbil. Well, why, I do fo. ' 

2 thou thing of no bow els,] TW this be tofe, yet I M? 
it is not the poet's, who makes Tberjites rtfl©ftaltq^th«r<»^ 
his want of w// f not want of compaffiou* I fliould folfl* ' 
therefore the true reading was, 

2J&M* tbi*g of no VOV/EL9. 
?i, $. without fenfe ; 93 a word without vowels fe P^Jr^ \ 
tains no idea. This is much in the. ftafMW-P*** *^' 

fa I 
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fb'fr. But yet you 1 look 'ncft Xvefl <upon fcim : for 
tvhrifofcver you take him to be, he is Ajax. 

Atbil I know that, fool. 

Tber. Ay, but that fool knows not himfelf.* 

Ajax. Therefore \ beat theie. 

'Titer. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicutns of wit henit- 
ters ; lib evafiotis have ears thus long. I have bobb'd 
his brain, more than fre'has beat my bones : I will buy 
nine fparrows for a penny, and his Pia Mater is not 
worth the ninth partofafparrow. This lord (Achilles) 
Ajax, 'who -Wears his tyit hi his belly, and his guts in 
his head, I'll tell you What I fay of him. 

AM. What? - 

[Ajax offers toftrike bim 3 Achilksinterp6fe& 

7%er. I lay, this Ajax ■— ? 

Atbil. Nay, gxAAjax. „ 

5Tber. Has not fo much wit ■■ ." 

Acbil. Nay, I muft hold you. 

Her. As wifl ftop the eye of HelenH rteecfte, for 
whom he comes to fight. 

Acbil. Peace, fooli 

5fctr. I would have peace and quietnels, but the 
fool will not : he there, that he, look you there. 

Ajax. G thou tkmn*d cur, I fhall »»» ■ » * r 

Acini. Will you fet your wit to a fooPs ? 

tfber. No, 1 warrant you ; for a fooPs will fttame fc 

Pat. Good wards, Therfites. 

Acini. What's thequarrel? 

4/ax K I bad the Vile owl go learn me the tenourof 
the proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

Tber. I fefVe thee ndt. 

Ajax. Well, gb to, go to. 

Tber. I ferve h?re voluntary. 

Atffl. Your iafft Service "was foflferance, 'twas not 
Volunttrfy 5 no man is beaten voluntary •, Ajax was here 
the voluntary, and you as under an imprei's. 

itber. Ev n fo*— a great deal of your wit too lies 

in 
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in your finews, or clfe there be liars* HeSor fliall 
have a great catch, if he knock out either of your 
brains; he were as good crack a fufty nut with no 

kernel. . . ^ > • 

. Acbil. What, with me too, Tberfiles f 

Tber. There's UfyJ/is and old Nejtor 9 (whofe wit 
was mouldy * ere your Grandfires had nails on their 
toes,) yoke you like draft oxen, and make you plou^i 
up the wair. 

Acbil What! what! 

fber. Yes, good footh ; to, Achilles I to, Ajax I to— 

Ajax. I lhall cut out your tongue. 

Tber. 9 Tis no matter, I fliall ipeak as much as thou 
afterwards. 

Pat. No more words, Tberfites. 

Tber. I will hold my peace, when Acbilks 9 brach 
bids me, (hall I? 

Acbil. There's for you, Patroclus. 

fber. I will fee you hangM like clotplotes, ere I 
come any more to your Tents. I will keep where 
there is wit ftirring, and leave the fadtion of fools. 

[Exit. 

Pat. A good riddance. 

Acbil. Marry, this, Sir, is prociautfd through all 
our Hoft, 
That He8or % by the fifth hour of the Sun, 
Will, with a trumpet, 'twixt our Tents and troj % 
To morrow morning call fome Knight to arms, 
That hath a ftomach, fuch a one that dare 
Maintain I know not what : 'tis trafli, farewel. 

Ajax. Farewel! who fliall anfwer him ? 

Acbil. I know not, 'tis put to lott'ryj otherwife 
He knew his man. 

Ajax. O, meaning you : I'll go learn more of it 
: [Ex*mt< 

3 ere thbih Grandfirei] Weftonld read, *w rongrmi' 

fir€U SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Changes to Priam'* Palace in Troy. 
Enter Priam* Heftor, Troilus, Paris *»JHelenus. 

Pru \ Fter fo many hours, lives, fpeeches fpent, 

jf\ Thus once again fays Neftor from the Greeks ; 
Deliver Helen % and all damage elfe 
f As honour, lofsof time, travel, expence, 
Wounds, friends, and what elfe dear that is confum'd 
In hot digeftion of this cormorant warj 
Shall be (truck off. He£lor 9 what fay you to't ? 

He&. Though no man leffer fear the Greeks than I, 
As for as touches my particular, yet 
There is no lady of more fofter bowels, 
More fpungy to fuck in the fenfe of fear, 
More ready to cry out, who knows what follows ? 
Than Hettor is. The Wound of Peace is Surety, 
Surety fecure ; but modeft Doubt is calPd 
The beacon of the wife 5 the tent that fearches 
To th* bottom of the worft. Let Helen go. 
Since the firft fword was drawn abou$ ? his queftion, 
Ev*ry tithe foul 'mongft many thoufcrid difmes 
Hath been as dear as Helen. I mean, of ours. 
If we have loft fo many tenths of ours 
To guard a thing not ours, not worth to us 
(Had it our name) the value of one ten ; 
What merit's in that reafon which denies 
The yielding of her up ? 

Tro.. Fie, fie, my brother : 
Weigh you the worth and honour of a King 
(So great as our dread father) in a fcale 
Of common ounces ? will you with counters fumj 
The vaft proportion of his infinite? 
And buckle in a wafte moft fathomlefs, 
With fpans and inches fo diminutive 
As fears and reafons? fie, for godly fhame ! 

Mel. No marvel, though you bice fo (harp at reafons, 
•-Vol. VII. Dd You 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



40? Trqu-vs and Cressiba. 

You are lb empty of them. , Should not our father 
Bear the great l'way of his affairs with reafons ; 
Becaufc your ipeech hath none, that tells him fi> ? 

Trot. Yqu are for dreams and (lumbers* brother Prieft, 
You fur your gloves with reafons. Here are your 

reafons. 
You know, an enemy intends you harm > 
You know, a fword imploy'd is perillous ; 
And reafon flies the object of all harm. 
Who marvels then, when Heknus beholds 
A Grecian and his fword, if he do (ec 
The very wings of reafon to his heels, 

* And fly like chidden Mercury from Jeve y 

Or like a ftar diforb'd !•— Nay, if we talk of reafin, 
Let's (hut our gates, and deep : manhood and honour 
Should have hare* hearts, would they but fat their 

thoughts 
With this cramm'd reafon : reafon and reipeft 
Make livers pale, and luftyhood dejeft, 

He£h Brother, flic is not worth what fhe doth coft 
The holding. 

Trot. W hat is aught, but as 'tis valued ? 

Hell. But value dwells not in particular will ; 
It holds its eftitnate and dignity 
As well wherein 'tis precipus of it felf, 
As in the prizer: 'tis mad idolatry, 
To make the fervicegreater than the God ; 
5 And the Will dotes, that is inclinable 
To what infe&ioufly itfelf affedts, 

* Without fome image of th* affe&ed's merit. 

4 And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove, 

Or like a ftar diforb'd 7— ] Thefe two lines are nolfbced in 
all thf folio editions. Mr. p a p im 

5 And the Will dotes, that is inclinable] Old Edition* noc & 
well, has it, attributive. Mt.pofe. 

6 Without fome image t/ tb % affected merit.} Jft ftoald 
lead, 

& affbctid*/ merit, 
/. *. without fome mark of merit in the thing afieQcd. 

Tr*u 
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Trot. I take to day * wife, and my ele&ion 
is led on in the conduct of my will j 
My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 
Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous fhores 
Of Will and Judgment; how may I avoid 
(Although my Will diftaft* what is elefted) 
The wife I chufe ? there can be no evafion 
To blench from this, and to Hand firm by honour. 
We turn not back the filks upon the merchant, 
When we have fpoil'd them 5 nor th* remainder viands 
We do not throw in unrefpe&ive place, 
Bccaufe we now are full; It was thought meet* 
Paris fhould do fome vengeance on the Greeks: 
Your breath of full confent bellied his fails ; 
The (eas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce, 
And did him fervice : he touch'd the Ports defir'd » 
And, for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held captive, 
He brought a Grecian Queen, whole youth and frefhncls 
Wrinkles jfpoBo's, and makes ftale the morning. 
Why keep we her ? the Grecians keep our aunt : 
Is Ihe worth keeping ? why, (he is a pearl, 
Whofe price hath launch'd above a thoufand (hips, 
And turn'd crown'd Kings to merchants—— 
If you'll avouch, f twas wifdom Paris went, 
(As you muft needs, for you all cry f d, go, go :) 
kf you'll confefs, he brought home noble prize, 
(As you muft needs, for you all clap'd your hands, 
And cry'd, ineftimable !) why do you now 
The iffue of your proper wifcloms rate, 
And do a deed that fortune never did, 
Beggar that eftimation which you priz'd 
Richer than fea and land ? O theft moft bafe ! 
7 What we have ftoln that we do fear to keep ! 

j What nve have ftoln that nve Jo fear to keep! 
Bafe thieves, — Oxford Editor. Vulg. 

That nve have ftoh what nve do fear to keep ! 
But thieves. 

Dd 2 Bafe 
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Bafe thieves, unworthy of a thing fo ftol'n. 
Who in their country did them that difgrace, 
We fear co warrant in our native place ! 

Caf. [within.'] Cry, Trojans, cry ! 

Pri. Whatnoife, what fhriek is this ? 

Trot. 'Tis our mad filler, I do know her voice* 

Caf. [within.'] Cry, Trojans! 

He8. It is CaJJandra. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Caflandra, with her hair about her ears. 

Caf Cry, Trojans, cry ; lend me ten thoufand eyes, 
And I will fill them with prophetick tears. 

He£t. Peace, fitter, peace. 

Caf Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled old, 
Soft infancy, that nothing can but cry, 
Add to my clamour ! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mals of moan to come : 
Cry, Trojans, cry ; pra&ife your eyes with tears. 
Troy mult not be, nor goodly Ilion ftand : 
Our fire-brand brother, Paris, burns us alL 
Cry, Trojans, cry! a Helen and a wo ; 
Cry, cry, Tray burns, or elfe let Helen go. [Exit. 

Heft. Now, youthful Troilus, do not thefe high 
> ftrains 
Of Divination in our filler work 
Some touches of remorfe ? Or is your blood 
So madly hot, that no difcourfe of reafon, 
Nor fear of bad fuccels in a bad caufe, 
Can qualifie the fame ? 

Trot. Why, brother Heft or, 
We may not think the juftnefs of each a6t 
Such and no other than event doth form it ; 
Nor once dejeft the courage of our minds, 
Becaufe Caffandra's mad ; her brain-fick raptures 

Cannot 
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Cannot diftafte the goodnefs of a quarrel, 

Which hath our feveral honours all engag'd 

To .make it gracious. For my private part, 

I am no more tpuch'd than all Priamh fdns ; 

And, Jove forbid I there fliould be done amongft us 

Such things, as might offend the weakeft fpleen 

To fight for and maintain. 

Par. Elfc might the world convince of levity 
As well my undertakings, as your counfels ; 
But I atteft the Gods, your full confcnt 

Gave wings to my propenfion, and cut off 

All fears attending on fo dire a projeft. 

For what, alas, can thefe my fingle arms ? 

What propugnation is in one man's valour, 

To ftand the pufli and enmity of thofe 

This quarrel would excite? yetlprotefr, .7 

Were I alone to pals the difficulties, 

And had as ample Power,, as I have Will, 

Paris fhould ne'er retrad what he Ijath done, 

Nor faint in the purfuit. 
Pri. Paris, youfpeak 

Like one b^fotted on your fweet delights ; 

You have the honey ftill, but thefe the gall; 

So, to be valiant, is nQ praife at all. 

Par. Sir, I propofe not merely to myfejf 

The pleafures fuch a Beauty brings with it: 

But I would have the foil of her fair rape 

Wip'd off, in honourable keeping her. 

What treafon were it to the ranfack'd Queen, 

Disgrace to your great worths, and fhame to me. 

Now to deliver her pofjeffion up, 

On terms of bafc compulfion ? can it be, 

That fo degenerate a ftrain, as this, 

Should pnce fet footing in your generous boforns? 

There's not the raeanweft fpirit on our party, 

Without a heart to dare, or fword to draw, 
When Hckn is defended : none fo noble, 

Dd 3 Whoft 
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Whofe life were ill beftow'd, or death unfam'd, 
When Helen is the fubjeft. Then, 1 fay, 
Well may we fight for her, whom, we know well, 
The world's large fpaces cannot parallel. 

Heft. Paris and froikis } you have both faid well: 
(a)Bat on the caufe and queftion now in hand 
Have gloz'd but fuperficially ; not much 
Unlike young men, whom Ar\fhtle thought 
Unfit to hear moral philofophy. 
The reafons, you alledge, do more conduce 
To the hot paffion of diftemper'd blood, 
Than to make up a free determination 
Twixt right and wrong : •? for pleafarc and revcngf 
" Have ears more deaf than adders, to the voice 
iC Of any true decifion. Nature craves, 
All dues be rendered to their owners \ now 
What nearer debt in all humanity, 
Than wife is to the husband ? If this law 
Of nature be corrupted through affe&ion, 
And that great minds of partial indulgence 
To their benummed wills, refift the fame; 
There is a law in each well-order'd nation, 
To curb thofe raging appetites that are 
Mod difobedient and re?ra£tory. 
If Helen then be wife to Sparta* $ King, 
(As, it is known, (be is) thefe moral laws 
Of Nature, and of Nation, fpeak aloud 
To have her back returned. Thus to perfift 
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 
But piakes it much more heavy. He&or's opinio^ 
Is this in way of truth •, yet ne'erthelefs, 
My fprighdy brethren, I propend to you 
In resolution to keep Helen ftill; 
For 'tis a caufe that hath no mean dependancc 
Upon our joint and feveral dignities. 

[ (m) But on the caufi. Mr, IhtobmU Vdg. And *n tbt 

taufi ] 

frvj. 
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tint . Why, there you touch'd the fife gf our defign : 
Wert it Got glory that we mort affe&ed 
Than the performance of our heaving fpleens, 
I would not wiftt a drop of TrBJan blood 
Spent more in her defence* But* worthy Hefiter, 
She h a thcatn of honour and renown ; 
A fpur to valiant and magnanimous deeds ; 
Whofe prefent courage may beat down our foes* 
And Fame, in time to come, canonize us. 
For, I prefume, brave HeElor would not lofe 
So rich advantage of a promised glory, 
As ftniles upon the forehead of this a&ion, % 

For the wide world's revenue. \ 

Reft. I am yours, 
You valiant off-fpring of great Priamus.—— 
I have & raiding challenge fent amongft 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks, 
Will ftfike amazement to their dfowfie fpiritt. 
1 was advertiz'd, their great General flepr, 
Whilft emulation in the army crept : 
This, Iprefume, will Wak* him, [Exwnt. 

S C E N E V. 

Before Achilles'* Tent, in the Grecian Camp. 

Enter Therfites filus. 

HO W now, Therfites? what, loft in the labyrinth 
of thy fury ? fhall the elephant Ajax carry it 
thus ? he beats me, and I rail at him : O worthy fatis- 
fadtion ! 'would, it were otherwife •, that I could beat 
him, whilft he rail'd at me : 'sfoot, I'll learn to conjure 
and raife devils, but Pll fee fome iflue of my fpiteful 
execrations. Then there's Achilles, a rare engineer. 
If Troy be not taken 'till thefe two undermine it, the 
walla will ftand 'till they fall of themfelvcs. O thou 

D d 4 great 
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great thunder-darter of Olympus ^ forget that thou art 
Jove the King of Gods ; and, Mermy, lofe all the 
ferpentine craft of thy Caduceus> * if thou take not 
that little, little, lefi than little wit from them 
that they have; which fhort-arm'd ignorance itfclf 
knows is fo abundant fcarce, it will not in circum- 
vention deliver a fly from a fpider, without drawing 
the .mafly irons and cutting the web. After this, the 
vengeance on the whole camp ! or rather the bone-ach, 
for that, methinks, is the curfe dependant on thofe 
that war for a placket. I have (aid my prayers, 
and devil Envy fay Amen. What ho! my. lord 
Acbilksl 

Enter Patroclus. 

Patr. Who's there? Therfites? Good 72>erfites> 
come in and rail. 

2ber. If I could have remember'd a gilt counter, 
thou could'ft not have flipt out of my contemplation j 
but it is no matter, thyfelf upon thyfclf ! The com- 
mon purfe of mankind, folly and ignorance, be thine 
in great revenue! heaven blefs thee from a tutor, 
and difcipline come not near thee ! Let thy blood be 
thy diredtion 'till thy death, then if (he, that lays thee 
out, fays thou art a fair coarie, I'll be fworn and 
fworn upon't, (he never fhrowded any but Lazars; 
Amen. Where's Achilles ? 

Patr. What, art thou devout? waft thou in prayer? 

"Tber. Ay, {he freav'ns hear me? 

Enter Achilles, 

. AcM. Who's there? 

Patr. Tberfites 9 my lord. 

AcM. Where, where? art thou come, why, my 
cheefe, my digeftion — why haft thou not ferved thy 
felf up to my table, fo many meals ? CQme, what's 
Agamwmott! 
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¥ber. Thy commander, Achilles, then tell me, 
Patroclus* what's Achilles ? 

Patr. Thy lord, fberfttes: then tell me, I pray 
thee, what's thyfelf ? 

Her. Thy knower, Patroclus : then tell me, Pa- 
troclus* what art thou ? 

Patr. Thou may'ft tell, that know'ft. 

Acbil Otell, tell, 

. "Tber. I'll decline the whole quefiion. Agamemnon 
commands Achilles* Achilles is my lord, 1 am Pa- 
troclus** knower, and Patroclus is a fool, 

Patr. Yourafcal— — 

tTber. Peace, fool, I have not done. 

Acbil He is a privileged man. Proceed, ftberfites. 

Zher. Agamemnon is a fool, Achilles is a fool, Tber- 
Jites is a fool, and, as aforefaid, Patroclus is a fool. 

>^M. Derive this ; come. 

72w. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command 
Achilles* Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Ago-' 
memnon* Tberfites is a fool to ferve fuch a fool, and 
Patroclus is a fool pofitive. 

P*/r. Why am I a fool ? 

T'ber. Make that demand to thy creator; it 

fuffices me, thou art. 

S C E N E VI. 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulyfies, Neftor, Diomedes, 
Ajax, and Calchas. 

Look you, who comes here ? 

Acbil. Patroclus* PU fpeak with no body: come in 
with me, Tberfites. [Exit. 

Tber. Here is fuch patchery, fuch juding, and 
fuch knavery : all the argument is a cuckold and a 
whore, a good quarrel to draw emulous factions, and 
bleed to death upon : now the dry Serpigo on the fub» 
jp&j and war and lechery confound all! [Exit. 
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Ags. Where is Achilles? 

Pair. Within his cent, but ill difpos'd, my lord. 

Aga. Let it be known to hirtn that *e art hem 
' He (hent our meflengers, and we lay by 
Our appertainmenrs, vifiting of him : 
Let him be told fo, left, perchance, he think 
We dare not move the queftion of our place ; 
Or know not what we are. 

Patr. t (hall fo fay to him. [E&. 

Ufyjf. We faw him at the opening of bis tent, 
He is not tick* 

Ajax. Yes, lion-fick, tick of a proud heart : you 
may call it melancholy, if you will favour the man; 

bur, by my head, 'tis pride; but why, why? let 

him (hew us the caufe* A word, my lord. 

[ To Agamemnon. 

Nejl. What moves Jjax thus to bay at him ? 

Ufyff. Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him. 

Neft. Who, Tberjitest 

Ufyfi He. 

Nefl. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have loft 
his argument. 

Ulyff. No, you. fee, he is his argument, that has his 
argument, Achilles. 

Nejl. All the better * their fraction is more our with 
than their fa&ion ; but it was a ftrong counfel, that a 
fool could difunite. 

Ufyjf. The amity, that wifdom knits not, folly 
may eafily untye. 

9 Hi 3BNT *ur pufftngirs* ] This nonfenfe fhould be 

read, 

H$ s he nt our mtflengers, 

i. e. rebuked, rated. 



SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

Enter Patrttlus. 

Jlere comes Patroclus. 

Neft* No Achilles with him ? 

Uljfffl The elephant hath joints, but none for courtefie* 
His legs are for neceffity, not flexure. 

Patr. Achilles bids me fey, he is much forry, 
If any thing more than your fport and plcafre 
Did move your greatnefs, and this noble ftatc, 
To call on him i he hopes, it is no other, 
But for your health and your digeftion-feke \ 
An after-dinner's breath. 

Aga . Hear you, Patroclus ; 
We are too well acquainted with theft anfwers: 
But his evafion, wing'd thus fwift with {corn, 
Cannot oucflie oijr apprehenfions. 
Much attribute he hath, and much the reafon 
Why we afcribe it to him ; yet all his virtues 
(Not virtuoufly on his own part beheld) 
Do in our eyes begin to loft their glofs ; 
And like fair fruit in an unwholibme difli, 
Are like to rot untafted. Go and tell him, 
Afife come to lpeak with him; and you fhall not fin, 
If you do fay, we think him over-proud, 
In felf-aflumption greater than in note 
Of judgment: fay, men worthier than hi mfelf 
Here tend the fayage ftrangenefs he puts on, 
t>ifguife the holy ftrength of their Command, 
And under-go in an obierving kind 
His humourous predominance; yea, watch 
(a) His petti fh lunes, his ebbs and flows ; as if 
The paffagc and whole carriage of this aftion 
Rode on his tide. Go tell him this, and add, 

1(a) Hisftuijb hints. Oxford Editor— Vulg. fit tijb Urns] 

That 
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That if he ovet-hold his price fo much, 
We'll none of him ; but let him, like an engine 
Not portable, lye under this report. 
Bring aftion hither, this can't go to war : 
A ftirring dwarf we do allowance give, 
Before a deeping giant; tell him fo. 

Patr. I wall, and bring his anfwer prefently. [£*#, 

Aga. In fecond voice we'll not be fatisfied, 
Wc come to fpeak with him. WyJJes, enter. 

[ExU Ulyffes, 

Ajax. What is he more than another i 

Aga. No more than what he thinks he is. 

Ajax. Is he fo much ? do you not think, he think* 
himfelf a better man than I am ? 

Aga. No queftion. 

Ajax. Will you fubfcribe his thought, and lay, 
he is? 

Aga. No, noble Ajax, you are as ftrong, as valiant, 
as wife, no lefs noble, much more gentle, and altoge- 
ther more tradable. 

Ajax. Why fhould a man be prodd ? how doth 
pride grow ? I know not what it is. 

Aga. Your mind is clearer, Ajax 9 and your virtues 
the fairer ; he, that is proud, eats up himfelf. Pride 
is his own glafi, his own trumpet, his own chronicle j 
and whatever praifes itfelf but in the deed, devours the 
deed in the praife. 

SCENE VIII. 

Re-enter Ulyffes. 

Ajax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the engend* 
ring of toads. 

Neft. Yet he loves himfelf: is't not ftrange ? 

Ulyff. Achillea will not to the field to morrow* 

Aga. What's his excufe ? 
r Ufyff. He doth rely on none j 
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But carries on the ftream of his difpofe, 
Without obfervance or rcfpeft of any, 
* In will-peculiar, and in felf-admiflion. 

Aga. Why will he,not, uppn our fair requeft, 
Un-tent his perfon, and (hare the air with us? 

Ufyjf. Things fmall as nothing, for requeft's fake 
only, 
He makes important: * he's pofleft with greatnefs, 
And fpeaks not to himfelf, but with a pride 
That quarrels at (elf-breath. Imagin'd worth 
Holds in his blood fuch fwoln and hot difcourfe, 
That, 'twixt his mental and his aftive parts, 
Kingdom'd AMUes in commotion rages, 
And batters down himfelf; what fhould I fay ? 
He is fo plaguy proud, that the death- tokens of it 
Cry, no recovery. 

Aga. Let Ajax go to him. 
Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent; 
'Tis faid, he holds you well, and will be led 
At your requeft a little from himfelf. 

Ufyjf. O, Agamemnon* let it not be fo. 
We'll confecrate the fteps that Ajax makes, 
When they go from Achilles. Shall the proud lord, 
That baftes his arrogance with his own feam, 
And never fuflers matters of the world 
Enter his thoughts, (fave fuch as do revolve 
And ruminate himfelf,) (hall he be worfhipp'd 
Of That, we hold an idol more than he ? 
No, this thrice-worthy and right-valiant lord 
Muft not fo ftale his palm, nobly acquir'd ; 
Nor, by my will, aflubjugatc his merit, 

9 In will-peculiar, and in felf-admiffion.'] Will peculiar mould 
be read like t felf-admiffion with a hyphen. The meaning is, He 
does nothing bat what his own will dictates, and approves of 
nothing but what his own fancy recommends. 

1 He's poffeft with greatnefs,] i. e, greatnefs has got pof- 

feifion of him, as the devil of a witch. 

(As 
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(As amply tided, a Achilles u,) by going to AcUBes: 
That were t* inlard his pride, already far, 
And add more coals to Cancer , when he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 
This lord go to him ? Jupiter forbid, 
And fay in thunder, Achilles go to him ! 

Nefi. O, this is well, he rubs the vein of him. 

Dio. And how his fiience drinks up this applauft! 

Ajax. If I go to him*— with my armed fift 
I'll pafh him oer the face, 

Aga. O no, you fliall noc go. 

Ajax. An he be proud with me, 111 pheefe his 
pride ; let me go to him* 

UfyJT Not for the worth that hangs upon our 
quarrel, 

Ajax. A paltry infolent fellow- ■ »■» 

Nefi. How he dcfcribes himfelf ! 

Ajax. Can he not be fociable? 

Ulyjf. The raven chides blacknefs. 

Ajax. I'll let his humours blood. 

Aga. He'll be the phyfician, that fliould be the 
patient. 

Ajax. And all men were o* my mind « 

Ulyjf. Wit would be out of falhion. 

Ajax. He fliould not bear it fo, he fliould eat fwords 
firft: (hall pride carry it? 

Nefi. An 'twould, you'd carry half. 

Ulyff. He would have ten ihares. 

% Ajax. I will knead him, I'll make him fuptrie — 

Nefi. He is not yet through warm : force him with 
praifes; pour in, pour in; hisambitien is dry. 

Ulyjf. My lord, you feed too much on this diflikc. 

Nefi. Our noble General, do not do Jo. 

Dio. You muft prepare to fight without Achilles. 
x Ufyjf. Why, 'tis this naming of him doth him harm. 

z Ajax. livill kntad bim^ Pllmakt bimfuppU, bt's notyet tbmgb 
warm.] The latter part of this fpeech fliould be given to N*ftwr. 

Here 



Digitized by CjOOQLC 



Troiius and Cre$sida. 415 

Here 19 a roan**-— but 'tis before his face- — - 
I will be filent. 

Neft. Wherefore tihould you fo ? 
He is not emulous, as Achilles is, 
Ulyff. Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 
Ajax* A whorfon dog ! that palters thus with us — 
Would he were a Trajan! 
Neft. What a vice were it in Ajax now— — 
Ufyff. If he were proud. 
Dio. Or covetous of praift, 
Ulyffl Ay, or iurly borne. 
Dio. Orftrange, orfelf-affe&ed. 
Ulyff Thank the heav'ns, lord, thou art of fweet 
compofure 1 
Fraife him that got thee, her that gave thee fuck : 
Fam'd be thy Tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice-fam'd beyond* beyond all erudition * 
But he that difciplin'd thy arms to fight, 
Let Mars divide eternity in twain, 
And give him half; and for thy vigor, 
Bull-bearing Milo his Addition yields 
To finewy Ajax\ I'll not praife thy wifdom, 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a fhore, confines 
Thy fpacious and dilated parts. Here's N$or % 
Inftrufted by tin Antiquary times ; 
He muft, he is, he cannot but be wife : 
But pardon, father Nefior f were your days 
As green as Ajax y and your brain fo temper'd, 
You (hould not have the eminence of him, 
But be as Ajax. 
Ajax. Shall I call you father? 
Ulyff. Ay, my good fon. 
Dio. Be rul'd by him, lord Ajax. 
Ufyff There is no tarrying here ; the Hart Achilles 
* Keeps thicket » pleafe it our great General 
To call together all his State of war ; 
Frefh Kings are come co Troy: to morrow, friends, 

Wt 



Digitized by CjO.OQ LC 



4 1 6 Troilus and Cressida. 

We muft with all tor main of pow'r fland fcft: 
And here's a lord, come Knights from Eaft to Weft, 
And cull their flow'r, Jjax fhall cope thebeft. 

Jga. Go we to Council, let AMUes fleep ; 
Light boats fail.fwift, though greater bulb draw 
- B deep. t^"* 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

Paris' s Apartments in the Palace, in Troy. 
Enter Pandarus, and a Servant. \Mufick within] 

Pandarus. 

FRIEND! you! pray you, a word: donotyou 
follow the young lord Paris ? 
Ser. Ay, Sir, when he goes before me. 
Pan. You do depend upon him, I mean ? 
Ser. Sir, I do depend upon the lord. 
Pan. You do depend upon a noble gendeman: I 
muft needs praife him, 
Ser. The lord be praifed! 
Pan. You know me, do you not? 
Ser. Faith, Sir, fuperficially. 
Pan. Friend, know me better; I am the low 

Pandarus. 
Ser. I hope, I fhall know your honour better. 
Pan. I do defire it. 
Ser. You are in the ftate of Grace. 
Pan. Grace? not fo, friend: honour and lordAip, 
are my titles: 
-What mufick is this? 
' :§er. I do but partly know, Sir; it ismufickw 

parts. 
f Pan; Know you the muficians? 

V.. >.. #j 
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Ser. Wholly, Sir. 

Pan. Who play they to? 

Str. To the hearers, Sir. 

Pan. At whofe pleafure, friend ? 

Ser. At mine, Sir, and theirs that love mufick. 

Pan. Command, I mean, friend. 

Ser. Who (hall I command, Sir? 

Pan. Friend, we underftand not one another : I am 
too courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whofc 
requeft do thefe men play ? 

Ser. That's to't, indeed, Sir ; marry, SiK at the 
requeft of Paris my lord; who's there in perfon ; with 
him the mortal Venus* the heart-blood of beauty, 
{a) love's viflble foul. 

Pan. Who, my coufin Creffida? 

Ser. No, Sir, .Helen* could you not find out That 
by her attributes ? 

Pan. It fhould feem, Fellow, that thou haft not ftert 
the lady Creffida. I come to fpeak with Paris from 
the Prince Yroilus: I will make a complemental aflaulc 
upon him, for my bufinefs feethes. 

Ser: Sodden bufinefs ! there's a fte w'd phrafe, indeed. 

S C E N £ II. 

Enter Paris dnd Helen, attended. 

Pan. Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair 
company! fair Defires in all fair meafure fairly guide 
them ; efpecially to you, fair Queen, fair thoughts 
be your fair pillow ! 

Helen. Dear lord, you are full of fair worck. 

Pan. You fpeak your fair pleafure, fweet Queen ; 
fair Prince, here is good broken mufick. 

Par. You have broken it, coufin, and; by my life^ 

[{a) 1<w?j viJtbttfeuL Oxford Editor— Vulg. kvfs iuvifibl* 

Vol, VII. £ c 79H 
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you (hall make it whole s^gain ; you ftiall pi,ece it out 
with a piece of your performance. Nell> he is full 
of harmony. 

Pan. Truly, lady, no. 

Helen. Q, Sir 

Pan. Rude, in footh ; in good (both, very rude. 

Par 4 Well faid, my lord ; well, you fay fo in 
fits. 

Pan. I have bufinefs^to my lord, dear Queen; my 
lord, will you vouchfafe me a word ? 

Helen. Nay, this (hall not hedge us out > we'll hear 
you fing,, certainly. 

Pan. Well, fweet Queen, you are pleafant with 
me; but marry thus, my lord;« — my dear lord, and 
mof etteemed Friend, your brother ?rw/«j— 

Helen. My lord Pandarus> honey-fweet lord, — • 

Pan, Go to, fweet Queen, go to — ^— • 
Commends himfelf moft affectionately to you. 

Helen. You (hall not bob us out of our melody : 
If you do, our melancholy upon your head! 
%l Pan. Sweet Queen, fweet Queen, that's a fweet 
Queen, P'faith ■ > 

Helen. And to make a fweet lady fed, is a fewer 
offence. Nay, that (hall not ferve* yoyr turn, that (ball 
it not in truth, la. Nay, I care not for fuch words, 
no, no - 

Pan. Arid, my lord, he defires you, that if the 
TCing call for him at fupper, you will nrtefce hisexcufe. 

Helen. My lord Pandarus,— 

Pan. What fays my fweet Queen, my very very 
fweet Queen ? 

: Par. What exploit's in hand, where (tips he to 
night? 

Helen.. Nay, but my lord* 

• % Pan. What (ays my fweet Queen ? my coufin will 
fall out with fou. 

Helen. You muft not know where he fops, 

^ Ar. 
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Par. I'll lay my life, ' with my difpoufcr Crtfida. 

Pan. No, no, no fuch matter, you arc wide; come, 
your difpoufer is fick. 

Par. Well, I'll make excufe. 

Pan. Ay, good my lord; why fliould you fay, 
Creffida f no, your poor dilpoufer's fick. 

Par. I fpy* 

Pan. You fpy, what do you fpy ? come, give mc 
an inftrument now, fweet Queen, 

Helen. Why, this is kindly done. 

Pan. My neice is horribly in love with a thing you 
have, fweet Queen. 

Helen. She fhall have it, my lord, if it be not my 
ford Paris. 

Pan. He? no, flie'll none of him, they two are 
twain. 

Helen. Falling in after falling but, may make them 
three. 

Pan. Come, come, I'll hear no more of this. Pll 
fing you a fong now. 

Helen. Ay, ay, pr'ythee now ; by my troth, fweet 
lord, thou haft a fine fore-head. 

Pan. Ay, you may, you may — 

Helen. Let thy fong be love: this love will undo us 
all. Oh, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid! 

Pan. Love ! ay, that it (hall, i* faith. 

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love. 

Pan. In good troth, it begins fo. 

Love, love, nothing but love, Jl HI more: \ 

For O, love's bow 

Shoots buck and doe ; 

Thejhaft confounds 

Not that it wounds, 

But tickles jlill the fore. 

1 _ with my disposer Creffida.] I think ditofir fliould, in 
thefe places, be read disfouserjUic that would feparate H$l$9 
from him. _ ^ 

E e a fhfi 
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tfbefe lovers cry^ oh ! obi they dye : 

Tet That, which feems the wound to kill, 

Doth turn, oh! oh! to ha, ha 9 he: 

So dying love lives ftitt. 

O ho y a while > but ha* ba> ha ; 

O bo groans out for ha % ha, ba~—bey bo! 

Helen. In love, i' faith, to the very tip ofthenofc! 

Par. He cats nothing but doves, love, and that 

breeds hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, 

and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds arc 

love. 

Pan. Is this the generation of love ? hot blood, 
hot thoughts, and hot deeds? why they arc vipers; 
is love a generation of vipers ? — Sweet lord, who's 
a-field to day ? 

Par. Reftor* Deipbobus, Helenus>Antenor> and all the 
gallantry of Troy. I would fain have arm'd to day, 
but my Nell would not have it fo. How chance my 
brother Troilus went not ? 

Helen. He hangs the lip at fomething* you know 
all, lord Pandarus. 

Pan. Not I, honey fweet Queen : I long to hear 
how they fped to day. You'll remember your bro- 
ther's excufe ? 
Par. To a hair. 
Pan. Farewel, fweet Queen. 
Helen. Commend me to your neice. 
Pan. I will, fweet Queen. [Exit. Sound a Retreri. 
Par. They're come from field : let us to Prim'* 
Hall, 
To greet the warriors — Sweet Helen, I muft woo you 
To help unarm our HeEtor : his ftubborn buckles, 
With thefe your white enchanting fingers toucht, 
Shall more obey, than to the edge of fteel, 
Or force of Greekifh finews : you lhall do more 
Than all the ifland Kings, difarm great Heftor. 
Helen. 'Twill make us proud to be his fervant,?^- 

Yea, 
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Yea, what he fhall receive of us in duty 
Gives us more palm in beauty than we have, 
Yea f over-fliines our (elf. 

Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

An Orchard to Pandarus^ Houfe* 

Enter Pandarus, and Troilus'j Man. 

Pan. \lOW, where's thy matter? at my coufin 
JN Creffidas? 

Ser. No, Sir, * he prays you to conduft him thither. 

Enter Troilus. 

Pan, O, here he comes ; how now, how now ? 

7roi. Sirrah, walk off. 

Pan. Have you feen my coufin ? 

Trot. No, Pandarus: I ftalk about her door, 
Like a ftrange foul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. Q, be thou my Charon, 
And give me fwift tranfportance to thofe fields, 
"Where I may wallow in the lilly beds 
Propos'd for the deferver ! O gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid's fhoulder pluck his painted wings, 
And fly with me to Creffid. 

Pan, Walk here i' th* orchard, I will bring her 
ftraight. , [Exit Pandarus, 

Trot. I'm giddy ; expe&ation whirls me round. 
Th* imaginary relifh isfo fweet, 
That it enchants my fenfe : what will it be, 
When that the watry palate taftes indeed, 
Love's thrice- reputed neftar? death, I fear mej 
Swooning deftru&ion, or fome joy too fine, 
Too fubde-potent, and too lharp in fweetnefs, 

2 — — be stays jw*—] We Ihould read,— — kt pratsjw*— 

E e 3 For 
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For the capacity of my rude powers j 
I fear it much, and I do fear befides, 
That I (hall lofe diftin&ion in my joys; 
As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The flying enemy. 

Re-enter Pandarus. 

Pan. She's making her ready, ftie'll come ftraight \ 
you muft be witty now. She does fo blufti, and 
fetches* her wind fo fliort, as if (he were fraid with a 
fbrite: I'll bring her. It is the prettied villain, flic 
fetches her breath as fhort as a new-ta'en fparrow. 

[Exit Pandarus. 

Troi. Ev'n fuch a paffion doth embrace my bofom: 
My heart beats thicker than a fev'rous pulfe ; 
And all my pow'rs do their bellowing lofe. 
Like vaflalage at unawares encountring 
The eye of Majefty. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Pandarus and Creffida. 

Pan. Come, come; what need you blufh? Shamed 
a baby. Here fiie is now : fwear the oaths now to her, 
that you have fworn to me. What, are you gone 
again ? you muft be watch'd ere you be made tame, 
muft you? come your ways, come your ways; if you 
draw backward, we'll put you i* th* files: Why do 
you not fpeak to her ? Come, draw this curtain, and 
let's fee your pi&ure. Alas the day, how loth you 
are to offend day-light? an 'twere dark, you'd clofe 
fooner. So, fp, rub on, and kifs the Miftrefs ; how 
now, a kifs in fee- farm ? build there, carpenter, the 
air is fweet. Nay, you (hall fight your hearts out, 
ere I part you. The faulcon as the tercel, for all the 
ducks i f th* river: go to, go to. 

STrw. You have bereft me of all words, lady. 

Pan. 
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Pan. Words pay no debts, give her deeds: but 
flie*ll bereave you of deeds too, 'if fhe call your acti- 
vity in queftion: what, billing again ? here f s, in wit- 
nefs whereof the parties interchangeably— -come in, 
come in, I'll go get a fire. [Exit Pandarus. 

Cre. Will you walk in, my lord? 

Trot. O Crefftda 9 how often have I wifht me thus? 

Cre. Wiflir, my lord! the Gods grant— —O my 
lord. 

Trot. What fhould they grant? what makes this 
pretty abruption ? what too curious dreg efpies my 
fweet lady in the fountain of our love ? 

Cre. More dregs than water, if my fears have eyes. 

Trot. Fears make devils of cherubims, they never 
fee truly. 

Cre. Blind fear, which feeing reafon leads, finds 
fafer footing than blind reafon (tumbling without fear. 
To fear the worft, oft cures the worfe. 

Trot, O, let my lady apprehend no fear* in all 
Cupid's Pageant there is presented no monftcr. 

Cre. Nor nothing monftrous neither? 

Trot. Nothing, but our Undertakings; when we 
vow to weep feas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tygers •, 
thinking it harder for our miftrefs todevifeimpofitiort 
enough, than for us to undergo any difficulty impo- 
fed. This is the monftruofity in love, lady, that the 
will is infinite, and the execution confin'd : that the 
defire is boundlefs, and the a<5t a (lave to limit. 

Cre. They fay, all lovers fwear more performance 
than they are able * and yet refervS an ability, that 
they never perform : vowing more than the perfe&ion 
often, and difcharging lefs than the tenth part of one. 
They that have the voice of lions, and the aft of hares, 
are they not monftrous? ^ 

Trot. Are there fuch ? fuch are not we * praife us 

as we are tafted, allow us as we prove : oar head Hull 

go barei till merit crown it •, no perfe&ioa in rever- 

E e 4 fiort 
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Con (hall have a praife in prefent; we will not name 
defert before his birth, and, being bom, his addition 
Hull be humble ; few words to fair faith, troilus flialj 
be fuch to Creflida, as what envy can fay worft, 
Jhall be a mock /or his truth ; and what truth can 
Jpeak trued, not truer than Troilus. 
Cre. Will you walk in, my lord ? 

SCENE V. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Pan. What blufhing ftill? have you not done talk- 
ing yet? 

Cre. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate 
to you. 

Pan. I thank you for that ; if my lord get a boy 
of you, you'll give him me* be true to my lord ; if 
he flinch, chide me for it. 

Troi. You know now your hoftages ; your uncle's 
word and my firm faith. 

Pan. Nay, I'll give my word for her too; our 
kindred, though they be long ere they are woo'd, 
they are conftant, being won ; they are burrs, I can 
tell you, they'll ftick where they are thrown. 

Cre. Boldnefs pomes to me now, and brings me 
heart : 
Prince Troilus, I have lov *d you night and day, 
For many weary months. 

Troi. Why tf as my Creffid then fo hard to win ? 

Cre. Hard to feem won : but I was won, my lord, 
With the firft glance that ever — pardon me 
If I confefs much, you will play the tyrant ; 
I love you now ; but not **H now, fo much 
But I might mailer it — in faith, I lie 
My thoughts were, like unbridled children, grown 
Too hcadftrong for their mother ; fee, we fools ! 
: Why have I blabbM ? vtfio (hall be true to us, 

When 
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When we are fo unfecret to our felvcs? 
But though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not ; 
And yet, good faith, I wifht my fclf a man : 
Or that We women had men's privilege, 
Of fpeakingfirft. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue \ 
For in this rapture I fhall furely fpeak 
The tfcing I (hall repent ; fee, fee, your filence 
(Cunning in dumbnefs) from my weaknefe draws 
My very foul of counfcl. Stop my mouth. 
Trot. And (hall, albeit fweet mufick iffucs thence. 



Pan. Pretty, i'faith 

Cre. My lord, I do befeech you, pardon me * 
'Twas not my purpofe thus to beg a kifs : 
I am afham'd ; — O heavens, what have I done !— 
For this time will I take my leave, my lord. 

Trot. Your leave, fweet CreJJid? 

Pan. Leave ! an you take leave till to morrow 
morning— 

Cre. Pray you, content you. 

Trot. What offends ypu, lady? 

Cre.' Sir, mine own company. 

Trot. You cannot fhun your felf. 

Cre. Let me go try : 
I have a kind of felf refides with you : 
But an unkind felf, that it felf will leave, 
To be another's fool. Where is my wit ? 
I would be gone : I fpeak, I know not what. 

Trot. Well know they what they fpeak, that Ipeak 
fo wifely. 

Cre. Perchance, my lord, I fliew more craft than 
love, 
And fell fo roundly to a large confeflion, 
To angle for your thoughts : but you are wife, 
Or elfe you love not : To be wife and love, 
Exceeds man's might, and dwells with Gods above. 

Trot. O, that I thought it could be in a woman, 

(As 
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(As, if it can f I will prefumc in you,) 

To feed for ay her lamp and flames of love, 

To keep her conftancy in plight and youth 

Out-living Beauties outward j with a mind 

That doth renew fwifter than blood decays ! 

Or, that perfwafion could but once Convince me, 

That my integrity and truth to you 

Might be affronted with the match and weight 

Of fuch a winnow'd purity in love : 

How were I then up-lifted ! but alas, 

1 am ajS true as Truth's fimplicity, 

3 And fimpler than the infancy of truth. 

Cre. In that I'll war with you. 

Troi. O virtuous fight ! 
When Right with Right warrs who <hall be moft 

right, 
« True fwains in love ftall in the world to come 

* Approve their truths by Troilus 5 when their rhimes» 

* Full of proteft, of oath, and big compare, 

* Want fimilies; truth, tired with iteration, 

c As true as fteel, as 4 piantage to the Moon, 

4 As Sun to day, as turtle to her mate, 

* As iron to adamant, 9s earth to th' center ; 
« Yet after all comparifons of truth, 

3 And fimpler than the infancy of truth.'] This is fine : and 
means. Ere truth, to defend it/elf again ft deceit in the commerce 
gf the world, had, out of necejjity, learn d worldly policy. 

4. Plant age to the Moon. J I formerly made a iilly can- 

je&ure, that the true reading was, 

Planets to their Moons. 
But I did not refleft that it was wrote before Galileo had difcovered 
the Satellite* of Jupiter ; this play being printed in 1609, and 
that difcovery made in 17 10. So that Plan tag e to the Moon is 
right, and alludes to the common opinion of the influence the 
Moon has over what is planted or fown, which was therefore 
done in the increafe. 

Rite Latona puerum canentes* 

ftite crefcentem face no8ilucam 9 

Prober am frugum ■ - Hor. L. 4. Od. 6. 

« (As 
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1 As truth authentick, ever to be cited, 

As true as Troilus, (hall crown up the vcrfe, 

And (an&ifie the numbers. 

Cre. Prophet may you be ! 

If I be falfe, or fwerve a hair from truth, . 

When time is old and hath forgot it felf, * 

When water-drops have worn the ftones of ?roy 9 

And blind Oblivion fwallow'd Cities up, 

And mighty States chara&erlels are grated 

To dufty Nothing ; yet let Memory, 

From falfe to falfe, among falfe maids in love, 

Upbraid my falfehood! when they've faid, as hlfa 

As air, as water, as wind, as landy ea^th 5 

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf* 

Pard to the hind, or ftep-dame to her fon j 

Yea, let them fay, to ftkk the heart of falfehood, 

As falfe as Creftd. 

Pan. Go to, a bargain made : feal it, feal it, F1I bo 
the witnefs. — Here 1 hold your hand ; here my cou- 
(in's ; if ever you prove falfe to one anQtfrer, fince I 
have taken fuch pains to bring you together, let all 
pitiful Goers-between be call'd to the world's end after 
imy name ; call them all Pandars: (a) let ^U incpnftant 
men be Troilufs, all falfe women Crtfida's, and all 
brokers between Pandars : fay, Amen. 

Uroi. Amen! 

Cre. Amen! 

Pan. Amen. Whereupon I will fhew you a bed- 
chamber ; which bed, becaufe it fliall not fpeak of 

$ As truth's authentic author to he cited] This 
line is abfolute nonfente. We fhould read, 

As TRUTH AUTHENTIC, EVER to he Cited, 

i. e. when all companions of truth are exhaufted, they {hall be 
then all iummed up in this great one, this authentic truth ever to 
be cited, as t/ue as Troilus. 

[ (a) let- all inconftant men. Oxford Editor. — Vulg. let all 
eonjlant men.'} 

your 
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your pretty encounters, prefi it to death : away. 
And Cupid grant all tongue-ty'd maidens here, 
Bed, chamber, and Pandar to provide this Geer ! 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

Changes to the Grecian Camp. 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulyffes, Diomedes, Neftor, Ajax, 
Menelaus, and Calchas. 

d/.^TOW, Princes, for thefervicel have done you, 
xN Th* advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call for recompenfc : 6 appear it to you, 

That, 

5 , ■■ appear it to you, 

That, through the fight 1 bear in things to come, 
I have abandon 1 d Troy.—] This reafoning perplexes Mr. 
Theobald, He forefaw his country was undone ; he ran over to the 
Greeks; and this he makes a merit of, fays the Editor. I owe 
(continues he) the motives of his oratory feem to me fomevjhat per- 
n>erfe and unartful. Nor do I know how to reconcile it, unltfs 
our poet purpefely intended to make Chalcas ad the part of a true 



£ 



Priest, and fo from motives of felf- inter eft infinuate the merit 
"fervice. The Editor did not know how to reconcile this, 
or I neither. For I don'c know what he means by the motives 
rfhis oratory % or, from motives of felf -inter eft to infinuate merit. 
But if he would infinuate, that it was the poet's deiign to make 
his prieft felf-interefted, and to reprefent to the Greeks that what 
he did for his own preservation was done for their fervice, he is 
miftaken. Shakejpear thought of nothing fo filly, as it would be 
to draw his priett a knave, in order to make him talk like a fool. 
Tho* that be the fate which generally attends their abufers. But 
Shakefpear was no fuch ; and confequently wanted not this cover 
for dalnefs. The pervefenefs is all the Editor's own, who in- 
terprets, 

■ through the fight I have in things to come 

I have abandoned Troy— -7— » 

To fignify, by my power ofprefcience finding my country mnfi bi 
ruined, I have therefore abandoned it to feek refuge with you i 
whereas the true fenfeis, Be it known unto you, that on account of 
oe gift or faculty I have of feeing things to come, which faculty I 
fuppofe would be efteemed by you as acceptable and mfefui, I have 

abandoned 
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That, through the fight I bear in things to come* 

I have abandon'd Troy* left my poflcflion, 

Incurr'd a traitor's name, cxpos'd myfelf, 

From certain and pofleft convenience!, 

To doubtful fortunes ; fequeftred from all 

That time, acquaintance, cuftom, and condition* 

Made tame and mod familiar to my nature : 

And here, to do you fcrvice, am become 

As new into the world, ftrange, unacquainted. 

I do befeech you, as in way of tafte, 

To give me now a little benefit, 

Out of thofe many regiftred in promife, 

Which, you fay, live to come in my behalf. 

jfga. What wouldft thou of us, Trojan? make 
demand. 

Cal. You have a Trojan prifoner, call'd Anttnor* 
Yefterday took : Troy holds him very dean 

abandoned Troy my native Country. That he could not mean 
what the Editor fuppofes, appears from thefe confideratiom, Firir, 
If he had reprefented himfelt as running from a felling city, he 
could never have faid, 

J have— —expos* d my ft If 

From certain and poffefsd conveniences, 

To doubtful fortunes ■■ ■ ■ 
Secondly, The abfolute knowledge pf the fall of Troy was a fecret 
hid from the inferior Gods themfelves ; as appears from the 
poetical hiftory of that war. It depended on many contingencet 
whofe exigence they did not foreiee. All that they knew was, 
that if fuch and fuch things happened Troy would fall. And this 
fecret they communicated to Cajfandra only, but along with it, 
the fate not to be believed. Several others knew each a feveral part 
of the fecret ; one, that Troy could not be taken unlefs Achilla 
went to the war ; another, that it could not fall while it had the 
Palladium \ and fo on. But the fecret, that it was abfolutely to 
fall, was known to none. 

The fenfe here given will admit of no difpute amongft thofe 
who know how acceptable a Seer was amongft the Greeks. So 
that this Calcbas, like a true friefi, if it muli needs be fo, went 
where he could exercife his profefiion with molt advantage. For 
it being much lefs common amongit the Greeks than the AfiatUs^ 
there would be there a greater demand for it, 

oft 
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Oft have you (often have you thanks therefore;) 
Defir'd my Creffid in, right-great exchange, 
Whom Trey hath (till deny'd : but this Anterior, 
I know, is fuch a wreft in their affairs, 
That their negotiations ail mud flack* 
Wanting his Manage ; and they will almoft 
Give us a Prince o'th* blood, a fon of Priam, 
In change of him. Let him be (cnt, great Princes, 
And he (hall buy my daughter: and her prefence 
Shall quite ftrike off all fervice I have done, 
(a) In mod accepted pay. 

Aga. Let Diomedes bear him, 
And bring us Creffid hither : Calchas (hall have 
What he requcfts of us. Good Diomede, 
Furnifti you fairly for this enterchange ; 
Withal!, bring word, if HcStor will to ittorrow 
Be anfwer'd in his challenge. Ajax is ready. 

Dio. This (hall I undertake, and 'tis a burthen 
Which 1 am proud to bear. 

SCENE VIL 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus, before their ft*** 

Ulyf., Achilles (lands i'th* entrance of his Tent, 
Pleaie it our General to pafs ftrangely by him, 
As if he were forgot ; and, Princes all, 
Lay negligent and loole regard upon him : 
I will come laftj 'tis like, he'll queftion me, 
Why fuch unplauflve eyes are bent on him : 
If fo, 1 have decifion medicinable 
To ufe between your ftrangenefs and his prfde, 
Which his own will (hall have defire to drink. 
It may do good : Pride hath no other glafs 
To ftew itfelf, but pride j for topple knees 

[ (a) In moft accepted pay. ^Oxford Editor. Volg. h mf 

accepted fain.] 

Fed 
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Feed arrogance, and arc the proud man's fees. 

Aga. We'll execute your purpofe, and put on 
A form of ftrangenefs as we pafs along ; 
So do each lord; and either greet him not, 
Or elfe difdainfully, which (hall ftiake him more 
Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way. 

Achil. What, comes the General to fpeak with me ? 
You know my mind. I'll fight no more 'gairift Troy. 

Aga. What fays Achilles? would he aught with us ? 

Neft. Would you, my lord, aught with the General? 

Achil No. 

Neft. Nothing, my lord. 

Aga. The better. 

Achil. Good day, good day. 

Men. How do you ? how do you ? 

Achil. What, does the cuckold fcorn me ? 

Ajax. How now, Patroclus ? 

Achil. Good morrow, Ajax. 

Ajax. Ha? 

Achil. Good morrow. 

Ajax. Ay, and good next day too. [jixekKt. 

Achil. What mean thefc fellows ? k'ridto they not 
Acbtiles ? 

Pair. They pafs by ftrangcly : they were us*d to 
bend, 
To fend their fmiles before them to Achilles^ 
To come as humbly as they us*d to creep 
To holy altars. 

Achil. What, am I poor of late ? 

* 'Tis certain, Greatnels, bncefall'n out with fortune, 

* Muft fail out with men too : what thedeclin'd is, 
( He fhall as foon read in the eyes of others, 

4 As feel in his own Fall : for men, like butterflies, 

* Shew not their mealy wings but to the fummer 5 

* And not a man, for being (imply man, 

€ Hath honour, but is honour'd by thole honours 
1 That are without him ; as place, riches, favour, 

4 Prize* 
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* Prizes of accident as oft as merit : 

« Which, when they fall, (as being flipp'ry ftandcrsj 

« The love that lean'd on them, as flipp'ry too, 

4 Doth one pluck down another j and together 

4 Die in the Fall. But 'tis not fo with me: 

Fortune and I are friends % I do enjoy 

At ample point all that I did poffefs, 

Save thefe men's looks ; who do, methinks, find otrf 

Something in me not worth that rich beholding, 

As they have often giv'n. Here is Ufyffes. 

Til interrupt his reading.— Now, Ulyps? 

Ufyf. Now, Thetis* fon ! 

Achil What are you reading? 

Utyf* A ftrange fellow here 
Writes me, that man, 7 how dearly ever parted ; 
How much in Having, or without, or in, 
Cannot make boaft to hate that which he hath* 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by refle&ion 3 
As when his virtues fhining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the firft giver. 

Achil. This is not ftrange, UlyJfeSi 
The beauty that is borne here in the face . 
The bearer knows not, but commends itfelf 
* To others* eyes : nor doth the eye itfelf 
(Thatmoft purefpirit of fenfe) behold itfelf 
Not going from itfelf; but eyes oppos'd 
Salute each other with each others' form. 
For fpeculation turns not to itfelf, 
'Till it hath travcll'd, and is mafry'd there' 
Where it may fee its felf ; this is not ftrange, 

7 honu dearly ever parted,] /. /- how exquifitdy fo* 

his virtues be divided and balanced in him. So in Rmt*W 
Juliet, Stuff, as they faywith honourable ^tts, proportioflW* 
§nes thoughts would ivtjh a mart* 

8 To others' eyes, &c. 

That moj purefpirit, &c] Thcfe two lines wet totally omit- 
ted in all the editions but the hxft quarto. . Mr. ityv, 
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Vtyf. I do not ftrain at the pofition, '* 
It is familiar j but the author's drift; 
Who, in his circumftance, exprefly proves 
That no man is the lord of any thing, 
(Tho* in, and of, him there is much confifling) 
•Till he communicate his parts to others ; 
Nor doth he of himfelf know them for aught* 
'Till he behold thfcm formed in th' applaufe 
Where they're extended; which, like an arch, re* 

verb'rates 
The voice again ; or, like a gate of fteel 
Fronting the Sun, receives and renders back 

His figure and his hear. I was much rapt in this* 

And apprehended here immediately 

The unknown Ajax* 

Heav'ns ! what a man is there ? a very horfe, 

That has he knows not what. Nature ! what thing! 
there are, 

Moft abjeft in regard, and dear in u(e ? 

What things again molt dear in the efteem, 

And poor in worth ? now (hall we ; fee to morrow 

An A£t, that very Chance doth throw upon him : 

Ajax renown'd ! Oh heav'ns, what fome rrten do, 

While fome men leave to do ! 

' How fome men fleep in skittifli Fortune's hall, 

While others play the ideots in her eyes ; 

How one man eats into another's pride, 

While pride is feafting in his wantoftnefi! 

9 How feme men CREEP in AUtiJh Fortune** hall,] This fs &i£ 
with deiign that Achilles fliould apply it to himfeif and Ajax 4 
But as creip is to be applied to Achilles, it conveys a wrong idea,' 
a* reprefenting one who is timorous and afraid to atchteve great 
a&s : whereas it fhould repreient one entirely negligent in atchieving 
them. For this was then Achilles** cafe. So that we (hould read, 

Hew fome men s u H ft r i n $kittj/b fortune* s ball, 
For he was the firil favourite of fortune; yet when he got into her 
preface inftead of pufhing his way* he became entirely negligent, 
and unconcerned for her taroors. 

Vol. VII. Ff To 
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To feethefe Grecihn lords! why ev*h already 
They clap the lubber Ajax on the fhbttlder, 
As if his foot were on brave HeSlor't breaft, 
And great Trey fhrinking. 

Acbil. This I do believe; 
For they paffed by me, as rtiifers do by beggari, 
Neither gave to me good word, Atit good look: 
What ! are my deeds forgot ? 

Ulyf. € Time hath, my Ibrd, a tfcdlet it hisbick, 
« Wherein he puts alms for Obliviori : 

* (A great-fiz'd monftcr of ingratitudes) 

* Thofc fcraps are good deeds paft, which are devoid 
c AS fall as they are made, forgot as foofi 

c As done : Perfcverance keeps Honour bright: 

* To have done, is to hang quite out of falhion, 

* Like rufty mail in monumental mockery. 
" For honour travels in a ftreight fo narfofr, 

" Where one but goes abreaft? keep then the padu 

*< For Emulation hath a thdufand fons, 

u That one by one purfue ; if you give way, 

« c Or turn afide from the direct forth-right, 

" Like to an entred tide, they all ruth by, 

" Artd leave you hindermoft ; Statf thefc you lye, 

" * Like to a gallant horfe fall'n in firft rank, 

u For 'pavement to the abjeft Rear, o'er- rtin 

" And trampted on : Then what they do in prefent, 

c< Tho* lefs than yours in paft, rriuft d'er-tbj) yours. 

« For time is like a fafhionable hoft, 

* That (lightly (hakes his parting, gueft by th* hand; 
4 But with his arms out-ftretch'd, as he would fly, 

* Grafps in the comer ; Welcome ever (miles, 
•"And Farewel goes out fighing, O, let not virtue 
: , ' feek 

I Likt to a gallant horfe falT n in. firfi rank, 
V ' Jar fwuiMtut to the ab)c8 near,— *] We fhooM reati, 
*bjt& Rear, // /...the mean abjeft horfes which, by radon of 
their unfitness for fervice, are put .into the rear of die line 5 <*** 
]frf£ become the roar in a vigorous charge. f • j \ 

cc Itemuneratiofl 
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1 ' Remuneration for the thing it was ; 

" For beauty, wit, high birth, defert fn fervice, 

u Love, friendtfiip, charity, are fubjedis all 

€< To envious arid calumniating tirte. 

" One touch of nature makes the whole world kin $ 

<c That all, with one confent, praife new-born Gawds, 

•• Tho' they are mdde and moulded of things paft * 

<c And give to duft, that is a little gilt, 

<c (a) More laud than they will £ive to gold o'ef- 

dufted : 
" The prefent eye pfalfes the prefeitf .object. 
Then rparvel not,, thoii.gr&t and complete man, 
That all the Greeks begin to worfhip Ajax ; 
Since things in motion fooner catch the eye. 
Than what not ftirs. The Cry went once for thee, 
And ftill it might, and yet it may again, 
If thou would*!! not entomb thyfelf alive, 
And cafe thy reputation in thy tent ; 
Whole glorious deeds, but in thefe fields of late, 
* Made eimitous millions 'mongft theGocls themfelves^ 
And drave great Mars to fa&ion. 

JidAL Of my privicjr 
I have ftrong rtafonS. 

Ufyfi 'Gairifl: jtouf privacy 
The reafdifs art thbre potent and heroical. 
*Tis known,' JHtoiUks y that you arc in love 
W ith one 6f Pfthtit% daughters. 

ztcbtt. Hi! ktoWWi! 

Ulyf. tsttataftbndfcr? 
The providfericfe, that's in a tfatehful State, 1 
Knows almoft every grain of Pluto's Gold ; 
Finds bottom in th* unfcdmpfrehfenfive t>efep; 

X Made emuHcus miffiohs— J Mijpohs, for divifidns, /. e, goir^ 
out, oh orie fidi and the other. 

[ (a) Mere ltt$d them they will give to geld Jeyiuftei. Dr.. 
Tbirlby.— Vulg. Mere laud than gilt o'erdufed. 

F f 2 V Keeps 
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* Keeps place with thought ; and almoft, like the 

Gods, 
Does tv*n our thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 
There is a myftery (with which relation 
Durft never meddlcj in the Soul of State; 
Which hath an operation more divine, 
Than breath, or pen, can give expreffure to. 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy 
As perfe&ly is ours, as yours, my lord. 
And better would it fit Achilles much, 
To throw down Heffor, thzn Pclyxena. 
But it mull grieve young Pyrrbus now at home, 
When Fame Ihall in his ifland (bund her trump j 
And all the GreeJdJh girls lhall tripping fing, 
Great Heffor's filler did Achilles win ; 
But our great Ajax bravely beat down him. 

Farewel, my lord 1, as your lover, fpeak ; 

The fool Hides o'er the ice, that you fliould break. 

[Exit; 

SCENE VIII. 

Pair. To thiseffirft, * Achilles, havelmov'd you* 
A woman, impudent and mannifh grown, 
Is not more loath'd than an effeminate man 
In time of ad,— I Hand condemned for this* 
They think, my little ftomach to the war, 
And your great love to me, rcflrains you thus : 

* Sweet, roufe your felf ; and the weak wanton Cupid 

* Shall from your neck unloofc his am'rous fold ; 

* And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane, 

* Be lhook to air. 

Achil. Shall Ajax fight with He&ort— 

% Ketps place wiri thought ; — ] i. #. there Is in the provi- 
dence of a ftate, as in the providence of the nniverfe, a kind of 
ubiquity. The expreflion is exquifitely fine; Yet the Oxford 
Editor alters it to Kups pace, and fo deftroys all its beauty. 

PeUr. 
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Patr. Ay, and, perhaps, receive much honour by 
him. 

AcbiL I fee, my reputation is at flake ; 
My fame is fhrewdly gor'd. 

Pair. O then beware*: 
Thofe wounds heal ilJ, that men do give themfelves: 
Omiffion to do what is neceflary 
Seals a Commiflion to a Blank of Danger % 
And Danger, like an ague, fubtly taints 
Even then, when we fit idly in the Sun. 

AcbiL Go call Tberfites hither, fytttPfltroclus: 
P1I fend the fool to Ajax, and defire him 
T'invite the Trojan lords, after the Combat, 
To fee us here unarm'd : I have a woman's Longing, 
An appetite that I am fick withal, 
To fee great Heffor in the Weeds of peace » 
To talk with him, and to behold his vifege, 
Ev'n to my full of view* — A labour fav*dl 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Therfites. 

Her. A wonder! - • 

AcbiL What? 

tter. Ajax goes up and down the field, asking for 
himfelf. 

AcbiL How fo t 

fber. He muft fight fingly to morrow with Heftor* 
and is fo prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling, 
that he raves in faying nothing. 

AcbiL How can that be ? 

Vber. Why, he ftalks up and down like a peacock, 
a ftride and a (land 5 ruminates like an hoftels, thai 
hath no arithmetick but her brain, to fee down her 
reckoning? bites his lip with a politick regard, as 
who fhould fay, there were wit in his head, if 'twou'd 
out i and fo there is, but it lies as coldly in him as 

F f $ fire 
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fire in a (lint, which will not fhew withou; knpcfcing. 
The man's undone for ever : for if Heitor break not 
his neck iW pombat, he'll break't himlplf in vain- 
glory. He knows not pje; I faiclj good morrow, 
Afax: And he replies, thanks, jfgamfyiitqH. What 
think you of this man, that'takes pie fqr the Genera} ? 
he's grown a very land-fift, language-left, a monfter. 
" 4 A plague of ppjnictn | 3 man may wear if on both 
** fides, like a leather terkm. ( 

Actil. Thou muft be ifly ajaibaflador to him, fbef- 
Jitcs. 

fber. Who, I? rvrtiy, Jje'H^nfyer no body; 

he profefies not ^nfwering ; fpeajcing i$ for beggars; 
he wears f)is tongue in*s afms,. I will put on jus pre- 
sence ; Jet Patroclus make t*is ^epanjqs to me, ypu 
(hall fee the Pageant of Ajax. 

AcbS. To him, Patrhclus^rtdX him, J hupp^bly <Jc- 
fire the ygliant 4)<f x * to r invite thpmoft.Yaiorojw 
Hellor to come unarm'd to my tent, and to procure 
fafe ConduQ: for his Perfan of the magnanjpious and 
mod illuftrious, fix or feven times honoured, 6&ptain 
general, of the Grecian arn^y, Agamemnon^ &c 9 Do 
this. 

Patr. Jove blefs great Ajax! 

Tber. Hum • • 

Patr. I £orae from the worthy Achilles. 

Iter. Ha! 

Patr. Who moft humbly defires you to invite 
ffeffor to his Tent. 

ftber, Hum« ■ » 

Patr. And to procure kfe Condmft from Agamem- 
non. 

Tttr. Az<MMM*ni—* 



1 J flague pf Opinion ! a nut* may nuiar it. on botbjidtt Hit m 
leather Jerkin.} This is faid in compliment po Jtbi(/gj. Qpimim 
went alhfor him before, as nojy for Jjax. But the obfervjuio* 
h fine, and admirably e*preffed. 

Patr. 
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,P#r. Ay, rail 
W^r. Ha! 

JRtfr. God be wi'you, with all my heart. 

Patr. ypur aniwer, Sir. 

T^r. |f to iporjow be a fair day, by eleven o'cloofc 
it will go oneway jjr other; howfoever, he fhall pay 
for me ere he has me. 

Patr. Your anfjypr. jSir. 

Tber. Fare ye well with all my heart. t 

jfcbil. Why, out he is not in this tune, is he? 

Tber. No, bitf^ he's out o'tune thus; what mufick 
will be in hin}, jyhen HeSor has knock'd out his 
brains, J-knpwrujp. put, \ am fure, none-, unlefsthq 
fidher'dpdllo get his fipews to make Catlings on. 

jfcbil Come, thop (Ji^lt bear a letter to him ftraighti. 

Tber. Let me carry another to his horfe j for that^ 
the n»rp flfipafcle crpature. 

AcbiL My mind is troubled like a fountain ftirr'd, - 
And 1 my felf fcj? aot the bottom of it; {Exit* 

Tber. 'Would the fountain of your mind were clear 
again, that I mi^ht water an afs at it! I had rather be 
a tick in a iheep, than Ajch a valiant ignorance. [Exi. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

, £ Street in T j* o y. 

Enter at opt foor HLntp, with a torch % at another % 
Paris, Deipho'bfui, Antenor, and Diomede ; Gxe- 
cians, with Torches. . I| 

Paris. 

SEE, ho ! who is that there ? 
Dei. It is the lord Mneas. 
ALne. Is the Prince there in perfon ? 
Had I fo good otcafion to lie long, 

F f 4 As 
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As you, Prince Paris, nought but heavenly bufincfi 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 

Bio. That's my mind too : good morrow, lord 
Mneas. 

Par. A valiant Greek, Mneas\ take his hand j 
Witnefs the procefs of your fpeech, wherein 
You told, how Biomede a whole week, by days, 
Did haunt you in the field. 

Mne. Health to you, valiant Sir, 
1 During all queftion of the gentle Truce : 
But when I meet you arm'd, as black defiance 
As heart can think, or courage execute. 

Bio, The one and th'other Biomede embraces. 
Our bloods are now in calm, and, fb long, health * 
But when contention and occafion meet, 
By Jove % 1*11 play the hunter for thy life, 
With all my force, purfuit and policy. 

Mne. And thou fhalt hunt a lion that will flic 
With his face backward. — In humane gentlenefs, 
Welcome to Troy — Now, by Anchifef life, 
Welcome, indeed ! — * by Fenus' hand I fwcar, 
JJo man alive can love, in fuch a fort, 
The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 

Bio. We fympathize. — Jove, kt Mneas Kvc 
(If to my fword his Fate be not the Glory) 
A thoufand complete courfes of the Sum 
B.uc in mine emulous honour let him die, 
With every joint a wound, and that to morrovf. 

Mne. We know each other well, 

pio. We do \ and long to know each other wotfe. 

Par. This is the moft^pfpightful, gentle greeting; 

1 During all queftion tfthegtntU 7ruc${\ ^ueflion, for force, 
virtue. 

$ — h Venus* hand 1 /war,] This oath was ufed to infi* 
puate bk y$ientmeitf lor Dim* 4*4 wounding his jnochex in the 

Tho 
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The nobleft, hateful love, that e'er I heard of. 
What bufincfs, lord, • fo early ? 

JEne. I was fent for to the king ; but why, I know not 
Par. His purpofc meets you* 'twas, to bring thii 
Greek 
To Cakbas* houfe, and there to render him 
(For the enfreed jfrtenor) the fair Creffid. 
Lefs have your company ; or, if you pleafe, 
Hafte thee before. I conftandy do think, 
(Or rather call my thought a certain knowledge) 
My brother ft oiks lodges there to night. 
Roufe him, and give him note of our approach. 
With the whole quality whereof, I fear, 
We (hall be much unwelcome. 

JEne. That affure you. 
Traibts had rather Troy were borne to Greece* 
Than Creffid borne from Trey. 

Par. There is no help* 
The bitter difpofition of the time 
Will have it to. On, lord, we'll follow ypu. 
JEne. Good morrow all. [Exit. 

Par. And tell me, noble Diomede; tell me true, 
Ev'n in the foul of good found fellowfhip, 
Who in your thoughts merits fair Helen moft?- 
My felf, oxMenekus? 

Dio. Bothalike. 
He merits well to have her, that doth fcek her, 
(Not making any fcruple of her failure,) 
With fuch a hell of pain, and world of charge* 
And you as well to keep her, that defend her 
(Not palating the tafte of her difhonour,) 
With fuch a coftly lofe of wealth and friends. 
He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
The lees and dregs of 3 a flat tamed piece j 

% m% —a fiat tamed fitce ;] i. e, apiece of wine oat of wkfch 
ifc fpirit is *U fcv* 

You* 
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You, like a letcher, out of wfaorifh loios 
Are pleas'd to breed out $our inheritors: 
Both merits pois'd, eaph weighs no Jefi nor #)<#?» 
But lie as he,, which, heavier foe a whore. 

Par. You are too bitter to your Country-woman. 

Dio. Shtfs bitter ta her Coumxy: hear me, Parity 
For ev'ry falfc drop in her tyuidy veins 
A Greci0?s life h^th funk * for every fcrupJc 
Of her contaminated parrion weight, 
A frojgn hath been flairu Since ftje ooujd fpeak, 
She hath not givto k many good words breath, 
As, for her, Greeks and Trojans fuffcr'd death. 

Par. Fair Diomedty you do as chapmen do, 
Difpraife the thing that you defire to buy : 
But we in filence hold this virtqe well ; 
4 We'll not commend what we intend not fell. 
Here lyes our way. [Exeunt. 

S p E N E II. 

Changes to Pandarus'j Houje. 

Enter Troilus and Greffida. 

froi. V\ E A R, trouble not your felf; the morn is 
JL/ cold. 
Cre. Then, ftreet my lord, PU call my Hficje <Jqwa : 
He fhall unl^olt the gates. 

4 We'll not commend <wlrat<we intend to fell."} But this is not 
talking like a chapman : for if it be the cuftom for the buyer to 
difpraife, it is the cuftom too for the feller to commend. There- 
fore, if Paris had an intention to fell Helen, he fhould, by this 
rale, have comjnended her. But the truth was he had no fuch 
intention, and therefore did prudently not to commend her: 
which ftiewa Sbaiejpear wrote. 

We'll not commend ivbatwe intend not felL 
i. #. what we intend not to fell. The Oxford Editor has thought 
fit to honour this paraphtafe by making jit thctexu 

1 Troi. 
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To bed, to bed &e?p fqd ftofc j>rpfty t c^?, 

And giv$ a$ fpft af tachmpnt ,to 0iy £nf$s, 
£s infants empty of alji ftwgfrt I 

'(J?. $?99^ morrov fch.ea. 

#?/. 1 pr^lhep npw, to lftd ; 

G*. $rp vqp a wffiy «f ## ? „ 

3VW. Cr^/ J>W fh# Jfo tyfr (fry* 
Wak'd by the lark, h$s roysft tKe ritykj crffw$, 
And drfaming night will hide our joys no longer, 
I would not from thee, 

Prf. Jta&t J?a*h been ( tp T p brfet 

Tffi. " Sfeihreyy tjie jyjfchi ? s?kh ycywnou? wigh» 
«J fa %s, 
* Jodjous & he)l ; tyt #je? |Jie grafps of foye, 
« Wtth wii^gs more por#enftry r %jtfj: than jtlHffigljtff 
You will catch cold, and curfe me. 

Cre. J?r*ytheq, tarry-^you rnf n wiH ,never tarry-r- 

foolift Creflida — I might hatte ftill held off, 
And then you would h^ye tanked. Hark, there's 

' one up. 
Pan. [within.] What's all the doors open Jicre ? 
gfoi. It i* your uncle. 

$nter paqdat-up. 

Cre. A peftilence on him ! now will he be mocking* 

1 foall havefucfc a life-~-r- 

Pan. How now, how now ? how go maiden-heads ? 
Hear you, maid 5 wherc's my coufin Creffidat 

Cre. Go hang your fcjfy you naughty mocking 
uncle : . 

You bring me to do and then you flout me too. 

Pan. To do what? to do what? letter fay, what: 
Wlaat have I brought you to do ? 

c ivitfr venomous wights Jbe flays, 

tedious as belli ] *. *T with witchei, who perform their 

venomous charms by night. 

Ore. 
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Cre. Come, come, befhrew your hearts you'll 
never be good ; nor fuffcr others. 

Pan. Ha, ha ! alas, poor wretch ; a poor Capoccbia,- 
haft not flept to. night? would he not (a naughty man) 
let it flcep ? a bugjbear take him ! [One knock 

Cre. Did not I tell you ? — 'would he were knock'd 
o f th f head !— who's that at door ? — good uncle, go 
and lee ! — my lord, come you again into my cham- 
ber*— you fmilc and mock me, as if I meant 
naughtily. 
froi. Ha, ha 



Cre. Come, you are deceived, I think of nofuch thing. 
How earneftly they knock — pray you, come in. [Knock. 
I would not for half Troy have you feen here. [Exeunt. 

Pan. Who's there? what's the matter? will you 
beat down the door; how now? what's the matter? 

SCENE III. 

Enter JEn&s. 

JEne. Good morrow, lord, good morrow. 

Pan. Who's there? my lord Mneas? by my troth, 
I knew you not ; what news with you fo early? 

Mne. Is not Prince Troilus here? 

Pan. Here! what fhould.hedo here? 

Jine. Come, he is here, my lord, do not deny him. 
It doth import him much to fpeak with me. 
' Pan. Is he here, lay you ? 'tis more than I jenow, 
I'll be fworn ; for my own part, I came in lace: what 
fliould he do here? 

Mne. Pho! nay, then: — -come, come, youTl 

do him wrong, ere y'are aware : you'll be lb true to 
him, to be falfe to him : do not you know of him, 
but yet go fetch him. hither, go. 

[As Pandarus is going cut- 
Enter 
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Enter Troilus. 

Trot. How now? what's the matter ? 

JEne. My lord, I fcarce have leifurc to felute you, 
My matter is fo ralh : there is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 
The Grecian Diotnede, and our Anterior 
Deliver'd to us 5 and for him forthwith, 
Ere the firft fecrifice, within this hour, 
We muft give up to Dimedes' hand 
The lady Creffida. 

Troi. Is it concluded fo ? 

JEne. By Priam, and the general State of Trqr 9 
They are at hand, and ready to effeft it. 

Troi. How my atchievements mock me! 
I will go meet them ; and. (my lord Mneas) 
We met by chance, you did not find me here. 

JEne. Good, good, my lord 5 (a) the fecretcft of 
natures 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Creffida to Pandarus. 

Pan. Is f t poffible? no fooner got, but Joft: the 
Devil take Antenorl the young Prince will go mad : 
a plague upon Antenorl I would, they had brake's 
neck. 

Cre. How now ? what's the matter ? who was here? 

Pan. Ah, ah ! 

Cre. Why figh you fo profoundly? where's my 
lord? gone! tell me, fweet uncle, what's the matter? 

Pan. 'Would I were as deep under the earth, as I 
am above! 

Cre. O the Gods! what's the matter? 

[ W — the fttrtttft of natures Oxford Editor— —Ynlg. 
tbejtcrttl of u*tnre.\ 

Pant 
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Pan. PPythee, get thee in ; * would, thou hadft 
ne'er been born : I knew, thou would'ft be his death. 

poor gentlehtan! a £lagite iifx>h AHtendr l ■ ■ 

« 0*. Good linfcli, 1 btfefcch ydki,' 6h my knees, I 
befeech you, what's the hiatter ? 

Pan. Thou muft bfe gbne, wfertch, thou rriutt fee 
gone : thou art ch&rlg'd for Ahiemir ; thoii muft go to 
thy father, and be gone from Troilus; 'twill be his 
death; 'twill be his bang* he caqridt beaf it. 

Ore. O you imriioflil Gods ! I will riot gj*. 

Pan. Thou muft. 

Ore. I will not, uncle : IVe forgot my father, 

1 know hd touch of Cbnfanguinity : 

No kin, no love, no blood, no foul fo hear me, 
As the fweet Ttoilus. O you Gods divine ! 
Make CreffM h $ hiitit the very CroWh of falfhood, 
If ever ffre feate TrdilUs. Time, Fbrce, and Death, 
Do to this body Vrhat extreanis you can y 
But the ftrong Bafe and Building of my Love 
Is is the very centre 6f the earth, 
Drawing all to it. — I'll go and wcep»- ■■ ■ 

Pan. Do, db. 

Ore. Tear my bright hair, and fcratch my praifed 
cheeks: 
Oaek my cledr vbifce ttrith fob*, and bftak thy hfeart 
With (building Troifa. I'll not gb fr&& ftcy. \ExiUtit. 

S C EN E V. 

Before Pandarus'j Houft. 

Enter fcaris, Tfroilus, iEneas, Deiphpbus* AmeflOr, 
and friomedes. 

Par. f T is great morning and'the freffif pti&kt 

1 Of her Delivery to this valiant Gteek 
Comes faft upon us : good my brother &*&&> 
* * Tell 
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Tell you the Lady what (he i£ to dci, 
And hafte her to the purpGfe. 

Trot* Walk into her hdufe: 
I'll bring Her to the Grecian prefently; 
And p his hand when I deliver her. 
Think id art altar, arid thy brother troths 
A prieft: fchfere offering to it his heart. 

Par. 1 know, what 'tis to love -, . 
And 'tfbuld, is I (hall pity, I could help ! 
Pleafe ydu, fralk in, my lords, [Exeunt. 

S C E , iff E VI. 
An Apartment in Pandarus'j Houfe. 

Enter Pandarus and Crcffidfe 

Pan. Tl E moderitej be moderate. 

JD Cre. Why tell you me of mbderation? 
The grief ft fine, full; perfeft tfiat I tafti, . 
And in its fenfe is no lefs ftrong, than That 
Which caufeth it. Hovfr can I moderate it ? 
If I coaM temporiie with my affe&idn, 
Or brew it to a weak dnd colder palate, 
The like allayment could I give my grief: 
My love admits no qualifying drbfs : 

Enter Troilus. 

No more my grief, in fuch a precious Jofi.' 

Pan. Here, herft here he comes,-^ — a, fweer 

duck! ] 

Cre. O Troths, Zrcilus! . 

Pan. What a pair of fpe&aclcs is nere! let me 
embrace too: 
d£ Veaft* (as thfejjoodly ftying is ;) 
Q heart, O tibavy hearty 
. . ^ fffiyjigb'ji thou without Vreahin^ f 
4 where 
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where he anfwers again ; 

Becaufe thou can ft not eafe thy /mart, 

By friendjbifr nor by /peaking. 

There was never a truer rhyme. tc Let us caft away 

€C nothing, for we may live to have need of fuch % 

" verfcj we fee it, we fee it. How now,* lambs? 

Trot. Crejid, I love thee in fo ftrange a purity, 
That the bleft Gods, as angry with my fancy, 
(More bright in zeal than the devotion* which 
Cold lips blow to their Deities) take thee from me. 

Cre. Have the Gods envy? 

Pan. Ay, ay, 'tis too plain a cafe. 

Cre. And is it true, that I muft go from Trey? 

Trot. A hateful truth ! 

Cre. What, and from Troths too? 

Trot. From Troy, andTroilus. 

Cre. Is it poffible? 

Trot. And fiiddenly : while injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, juftles roughly by 
All time of paufe, rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all rejoyndure, forcibly orevents 
Our lock'd embraces, ftrangles our dear vows, 
Ey'n in the birth of our own labouring breath. 
We two, that with fo many thoufend fighs 
Each other bought, muft poorly fell our fdvcs 
With the rude brevity and difcharge of one. 
Injurious Time now, with a robber's hade, 
Crams his rich thiev'ry up, he knows not how. 
As many farewels as be ftars in heaven, 
With diftinft breath and confign'd kities to them, 
He fumbles up all in one loofe adieu ; 
And fcants u* with a (ingle famifh'd kifi, 
Piftafted with the fait of broken tears. 

jEneas. [within.] My lord, is the lady ready? 

Trot. Hark? you are call'd. Some lay, the Genius fr 
Cries, come, to him that inftarrtly muft die. 
Bid them have patience * fhe flull come anon* 

Pm 
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Pan. Where are my tears ? rain, to lay this wind^ 
fer my tyearc will be blown up by the root. 

[Exit Pandarus. 

Cre. I muft then to the Grecians? 

Troi. No remedy. 

. Cre. A woeful Creffid 'mongft the merry Greeks! 
When fliall we fee again ? 

Troi. Hear me, my love ; be thou but trui of 
heart 

Cre, I true ! how now ? what wicked Deem is 
this ? 

Trot. Nay,' we muft ufe expoftulation kindly, 
For it is parting from us :— — 
I fpeak nor, be thou true, as fearing thee : 
For I will thrbw my Glove to Death himfelf* 
That there's no maculation in thy heart* 
Bift, be thou true, fay I, to fafhion in 
My fequent proteftation: be thou true* 
And I will lee thee.* 

Cre. O, you fhall be expos*d, my lord, to dangers 
As infinite, as imminent: but, I'll be true. 

Troi. And I'll grow friend with danger. Wear 
this fleeve. 

Cre. And you this glove. When fliall I fee you f 

Troi. I will corrupt the Grecian Centinels 
To give chee nightly vifitation. 
But yet be true. 

Cre. O heav'ns f be true, again ? 

Troi Hear, why I fpeak it, love : 
The Grecian youths are full of fubtle qualities, 
They're loving, well composed, with gifts of nature 
Flowing, and fwelling o'er with arts and exercife ; 
How novelties may move, and parts with perlbn— • 
Alas, a kind of godly jealoufie 
(Which, 1 befeech you, call a virtuous fin) 
Makes me afraid. 

Cre. O heav'ns, you love me not ! 

Vol. VII. Gg Troi. 
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Sroi. Die I a Villain then! — * 
In this, I do not call your faith irtqueftion 
So mainly as my merit: I cannot ling, 
Nor heel the high La volt; nor fweeteh talk; 
Nor play at fubtle games ; fair virtues all, 
To which the Grecians are molt prompt and pregnant. 
But I can tell, that in each grace of thefe 
There lurks a-ftill ami dumb*difcourfive Devil, 
That tempts mod cunningly : but be not tempted. 
Cre. Do you think, I will ? 
Trot. No. 
Bbt fomething may be done, that we Will not: 
And fometimes we are devils to our felves, ' 
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 
Prefuming on their changeful potency. 

jEneas. [ufitbin.] Nay, good my r lord,. - 

Trot. Come, kifs, and let us part. 
Paris. [witlin.] Brother TrwA/j,— — 
Troi. Good brother, come you hither, 
And bring JEneas and the Grecian with you. 
Cre. My lord, will You be true? 
Troi. Who 1 ? alas, k.is my Vice, my fault : 
While others fifh, with craft, for great opinion ; 
t, with great truth, catch meer fimplicity. 
While fome with cunning gild their copper crowns, 
With truth and plainnefs 1 do wear mine bare. 
Fear not my truth •, the moral of my wit 
Is plain and true, there's all the reach of it. 

6 C E N E VII. 

Enter /Eneas, Paris, andDiomedes. 

Welcome, Sir Diomede ; here is the lady„ 
Whom for Anterior we deliver you. 
At the Port (lord) Til give her to thy hand, 
And by the way poflefs thee what fhe is. 
Entreat her fair; and by my foul, fair Greek* 



If 
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If e'er thou (land at mercy of my fword; 
Name CreJ/id* and thy life fhall be as fafe 
As Priam is in Won. 

Bio. Lady Crejjid, 
So pleafe you, fave the thanks this Prince expe£ta: 
The hiftre in your eye, heav'n in your cheek, 
Pleads you fair ufage; and to Diomede 
You fhall be miftrefc, and command him wholly. 

Trot. Grecian, thou doft not ufe me courteoufly* 
*To lhame the zeal of my petition towards thee, 
By praifing her. 1 tell thee, lord of Greece^ 
She is as far high-foaring o'er thy praifes, 
As thoa' unworthy to be call'd her fervant. 
I charge thee* ufe her well, even for my Charge i] 
For by the dreadful Pluto % \V thou dolt not, 
(Tho* the great bulk Achilles be thy guard) 
1*11 cut thy throat, 

Dio. Oh, be not mov'd* prince Troilus. 
Let me be pfiviteg'd by my place and meflage, 
To be a Speaker free. When I atn hence, 
1*11 attfwer to my lift: add know, my lord, 
I'll nothing do on Charge 3 to her own worth 
She (hall be priz'd : but that you fay* be't fo ) 
I'll fpeak it in my fpirit and honour — no. 

Trot. Come, to the Port — -I'll tell thee* Diomede^ 
This Brave fhall oft make thee to hide thy head. 
Lady, give me your hand — and, as we walk, 

6 ToJ&ame the «E a l of thy petition, twtitrds thee 9 

By praifing her. j To Jbame thefeal of a petition is non* 

feafe. Sbakefpear wrote, 
> To Jbame the gtAL " * f ' * 

and the fenfe is this: Grecian^ yott ufe me difcourteoufly \ yoti 
fee, I am a pajfionate lover, by my petition to you j and there- 
fore you fhouid not lhame the zeal of it, by promifing to do 
what I require of you, for the fake of her beauty: when, if you 
had good manners, or a fenfe of a lovers delicacy, you would 
have promifed co do it in companion to his pang* and fuffer fags. 

G g z To 
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To our own fclves bend we our needful talk. 

[Sound trumpet. 

Par. Hark, Hefior's trumpet! 

JEne. How have we fpent this morning ? 
The Prince muft think me tardy and rcmifs, 
That fwore to ride before him in the field. 

Par. *Tis Troilus' fault. Come, come, to field with 
him. 

Dio. Let me make ready ftrait. 

Aine. Yea with a bridegroom's frefh alacrity 
Let us addrefs to tend on He£ior*$ heels : 
The Glory of our Troy doth this day lye 
On his fair worth, and fingle chivalry, [Exmt. 

SCENE VIIL 

Changes to the Grecian Camp. 

Enter Ajax armed* Agamemnon, Achilles, Patroclus, 
Menelaus, Qlyfies, Neftor, fcfc. 

Aga. rj ERE art thou in appointment frelh and 

JljL fair, 

Anticipating time with darting courage. 
Give with thy Trumpet a loud note to Troy 9 
Thou dreadful Ajax* that th' appalled air 
May pierce the head of the great Combatant, 
And hale him thither. 

Ajax. Trumpet, there's my purfe ; 
Now crack thy lungs, and fplit thy brafcen pipe: 
Blow, villain, till thy fphered bias cheek 
Out-fwell thecholick of puhAqui/on: 
Come, itretch thy cheft, and let thy eyes fpout 

blood: 
Thou blow'ft for Heftor. 

Utyff. No trumpet anfwers. 

AMI. 'Tis but early day. 

4ft 
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Ago. Is not yond' Diomede with Calcbas* daughter ? 

Vlyj. 'Tis he, I ken the manner of his gate ; 
He rifes on his toe ; that fpirit of his 
In afpiration lifts him from the earth* 

Enter Diomede, with Creffida. 

Aga. Is this the lady Creffida ? 

Dio. Ev'n fhe. 

Aga. Moft dearly welcome to the Greeks^ fwect 
lady. 

Neft. Oar General doth falute you with a kifs. 

Ulyf. Yet is the kindnds but particular; 
'Twere better, fhe were kiiVd in general.} 

Neft. And very courtly counfel: Til begin. 
So much for Nejldr. 

AcbiL I'll take that winter from your lips, fair lady: 
Achilles Jbids you welcome. 

Men. I had good argument for kifling once. 

Patr. But that's no argument for kifling now : 
For thus popM Paris in his hardiment, 
And parted, thus, you and your argument. 

Ulyf. O deadly gall, and theme of all our fcorns, 
For which we lofe our heads to gild his horns! 

Patr. The firft was Menelaus* kils — this mine—— • 
Patroclus kifles you. 

Men. O, this is trim. 

Patr. Paris and I kifs evermore for him. 

Men. I'll have my kifi, Sir: lady, by your leave,* -* 

Cre. In kifling do^ou render or receive? 

Patr. Both take and give. 

Cre. I'll make my match to live, 
The kifs you take is better than you give; 
Therefore no kifs.- • 

Men. 1*11 give you boot, I'll give you three for one. 

Cre. You are an odd man, give even, or give none. 

Men. An odd man, lady? every man is odd. 

G g 3 Cre; 
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Ore. No, Pari; is not ; for ypu know, 'tis true, 
That you are odd, and he js even witty you. 

Men. You fillip me o* th' head, 

Cre. No, I'll be fworn. 

IJlyf. It were no match, your nail ag^inft his horn f 
May I, fweet lady, beg a ki$ <?f ypu.F 

Cre. You may. 

Ulyf. 1 do defire it. 

Cre. Why, beg then. 

Ulyf. Why then, for r^^ lake, give me a kife, 
When Helen is a maid again, and his 

Cre. 1 am your debtor, claim it v hen 'tis due, 

Ulyf. Never's my day, and then a kifs of you. 

Neft. A woman of quick ienfe ! 

Qio. JLady, a word — I'll bring you to your Father. 
[Dioniede leads out Creffida. 

JJlyf. Fie, fie upon her ! 
f there's language in her eye, herch t eek, her lip: 

* Nay, her foot fpeaks j her wanton fpirits ]ook out 
f At every joint, 7 and motive of her body : 

? Oh, thefe Encounterers! So glib of tongue, 

1 They give a Coatting welcome ere it ccftnes; 

* And wide unclafo the tables of their thoughts 
f To every ticklifn reader : kt them down 

« For fluttifli Spoils of Opportunity, 

* And daughters of the Game. [Trumpet within. 

Enter Heftor* Paris, Troilus JEnsas, Hdenus, 
and Attendants. 

All. The Trojans 9 trumpet! 

Aga. Yonder corner the troop. 

Mne. Hail, all the State of Greece! what (hall be 
done 
To him that Victory cqtpmands? Or dp you purpofc, 
A Viftor (hall be known ? will you, the Knights 
Shall to the edge of all e^'trerpity 

y. i an d motive of bir body:] Motive, for potion. 

J Purfue 
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Purfue each other, ©r ihall be divided 
By any voice, or order of the ficJd ? 
HeBor bade ask. 

Aga* Which way would Heftor have it? 

jEne. He cares not 5 he'll obey conditions. 

AcbiL * 'Tis done like HeBor y but fecurely done, 
A little proudly, and great deal miiprizing 
The Knight oppos'd. 

jEne. If not Achilles, Sir, 
What is your name? 

AMI. If not Achilles, nothing. 

JEne. Therefore, Achilles ; but whatever, know this ; 
In the extremity of great and little 
9 Valour and pride parcell themfelves in Ht&or ; 
The one almoft as infinite as all, 
The other blank as nothing •, weigh hi*n well ; 
And That, which looks like pride, is oouttcfie. 
This Ajax is half made of HeBor>$ blood, 
In love whereof, half HeSor ftays at home ; 
Half heart, half hand, half He3or 9 come to feek 
This blended Knight, half frqjan and half Greek. 

AcbiL A maiden- battle then? O, I perceive you. 

Re-enter Diomede. 

Aga. Here is Sir Diomede: go, gentle Knight, 
Stand by our Ajax % as you and lord Apneas 

% 'Tts done like Heftor, but fecurely done,'] In the fenfe of the 
latin, fecurus—r-fecurus admodum de hello, animi feenri homo. A 
negligent fecurity arifmg from a contempt of the objeft oppofed. 

9 Valour and pride ix cell tbemfelws in Heft or ;] It is an 
high abfurdity to fay, that any thing can ext ell in the extremity 
of little ; which little, too, is as blank as nothing. Without doubt 
Sbakejpear wrote, 

Pakur and pride parcell them/elves in Hedtor ; 
*. e. divide themfelves in HeRor in fuch a manner, that the one 
is almoft infinite ; the other almoft nothing. Far the ufe of this 
word we may fee Riebardlll. 

*— their woes are PARCBH.it, 

G g 4 Con* 
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Confcnt upon the order of the fight, 

So be it 5 either to the uttermoft, 

Or elfe a breath. The Combatants being kin 

Half (tints' their ftrife before their ftrokes begin. 

Ufyf. They are oppos'd already. 

Aga. What Trojan is that lame, that looks fp 
heavy? 

Ufyf. The youngeft fon of Priam, a true knight j 
Cc Not yet mature, yet matchlefs ; firm of word -, 
* c Speaking in deeds, and deedlefs in his tongue ; 
a Not foon provokM, nor ? being proyok'd, foon 

calm'cf; 
cc His heart and hand both open, and both free ; 
f c For what he has, he gives j what thinks, he (hews; 
€c Yet gives he not, 'till judgment guide his bounty \ 
?' Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath : 
Manly as Heftor, but more dangerous ; 
For HeSor in his blaze of wrath fubferibes 
To tender objefts y but he in heat of adlion 
Is more vindicative than jealous love. 
They call him Troilus, and on him ereft 
A fecpnd hope, as fairly built as Heftor. 
Thus fays Mneas, one that knows the youth 
Ev'n to his inches ; and with private foul ? 
pid in great Dion thus tranflate him to me. 

[Alarum. He&or and Ajaxj£2/. 

SCENE IX. 

jlga. They are in a£tion. 

Neft. Now, Ajax 9 hold thine own. 

Trot. HeUor, thou fleep'ft, awake thee. 

Alga. His blows are well difpos'd ; there, Ajax m 

[Trumpets ftafe. 
pio. You muft no more. 
j£«*. Princes, enough, fo pleafe you, 

Ajax f 
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Ajax. I am not warm yet, let u$ fight again, 
Dio. As Helfor pleafes. 
Heft. Why then, will I no more, 
Thou art, great lord, my father's lifter 9 * lbn > 
A coufin-german to great Prianps feed : 
The obligation of pur blood forbids 
A gory emulation 'twixt us twain. 
Were thy commixipn Greek and Trojan fb f 
That thou could'ft fay, this hand is Grecian all, 
And this is Trojan \ the finews of this leg 
All Greek* $nd this A\ Troy ; my mother's blood 
Runs on the dexter cheek, and this finifter 
Bounds in my fire's : by Jove multipotenr, 
Thou (hould'ft not bear from me a Greeki/b member, 
Wherein my fword had not imprcflure made 
Of our rank feud : But the jutt Gods gainfay, 
That any drop thou borrow'ft from thy mother, 
My facred aunt, fhould by my mortal fword 
Be drain'd! Let me embrace thee, Ajax: 
By him that thunders, thou halt lufty arms j 
HeSor would have them fall uponhim thus.— — 
Coufin, all honour to thee!— — 

jfjax. I thank thee, HeSiorl 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a man : 
} came to kill "thee, cpufin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned iq thy death. 
HeEl. * Not Neoptolemus % % Sire irafcible, 

(On 

i Not Neop'olemus so mirable, 

(On whofe bright creft, Fame, with her loud* ft O yes. 
Cries, this is be ;) could from if e to himfdf &c] That is 
to fay, Yov, an old veteran warrior, threaten to kill me, when 
not the young fin of Achilles (who is yet toferi/e bis apprentifage 
in war, under the Grecian generals, and on that account called 
N«<wrJoA€^t©-) dare himfelf entertain fuch a thought. But Shake* ? 

fpear meant anorher fort of man, as is evident from, ! 

| On whofe bright ereft, Sec. ? 

4 

Which chara&erifes one who goes foremoft and alone: and can 

therefore 
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(On whofc bright creft, Fame, with her loud'ft Oycs, 
Cries, this is he;) could promife xo himfelf 
A thought of added honour torn from Htftor. 

Mne. There is expe&ance here from both the (ides, 
What farther you will do. 

He3. We'll anfwer it: 
The iffue is cmbracement : Ajax, farewel. 

Ajax. If I might in entreaties find fuccefs, 
(As ield I have the chance) I would defire 
My famous coufin to our Grecian tents. 

therefore fuit only one, which *ne was Achilles ; as Sbaiefptar 

himfelf hat drawn him, 

The great Achilles, <wbom opinion crowns 
The uncw and the forehand of our Hoft. 
And again, 

Who ft glorious deeds but in the fe fields of late 
Made em* bus mijjiom y mongfl the Gods tbemfehvet 9 
And drome great Mars*? fa£ion. 

And indeed the fenfe and fpitit of Ne&or 1 * fpeech requires chat 
the moil celebrated of his adversaries ihould he picked out to be 
defied ; and this was Achilles, with whom Heclor had his final 
affair. We craft conclude then that Shake/pear wrote, 

Not NeoptofemnsV sir* irascible 
On nvbo/e bright crtft——> 

Irafcihle is an old fchool term, and is an epithet toeing his cha- 
racter, and the jcircumftances he was then in. 

Impiger, iracundus, imxorabilis $ acer. 
But our editor Mr. Theobald, by his elf cure diligence, had found 
out that Wynken de Werde, in the old chronicle of The thru de- 
ftruRions of Troy, introduces one Neoptolemus into die ten years 
Quarrel, a pcrfon diflinft from the fon of Achilles, and therefore 
will have it, that Shake/pear here means no other than the Neopto- 
lemus of this worthy chronicler. He was told, to no purpofe, 
that this fancy was abfurd. For firft, Wynken* $ Neoptolemus is a 
common- rate warrior, and fo defcribed as not to fit the character 
here given . Secondly, It is not to be imagined that the poet 
jhould on this occafion make HeSlor refer to a character not in the 
play, and never fo much as mentioned on any other occafion. 
Thirdly, Wy*ken % s Neoptolemus is a warrior on the Trojan fide, 
/and flain by Achilles. But He8or muft needs mean by one <wlm 
could promife a thought of added honour torn from bim, a warrior 
amongft his enemies on the Grecian fide. 

DM 
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Dio. *Tis Agamemnon's wifli, and great Achilles 
Path long to fee junarm'd the valiant Heft or. 

Heft. Azneas, calj my brother froilus to me: 
And fignjfie this loving interview 
To the expe&ors of our Trojan part : 
Pefire them home. .Give me thy hand, my Cqufin : 
I will go eat with thee, and fee your Knights. 

Agamemnon <ind the reft of the Greeks com forward. 

Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 

Heft. The worthieft of them tell me name by 
name j 
But for Achillea mine own fearching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly fize. 

Aga. Worthy of arms ! as welcome, as *o one 
That would be rid of fuch an enemy j 
But that ? s no welcome : underftand more clear, 
What's paft and what's to come is ftrcw'd with husk* 
And formlefe ruin of Oblivion. 
But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strained purely from all hollow bias-drawing, 
Bids thee with mod divine integrity, 
From heart of very heart, great Heftor y welcome. 

Heft. I thank thee, moft imperious Agamemnon. 

Aga. My well-fam'd lord of Troy> no lefs to you. 

[To Troilus. 

Men. Let me confirm my princely brother's 
Greeting, 
You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 

Heft. Whom muft we anfwer? 

JEne. The noble Mtnelaus. 

Heft. O — you, my lord — by Mars his gauntlet, 
thanks. 
Mock not, that I affeft th' untraded oath ; 
Your quondam wife fwe^rs ftill by Fentu 9 glove $ 
She's well, but bade me not commend her to you. 

Men. Name her not now, Sir, foe's a deadly theme. 

HeR. 
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Heft. O, pardon- I offend. 

Neji. l I have, thou gal Jan t Trojan^ fecn thee oft, 
€ Labouring for deftiny, make cruel way 

* Through ranks of Greekijb youth 5 and I have fecn 

thee, 
c As hot as Per/ens, fpur thy Phrygian fteed, 

* Bravely defpifing forfeits and fubduements, 

€ When thou haft hung thy advane'd fword i'th'air, 

* Not letting it decline on the declined : 

* That I have (aid unto my ltanders-by, 
€ Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life ! 

And I have feen thee paufe, and take thy breath, 
When that a Ring of Greeks have hem'd thee in, 
Like an Olympian wreftljng. This I've feen : 
But this thy countenance, ftill lock'd in fteel, 
I never faw 'till now. I knew thy Grandfire, 
And once fought with him ; he was a foldier good : 
But by great MarSj the Captain of us all, 
Never like thee. Let an old man embrace thee, 
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 

JEne. 'Tis the old Nefior. 

Heft. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle, 
That haft lb long walk'd hand in hand with time; 
Mod reverend h'ejior, I am glad to clafp thee. 

Neft. I would, my arms could match thee in con- 
tention, 
As they contend with thee in courtefie. 

Heft. I would, th$y could. 

Neft. By this white beard, I'd fight with thee to 
morrow. 
Well, welcome, welcome ; I have feen the time 

Utyf. I wonder now how yonder city (lands, 
When we have here the bafe and pillar by us. 

Heft. I know your favour, lord Ulyjfes* well. 
Ah, Sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead, 
Since firlt I faw your felf and Diomede 
In IUon % on your Greekijh embaffie. 

w 
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Ulyf. Sir, I foretold you then what would enlue ; 
My prophefie is but half his journey yet \ 
For yonder walls, that pertly front your town, 
Yond towers, whofe wanton tops do bufs the clouds, 
Muft kifs their own feet. 

Heft. I muft not believe you : 
There they ftand yet; and, modeftlyl think, 
The fall of every Phrygian done will coft 
A drop of Grecian blood ; the end crowns all % 
And that old common Arbitrator, Time, 
Will one day end it. 

Ulyf. So to him we leave it. 
Molt gentle, and moft valiant Heftor, welcome * 
After the Genera!, I befcech you next 
To feaft with me, and fee me at my Tent. 

AMI. I fhall foreftal thee, lord UlyJJes\ thou! 

Now, Heftor, 1 have fed mine eyes on thee ; 
I have with exaft view perus'd thee, Heftor 9 
And quoted joint by joint. 

Heft. Is this Acbil/es? 

AchiL I am AMlles. 

He£I. Stand fair, I pr'ythee, let me look on thee. 

AMI. Behold thy fill. 

Heft. Nay, I have done already. 

AMI. Thou art too brief. I will the fecond time, 
As I would buy thee, view thee, limb by limb. 

Heft. O, like a book of fport thou'lt read me o'er: 
But there's more in me, than thou underftand'ft. 
Why doft thou fo opprefs me with thine eye? 

AMU Tell me, you heav'ns, in which part of his 
body 
Shall I deftroy him ? whether there, or there, 
That I may give the local wound a name ; 
And make diltinft the very breach, where-out 
tfeftor's great fpirit flew. Anfwer me, heav'ns ! 

Heft. It would difcredit the bleft Gods, proud man, 
To anfwer fuch a queftion : ftand again.— 

Thinks 
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Thinks thou to catch my Jife fo plea&ndy, 
As to prenominate, in nice conjecture, 
Where thou wilt hit me dead f 

Jcbil. I tell thee, yea. 

HtS. Wert thou the Oracle to tell me lb, 
Td not believe thee : henceforth guard thee well^ 
For I'll not kill thee there,, nor there, nor there * 
But, by the forge that ffythied Mars his helm, 

I'll kill thee every where, yea, o'er and o'er, * 

You wifeft Grecians, pardon me this brag, 
His infolence draws folly from my lips ; 
But I'll endeavour deeds to match thefe words, 
Or may I never 

Ajax. Do not chafe thee, coufin \ 
And you, Achilles, let thefe threats alone, 
•Till accident dr purpofe bring you to*c. 
You may have ev'ry day enough of Hefior, 
If you have ftomach. The general State, I fear* 
Can fcarce intreat you to be odd with him. 

He£l. I pray you, let us fee you in the field : 
We have had pelting wars fince you refus'd 
The Grecians* caule. 

Achil Doft thou intreat me, HeShrt 
To morrow do I meet thee, fell as death \ 
To night, all friends, 

HeB. Thy hand upon that match. 

Ago. Firft, all you Peers of Greece, goto my Tent, 
There in the full convive you ;' afterwards, 
As He&or's leifure and your bounties fhall 
Concur together, feverally intreat him 
To tafte your bounties : let the trumpets blow ; 
That this great foldier may his welcome know. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE 
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SCENE X. 

Marten* Trotlus md Ulyffcl 

Trd. My \otd-UJyJJ r es 9 telfme, Ibefeechyou, 
to what place of the fidd doth Cakbas keep? 

Ufyf. At Menelaitf Tent, moft princely 9fr4fifo j 
There: Diomede doth feaft: with him to night ; 
Who neither looks on* heav'n, nor on the earth, 
Bat gives alt gaze and bent of am'rous view 
Ofl the fair Creftd. 

Troi. Shall I, fweet lord, be bound to thee fe 
much, 
After you part from Jgamemum's Tent, 
To bring me thither? 

Ufyf. You (hall command me, Sir : 
As gently' tell me, of what honour was 
This Crtffida in Trty \ had (he no lover there, 
That wails her abfenee ? 

Trri. ©Sir, to fach as boafting (hew their (cars, 
A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord ? 
She was belov'd,. (he lov'd ; (he is, and doth : 
But, ftill, fweet love is food for fortune's tooth. 

[Exeunt 4 



ACTV. SCENE I. 

Before Achillea' j Tent, in the Grecian Camp. 
Enter Achilles and Patroclusf. 

AchiUes, 
•LL heat his blood with Greekifh wine to night, 



1 



Which with my fcimitar Til cool to morrow. 
Pa/rociuSj let us feaft him to the height. 
Pair. Here comes Tbcrjites. 

Enter 
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Enter Thcffites. 

Acbil. How now, thou core of envy ? 
Thou crafty batch of Nature, what's the news ? 

Tber. Why, thou pi&ure of what thou feem% 
and idol of idcot-wormippers, here's a letter for thee. 

Acbil. From whence, fragment? 

Tber. Why, thou full dim of fool, from Troy. 

.Patr. Who keeps the tent now? 

Tber. The furgcon's box, or the patient's wound. 

Patr. Well faid, adverfity * and what need thefe 
tricks? 

Tber. Pr'ythee, be filent, boy, f profit not by thy 
talk ; thou art thought to be Acbilles's male-varlet. 

Patr. Male-varlet, you rogue ? what's that ? 

Tber. Why, his mafculine whore. Now the rotten 
difcafes of the fouth, guts-griping, ruptures, catarrhs, 
loads o' gravel i'th" back, lethargies, cold patfies, raw 
eyes, dirt- rotten livers, wheezing lungs, bladders &U 
of impofthume, fciatica's, lime-kilns i'th' palme, in- 
curable bone-ach, and, the riveli'd fee-fimple of the 
tetter, take and take again fuch prepofterous dif- 
coveries.' 

Patr, Why, thou damnable box of envy, thou, 
what meaneft thou to curfe thus ? 

Tber. Do I curfe thee ? 

Patr. Why, no, you ruinous butt, you whorfbn in* 
diftinguifhable cur. 

Tber. No? why art thou then cxafperate, thou 
idle immaterial skein of fley'd filk, thou green fercenet 
flap for a fore eye, thou taflelof a prodigal's purfe, 
thou? Ah, how the poor world is pefter'd with fuch 
water-flies, diminutives of Nature. 

Patr. put, gall ! 

Tber. Finch-egg! 

Acbil. My fweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpofe in to morrow's battle : 

Here 
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Here is a letter from Queen Hecuba, 
1 A token from her daughter, my fair love, 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 
An oath that I have fworn. I will not break it \ 
Fall Greek, fail fame, honour, or go, or ftay, 
My major vow lyes here ; this I'll obey. 
Come, come, Tberfites % help to trim my tent, 
This night in banqueting muft all be fpent. 
Away, Patroclus. [Ex. 

Ther. With too much blood, and too little brain, 
thefe two may run mad : but if with too much brain* 
and too little blood, they do, 1*11 be a curer of mad- 
men. Here's Agamemnon* an honed fellow enough, 
and one hat loves quails, but he hath not fo much 
brain as ear-wax ; *and the goodly transformation of 
Jupiter there, his brother, the bull, the primitive 
ftatue, and obelisque memorial of cuckolds*, a thrifty 
fliooing-horn in a chain, hanging at his brother's leg ; 

to 

1 A token from her daughttr &c.]JThis is a circumftance take* 
from the (lory-book of the three deftru&ions of Trey. Oxford 
Editor. 

2 And the goodly transformation of Jupiter there, his brother* 
the bully the primitive ftatue, and obli q^u e memorial of 
cuckolds ;] He calls Menelaus the transformation of Jupiter, that 
is, as himfelf explains it, the bull, on account of his horns, 
which he had as a cuckold. This cuckold he calls the primitive 
ftatue of cuckolds ; . z. e . his ftory had made him fo famous, that 
he flood as the great archetype of this character. But how was he 
an oblique memorial of cuckolds t can any thing be a more dire 3 
memorial of cuckolds, than a cuckold ? and fo the foregoing 
character of his being the primitive ftatue of them plainly implies. 
To reconcile thefe two contradictory epithets therefore we fhould 
read, 

1 a nd OBBLlsc^vft memorial of cuckolds* 
He is reprefented as one who would remain an eternal monument 
of his wife's infidelity. And how could this be better done than 
by calling him an obelifque memorial? of all human edifices the 
moft durable. And the {entence rifes gradually, and properly from 
* ftatue to an obelifque. To this the editor Mr. Theobald replies, 
that the bull is called the primitive ftatue ; by which he only 
Vo l. VII. H h giveA 
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to what form, but that he is, ihoald wit larded with 
malice, and malice forced with wit, turn him ? to an 
afe were nothing, he is both aft and ox •, to an ox 
were nothing, he is both ox and afs ; to be a dog, a 
mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard, an owl, a 
puttock, or a herring without a roe, I would not 
cart : but to be Menelaus, I would confpire againft 
Deftiny, Ask me not what I would be, if I were 
not Tberjites ; for I care not, to be the lowfe of a 
hzar, fo I were not Menelau i ■ 

Hey-day, fpirits and fires ! 

SCENE IL 

Enter He&or, Troilus, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulyfles, 
Neftor, WDiomcde, with lights. 

Aga. We go wrong, we go wrong* 

Jjax. No, yonder 'tis; there, where we fee the 

light, 
Rett. I trouble you. 
Ajax. No, not a whit. 

Eyter Achilles* 

Vlyf. Here comes himfelf to guide yoy* 
Achti. Welcome, brave HeHor\ welcome, Princes all 
Aga. So, now fair Prince of !7r*y, I bid good 
night, 
Ajax commands the Guard to tend on you.' 
. Heft. Thanks, and good night, to the Greek/ 

General, 
. Men. Good night, myjprd. . 

giveth us to underftand, that he knoweth not the difference between 
the Englijb articles a and the. But by the bull is meant Mentions ; 
which title Tberfites gives him again afterwards— The cuckold and 
the cuckold- maker are at it — the bull has the game. — But the 
Oxford Editor makes quicker work with the term oblique, and 
alters it to antique, and fo all the difficulty*! evaded, 

HeS. 
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He3. Good night, fwcct lord Menelaus. 

Tber. Sweet draught— fweet, quoth a — fweet 
fink, fweet fewer. 

Acbil. Good night> and welcome, both at once, to 
Thofe 
That go or tarry. 

Aga. Good night. 

Acbil. Old Neftor tarries, and you too, Diomede, 
Keep HeSor company an hour or two. 

Dio. I cannot, lord, I have important bufinefi, 
The tide whereof is now 5 good night, great Heftor. , 

Heft. Give me your hand. 

Ufyf. follow his torch, he goes to Calcbas 9 tent : 
Pll keep you company. [To Troilus. 

Trot. Sweet Sir, you honour me. 

Heft. And fo, good night. 

Acbil. Come, come, enter my tent. [Exeunt. 

Tber. That fame Diomede's a falfe-hearted rogue,, a 
moft unjuft krtave: I will no more truft him when he 
leers, than I will a ferpent when he hiffes : he will 
fpendhis mouth and promife, like BrabUr the hound ; 
4 but when he performs, aftronomers, foretel it, that it 
is prodigious, there will come fome change : the Sun 
borrows of the Moon, when Diomede keeps his word. 
I will rather leave to fee He&or, than not to dog him: 
they fey, he keeps si Trojan drab, and ufes the traitor 
Calcbas his tent. I'll after— —Nothing but letchery ; 
all incontinent varlets. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 
Changes to Calchas'j Tent. 

Enter Diomede. 

Dio. \T 7 H A T are you up here, ho ? fpeak, 
W Col. Who calls? 
Dio. Diomede i Calcbas I think* where's your 
daughter? 
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Cal. She comes to you. 

Enter Troilus and Ulyffes, after them Therfites. 

Ulyf. Stand where the torch may not difcover us. 

Enter Creffida. 

trot. Creffid come Forth to him ? 

Bio. How now, my charge? 

Cre. Now, my fweet guardian ; hark, a word with 
you. {mnjpers. 

Trot. Yea, fo familiar? 

Ulyf. She will fing to any man at firft fight. 

Ther. And any man may fing to her, if he can take 
her cliff. She's noted. 

Dio. Will you remember? 

Cre. Remember ; yes. 

Dio. Nay, but do then ; and let your mind be 
coupled with your words. 

Troi. What fhould fhe remember ? 

Ulyf Lift, 

Cre. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to 
folly. 

fber. Roguery- — — •' 

Bio. Nay, then. 

Cre. Pll tell you what. 

Dio. Pho! pho! come, tell a pin, you are a for- 
fworn« 

Cre. In faith* I can't : what would you have me do? 

fber. A jugling trick, to be fecretly open. 

Bio. What did you fwear you would beftow on me? 

Cre. I pr'ythee, do not hold me to mine oath ; 
Bid me do any thing but that, fweet Greek. 

Bio. Good night. 

Trot. Hold, patience ■ 

Ufyf How now, Trojan? 

Cre. Diomede, ■ ■ t 

Bio. No, no, good night: 111 be your fool no 
more. 

fra. 
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Troi. Thy Better muft. 

Cre. Hark, one word in your ear. 

trot. O plague, and raadnefs! 

Ufyf You are mov'd, Prince; let us depart, I 
pray you, 
Left your dilpleafurc (hould enlarge itfelf 
To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous 5 
The time right deadly : I befeech you, go. 

Troi. Behold, I pray you— - 

Ufyf Good my lord, go off: 
You fly to great diftraftion : come, my lord. 

Troi. I pr'ythee, ftay. 

Ufyf. You have not patience ; come. 

Troi. I pray you, fby* by hell, and by hel^s ? 
torments, 
I will not fpeak a word. 

Dio. And fo, good night. 

Cre. Nay, but you part in anger ? 

Troi. Doth that grieve thee ? O wither'd truth! 

Ufyf. Why, how now, lord? 

Troi. By Jove^ I will be patient. 

Cre. Guardian — why Greek— — 

Dio. Pho, pho, adieu!, you palter. 

Cre. In faith I do not; come hither once again. 

Ufyf. You fluke, my lord, at fomethingj will 
you go ? 
You will break out. 

Troi. She ftrokes his cheek.— 

Ufyf Come, come. 

Troi. Nay, ftay ; by Jove y I will not fpeak a word. 
There is between my will and all offences 
A guard of patience: ftay a little while. 

Tber. How the devil luxury with his fat rump and 
potato finger tickles thefe together! fry, letchery, 
fry I 

Dio. But will you then ? 

Cre. In faith, I will, la ; never truft me clfe. 

H h j ^'N»j 
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Dio. Give me fome token for the furety of it* 

Cre. I'll fetch you one. [&fc 

JJlyf You have fworn patience. 

Trot. Fear me not, fweet lord, 
I will not be myfelf, nor have qognitbn 
Of what I feel: I am all patience. 

SCENE IV. 

Re-enter Creffida. 

Ther. Now the pledge; now, now, now. • 

Cre. Here, Diomede* keep this fieeve. 

Trot. O beauty ! where's thy faith ? 

Vlyf. My lord,* 

Trot. I will be patient, outyajdly, I will. 

Cre. You look upon th^t flceve; behold it wdl;- 
He lovtt me:— Q falfe wench! — Give't me agun. 

Dio. Whofewas't? 

Cre. It is no matter, qqw I have't again. 
I will not meet with you to mprrow night : 
I or* y thee, Diomede, vifit me no more. 

Ther. Now fhe lharpens : well faid, whetftone. 

Dio. I fcall have it. 

Cre. What, this? 

Bio. Ay* that. 

Cre. O, all ye Gods! O pretty, pretty pledge, 

Thy mafter now lyes thinking in his bed 

Of thee and me, and fighs, and takes my glove, 

And <*ivfcs memorial dainty kifles to it : 

As I kifs thpe.— IDiomedcs fnatcbes tbefeM* 

Nay, do not fnatch it from me: 

He> that takes. that, muft take my heart withal. 

Dio. I had yqur heart before, this follows it. 
Trot. I did fwear patience. 
Cre. You (hall not have it, Dimede : feith, y 00 
fliallnot: 
I'll give you fomething elfe. ~ 
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Dio. I will have this: whofe was it? 
Cre. *Tis no matter, 
Dio. Come, tell me whofe it was ? 
Cre. *Twas one that lov'd me better than you will. 
But, now you have it, take it. 
Dio. Whofe was it ? 

Cre. % By all Diana's waiting-women yonder, 
And by herfelf, I will not tell you whofe. 

Dio. To morrow will I wear it on my helm, 
And grieve his fpirit, that dares not challenge it. 
Troi. Wert thou the Devil, and wor'ft it on thy 
horn, 
It fhould be chdleng'd. 
Cre. Well, well, 'tis done, Vis paft* and yet ijt 

is not 

I will not keep my word. 

Dio. Why then, farewel. 
Thou never fhalt mock Diomede again. 

Cre. You Ihall not go; one cannot fpeak a 

word, 
But it ftraight ftarts you. 
Dio. I do not like this fooling. 
Tber. Nor I, by Pluto: but that that likes not you, 
pleafes me beft. 

Dio. What, ihall I come ? the hour ? 
Cre . Ay, come : — O Jove /—do, come : — r- 
I fhall be plagued, 
Dio. Farewel 'till then. [Exit. 

Cre. Coodnjght: I pr'ythee, come. 
TroiluSj farewel ; one eye yet looks on thee, 

But with my heart the other eye doth fee. 

Ah, poor our fex! this fault in us I find, 
The error of our eye dire&s our mind. 
What error leads, mufterr: O then conclude, 
Minds fway'd by eyes are full of turpitude, [Exit. 
3 By ail Diana'/ waiting-women yonder*] i\ e . the ftars which 
ihe^uto. h ^ SCENE 
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S C E N E V. 

Tber. A proof of ftrength (he could not 
more, 
Unlefc (he fay, my mind is now turnM whprt, 

Ufyf All's done, my lord. 

Trot, It is. 

Ufyf. Why ftay we then ? 

Trot. To make a recordation to my foul, 
Of every fyllable that here was fpoke : 
But if I tell how thefe two did co-a<5t, 
Shall I not lie in publilhing a truth ? 
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart, 
An efperance fo obftmately ftrong, 
That doth invert th § atteft of eyes and ears; 
As if thofe organs had deceptidus fun&ions, 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Creffid here? 

Ufyf. 1 cannot conjure, Trojan. 

Trot. She was not, fure. 

Ulyf. Moft fure, (he was. 
* Trot. Why, my negation hkth no tafte of madncfi. 

Ufyf. Nor mine, my lord: Creffid was here but now. 

Trot. Let it not be believ'd, for woman-hood! 
Think, we had mothers ; do not give advantage 
To ftubborn criticks, apt, without a theme 
For depravation, to (quare all the (ex 
By Creffid 9 * rule. Rather think this not Creffid. 

Ufyf. What hath (he done, Prince, that can foil our 
mothers ? 
i Troi. Nothing at all, unlcfs that this was (he. 

Tber. Will he fwagger himfclf out of his own eyes J 

Troi. This (he ? no, this is Diomedfs Creffida. 
If beauty have a foul, this is not fhe : 
If fouls guide vows, if vows are (an&mony, 
If fan&imony be the Gods* delight/ 
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If there be rule in unity itfelf, 
This is not fhe. O madnefs of difcourfc ! 
That caufe fcts up with and againft thyfelf ! 
Bi-fold authority ! 4 where reafon can revolt 
Without perdition, and lofs aflume all reafon 
Without revolt. This is, and is not, Creffid. 
Within my foul there doth commence a fight 
Of this ftrangc nature, that a thing infeparate 
Divides far wider than the sky and earth 5 
And yet the fpacious breadth of this divifion 
Admits no orifice for a point, as fubtle 
As flight Arachnid broken woof to enter. . 
Inftance, O inftance, ftrong as Pluto's gates ! 
Creffid is mine, tied with the bonds of heav'n ; 
Inftance, O inftance, ftrong as heav'n itfelf! 
The bonds of heav'n are flip'd, diffolv'd and loos'd: 
And with another knot five-finger-tied, 
The fractions of her faith, orts of her Jove, 
The fragments, fcraps, the bits, and greafie reliqucs 
Of her o'er-eaten faith, are bound to Diomedc. 

Ulyf. May worthy Zroilus be half attach'd 
With that which here his paffion does exprefi ? 

Trot. Ay, Greek, and that fhall be divulged well s 
In characters, as red as Mars his heart 

InflamM with Venus — ne'er did young man fancy 

With fo eternal, and fo fix'd a foul 

Hark, Greek, as much as I do CreJJid love, 

So much by weight hate I her Diomedc. 

That fleeve is mine, that he'll bear in his helm : 

Were it a cask compos'd by Vulctris skill, 

My fword fhould bite it : not the dreadful (pout, 

W hich fhip-men do the hurricano call, 



•where reafon can revolt 



Without perdition, and lofs ajfume all reafon 
Without revolt.—'} A miferable expreffion of a qaaint 
thought, That to he unreafonable in love is reafonahle ; and to 
he reafonahle, unreafonable. Perdition and lofs are both ufed in 
the very iame.fcafc, jnd that an odd one, to fignify unreafonable- 
vtfs. 

Con- 
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Conftring*d in mafs by the almighty Sun, 
Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune's ear 
In his defcent, than fhall my prompted fword 
Falling on Diomede. 

Ther. He'll tickle it For his concupy. 

Troi. O CreffidJ O falfe Creffid! falfe, falfe, falfc ! 
Let all untruths ftand by thy ftained name, 
And they'll fecm glorious. 

Uiyf. O, Contain yourfelf : 
Your paflion draws ears hither. 

Enter ^Enea's. 

Mne. I have been fecking you this hour, my lord, 
He£ior y by this, is arming him in Trey. 
Ajaxy your guard, (lays to condufl: you home. 

TroL Have with you, Prince; my courteous lord, 
adieu. 
Farewel, revolted fair : and, Diomede, 
Stand fall, and wear a caftle on thy head! 

Ulyf. I'll brine you to the gates. 

Trot. Accept diftra&ed thanks. 

[Exeunt Troilus, ^Eneas, WUlyff*' 

Ther. 'Would, I could meet that rogue Ljjmdtj I 
would croak like a raven : I would bode, I would 
bode. Patrocks will give me any thing for the intel- 
ligence of this whore : the parrot will do no more for 
an almond, than he for a commodious drab : letchery, 
letchery, ftill wars and letchery, nothing clfe holds far 
ihion. A burning devil take them ! [£**• 



SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

Changes to the Palace of Troy. 

Enter Heftor and Andromache. 

And. VI 7 HEN was my lordfo much ungently 

W temper'd, 
To flop his ears againft admonifhment ? 
Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to day. 

Hell* You train me to offend you ; get you gone. 4 
By all the everlafting Gods, I'll go. 

And. My dreams will, fure, prove ominous to day. 

ReEt. No more, I fay. 

Enter Caflandra. 

Caf. Where is my brother Heftbrt 
And. Here, fitter, arm'd, and bloody in intent 5 
Confort with me in loud and dear petition ; 
Purfue we him on knees $ for I have dreamt 
Of bloody turbulence ; and this whole night 
Hath nothing been but fhapes and forms of flaughterj 
Caf. O, 'tis true. 

HeEt. Ho ! bid my trumpet found. 
Caf. No notes of fally, for the heav'ns, fweet brother.' 
Heft. Be gone, I fay : the Gods have heard me fwear. 
Caf. " The Gods are deaf to hot and peevifh 
* vows; 
€t They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd 
** Thkn fpotted livers in the facrifice. 

And. O! beperfwaded, do not count it holy 
To hurt by being juft -, it were as lawful 
For us to count we givfe what's gain'd by thefts, 
And rob in the behalf of charity. 

Caf. It is the purpofe that makes flrong the vow ; 
But vows to every purpofe muft not hold : 
Unarm, fweet HeSor. 

He8. 
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Hell. Hold you ftill, I fay; 
Mine honour keeps the weather of my Fate; 
Life every man holds dear, but the brave man 
Holds honour far more precious-dear than life. 

Enter Troilus. 

How now, young man ; mean'ft thou to fight today? 

And. Caffandra, call my father to perfwade. 

[Exit Calfcndra. 
Heft. No, faith, young froths. \ doff thy harnefi, 

youth : 
I am to day i* th* vein of chivalry : 
Let grow thy finews till their knots be ftrong, 
And tempt not yet the brufhes of the war. 
Unarm thee, go 5 and doubt thou not, brave boy, 
I'll Hand, to day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Trot. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you j 
Which better fits a lion, than a man. 

Heft. What vice is that ? good Troths, chide me 
for it. 

Trou * When many times the caitiff Grecians fall, 
Ev*n in the fan and wind of your fair fword, 
You bid them rife, and live. 

Heft. O, *tis fair play. 

Troi. Fools play, by Heaven, He ft or. 

Heft. How now? how now? 

Trot. For love of all the Gods, 
Let's leave the hermit Pity with .our mothers; 
And when we have our armour buckled on, 
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our fwords, 
Spur them to rueful work, rein them from ruth. 

6 When mauy times the captive Grecians faIl,Y Tiw»Jw" 
ing fuppofes He8or infulcing over his captives, which is &* 
Troi/us*s meaning : who is here fpeaking of Hector's actions in the 
field. Without doubt Shake/pear wrote, 

When many times the caitiff Grecians /a//, 
/. e. daftardly Grecians; a character natural for the fpcaKff to 
give them, and juRified by his account of them. 
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Heff. Fie, fcvage, fie! 

Trei. He8or 9 thus 'tis in wars. 

Heff. Troilus* I would not have you fight to day. 

Troilus. Who (hould with-hold me? 
Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ; 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees, 
Their eyes o*er-galled 7 with recourfe of tears ; 
Nor you, my brother, with your true fword drawn 
Oppos'd to hinder me, lhould flop my way, 
But by my ruin. 

SCENE VII. 

Enter Priam and Caflandra. 

Caf. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him faft : 
He is thy crutch ; now if thou lofe thy Stay, 
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee, 
Fall all together. 

Priam . Heff or, come, go back : . 
Thy wife hath dreamt 9 thy mother hath had vifions 3 
Caflandra doth forefee ; and I myfelf 
Am, like a prophet, fuddenly enrapt 
To tell thee, that this day is ominous: 
Therefore come back. 

Hell. jEneas is a-field, 
And I do ftandtngag f d to many Greeks* 
Ev'n in the faith of valour, to appear 
This morning to them. 

Priam. But thou (halt not go. 

Heff. I muft not break my faith : 
You know me dutiful, therefore, dear Sir, 
Let me not fhame refpeft; but give me leave 
To take that courfe by your content and voi^e, 
Which you do here forbid me, Royal Priam* 



7 - W/J recourfe of tears \] /. *. tears that continue to 
courfe one another down the &ce* 

Caf. 
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Caf. O, Priam, yield not to him. 
And. Do not, dear father. 
He». Andromache, I am offended with you*' 
Upon the love you bear me, get you in. [jE*i7 And; 

Trot. Thisfoolifh, dreaming, fiiperftitioqs girl 
Makes all thefe bodements. 

Caf. O farewel, dear He&or : 
Look, how thou dieft ; look, how thy eyes turn pale! 
Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many v^nts ! 
Hark, how Trey roars ; how fjecuba cries out ; 
How poor Andromache flirills her dolour forth ! 
Behold, diftra&ion, frenzy and amazement, 
Like witlefs anticks, one another meet, 
And all cry, Heftor, Hello?* dead ! O He&ort 

trou Away!« Awaj! : 

Caf. Farewel: yet, loft: Heftor, I take my leave ; 
Thou do'ft thyfelf and all our troy deceive. [Exit. 

Hell. You are arnaz'd, my liege, at her exclaim : 
Go in and cheer the town, we'll forth and fight 5 
Do deeds worth praife, and tell you them at night. 

Priam. Farewel : the Gods with fafety fehdabofjt 
thee! [Alarm. 

*troi. They're at it, hark : proud Diomede> be&ve, 
I come to lofe my arm, or win my fleevc. 

SCENE VIII. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Pan. Do you hear, my lord, do ypu hear ? 
. Troi. What now? 

Pan. Here's, a letter come fromyond poor girl. 

Trot. Let me read. 

Pan. A whorfon ptifick, a whprfon rafcafly ptifick 
fo troubles me \ and the foolifh fortune of this girl, and 
what one thing and what another, that! fhfcll leave 
you one o* thefe days j and I have a rheum in mine eyes 
too, and fuch an acn in my bones that ttnlcfs a man were 

curft, 
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curd, I cannot tell what to think ©n't. What fays 
fhe, there? 

Trot. Words, words, meer words ; no matter from 
the heart: 
TV efFe£fc doth operate another way. [Tearing the Utter. 
Go, wind to wind 5 there turn and change together : A 
My love with words and errors ftill fhe feeds s 
But edifies another with her deeds. 

Pan. Why, but hear you— — 

Trot. Hence, brothel-lacquey ! ignominy and (ham? 
Purfue thy life, and live ay with thy name ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. 

Changes to fhe Field between Troy and the Camp. 

[Alarum.] Enter Therftfcp. 

?fc*r.T^T O W' they are clapper-clawing one another, 
,LN Fllgolookon: that diffcmbling abomina- 
ble varlet, Diomede^ has got that fame fcurvy, doating, 
foolilh young knaves fleeve of Troy, there, in his helm : 
I would fain fee them meet ; that, that lame young 
Trojan afs, that loves the whore there, might fend 
that Greeki/h whott-ma&er villain, with the fleeve, back 
to the diffembling luxurious drab, of a fleevelefs Errant. 
O'th* other fide, the policy of thofe crafty (a) fneering 
rafcals, that ftale old moufe-eaten dry cheefe Neftor* 
and that fame dog-fox Ulyjfes> is not prov'd worth a 
black-berry.— They kt me up in policy that mungril 
cur Ajax, againft that dog of as bad a kiqd, Achilles. 
And now is the cur Ajax prouder than th? cur Achilles* 
and will not arm to day : whereupon the Grecians 
begin to proclaim barbarifm, and policy grows into 
an ill opinion. 

[ (a) fatting. Mr. Theobald— —Vulg. /wearing.] 

Enter 
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Enter Diomede and Troilus. 
Soft — here comes fleeve. and t'other. 

Troi. Fly not ; for fhould'ft thou take the river Stjx } 
I would fwipi after. 

Dio. Thou doft mifcall Retire : 
I do not fly 5 but advantageous care 
Withdrew me from the odds of multitude ; 
Have at thee / [They go off, fighting. 

Tber. Hold thy whore, Grecian ; now for thy whore, 
Trojan : now the fleeve, now the fleeve, now thefleeve! 

SCENE X. 
Enter Hefton 

Heft. What art thou, Greek! art thou for HeBor't 
match ? 
Art thou of blood and honour? 

Tber. No, no : I am a rafcal ; a fcurvy railing 
knave ; a very filthy rogue. 

Heft. I do believe thee — live. [£*//. 

Tber. Godo* mercy, that thou wilt believe raej 
but a plague break thy neck for frighting me! What's 
become of the wenching rogues ? I think, they have 
fwallowed one another. 1 would laugh at that miracle- 
yet, in a fort, letchery eats it felf : I'll feek them. [Exit. 

Enter Diomede and Servant. 

Dio. Go, go, my fcrvant, take thou TroiM horfy 
Prefent the fair Steed to my lady CreJJid: 
Fellow, commend my fervice to her beauty : 
Tell her, I have chaftis'd the amorous Trojan, 
And am her knight by proof. 

Ser. I go, my lord. 



SCENE 
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SCENE XL 
Enter Agafiiemnon. 

Aga. Renew, renew : the fierce Polydamas 
Hath beat down Menon : • baftard Margarelon 
Hath Doreus prifoncr, 
And Hands CokjJus-mfc 9 waving his beam 
Upon the pafhed coarfes of the Kings* 
Epijtropus and Odius . Potyxenus is (lain 5 
Ampbimacbus and 2£<ww deadly hurt ; 
Patrodus ta'en or (lain* and Palamedes ; 

Sore hurt and bruis'd * 9 the dreadful Sagittarjr 
Appals our numbers : hafte we, Biomede % 
To reinforcement, or we perifli all. 
Enter Neftor. 

Neft. Go bear Patrodus' body to Achilles* 
And bid the fnail-pac'd Ajax arm for fhame, 
There arc! a thoufand Hettors in the field : 
Now, here he fights l on Galatbe his horfe, 
And there lacks work j anon* he's there a-foof, 
And there they fly or dye, like fcalcd Ihoals 
Before the belching whale : then is he yonder, 

8 baftard Margarelon] Tke introducing a baftartl 
foh of Priam, under the name of Margarehn, is one of the cir- 
cumftances taken from the ftory-book of The three Deftru&ions of 
Troy. * Mr. Theobald. 

9 -*— the dreadful Sz&ttoLry 

Appals our numbers i~] u Beyonde the Royal me of Ama* 
" fonnecame an auncyent Kynge, wyfe and dyfereete, named 
" Ejfffiropbusi and brought a M. Knyghtes, and a mervaylloufe 
u Belle that was called Sagitt ary e, that behynde themyddes 1 
c< was an horfe, and to fore, a Man : This Befte was heery lyko 
* € an horfe, and had his Eyen rede as a Cole, and fhotte well with 
*' a bowe s This Befte made the Grekes fire aferde, and flew* 
" many of them with his Bowe' 9 The three Deft ru& ions of Troy, 
printed by C ax ton. Mr. Theobald* 

1 on Galathe his horfe,] From the fame book is taken this 

name given to Ht8§r*t horfe. Mr. Theobald* 

VouVIL Ii And 



Digitized by CjOOQLC 



482 Troilus and Crhssida. 

And there the ftrawy * Greeks^ ripe for his edge, 
Fall down before him, like the mower's fwath ; 
Here, there, and pv'ry where, he leaves and takes } 
Dexterity fo obeying appetite, 
That what he will, he does-, and dees fo much, 
That proof is call'd impoffibility. 

Enter Ulyffes. 

Ulyf. Oh, courage, courage, Princes ; great Aebtiki 
Is arming, weeping, curling, vowing vengeance \ 
Patroclus 9 wounds have rowz'd his drowfie blood, 
Together with his mangled Mymubns> 
That nofelefs, handlefs, hackt and chipt, dome to him, 
Crying on Heftor. Ajax has loft a friend, 
And foams at mouth 5 and he is orm'd, and at it, 
Roaring for froilus> who hath (done today 
Mad and fantaftick execution \ 
Engaging and redeeming of himfelf, 
"With fuch a carelefs force, and forcelefi care, 
As if that luck in very fpite q{ cunning 
Bad him win all . 

SCENE XII, 
Enter Ajax. 

Ajax. froilus, thou coward Troths I [Exit, 

Bio. Ay, there, there. 

Neft. So, fo, we draw together. [Exewt. 

Enter Achilles. 
Achil. Where is this ffiflor? 
Come, come, thou boy-killer, fhew me thy face : 
Know, what it is to meet Atbilles angry. 
He&or % where's Heftor ? I will none but HeEtor. [Exit. 

2 — - Greeks, ripe for bis edge, 

Tall down before him> like tbe mower's fiv/ztb; Sec.'] Tho' 
this old ftory-book was our poet's guide in the fable, yet nature 
led him up to the fublime images of Homer, whom want of leaning 
kept him from acquaintance with. 

Re-enter 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



Troilus ##</ Cressida. 483 

Jfrfrtttr ' Ajax. 

^Vz*. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, fhew thy head ! 

Re-enter Diomede. 

Z>/<?. TrcifaSf I fay, where's Tra/w / 
Ajok. What wouldft thou ? 
Z>*V. I would correct him. 
Ajax. Were I the General, thou fhouldft have my 
Office, 
Ere that corrcdion : Troilus, I fay, what ! Troilus ? 

Enter Troilus. 

Trot. Oh, traitor Diomede! turn thy falfe fate, thou 
traitor, 
And pay thy life, thou dweft me for my horfe. 
Dio. Ha, art thou there ? 
Ajax. 1*11 fight with him alone: ftand, Diomede. 
Dio. He is my prize, I will not look upon. 
Troi. Come both, you cogging Greeks, have at 
you both. [Exeunt, fighting. 

Enter Heftor, 

HfB. Yea, 7roifas ? O Well fought ! my youngeft 
brother. 

Enter Achilles. 

AcbH. Now do I fee thee % have at thee, Hellor. 

Heft. Paufe, if thou wilt. [Fight. 

AchiL I do dHdafn thy courtefie, proud Trojan. 
Be happy that itiy arms are out of ufe, 
My Reft and Negligence befriend thee now, 
But thou ^non (halt hear of me again : 
Till when, go feek thy fortune. 

Reff. Fare thee well ; 
I would have been much more a fttftier man, 
Had I expe&ed thee; How now, my brother ? 

I i 2 Enter 
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Enter Troilus 

Trot. Jjax hath x^tvcMneas * Hull it be? 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious hcav*n, 
He flwll not carry him : 1*11 be taken too, 
Or bring him off: Fate, hear me what Hay ; 
| reck not, though thou end my life to day. [Exit. 

Enter One in qrmmr. 

Hell. Stand, (land, thou Greek^ thou art a goodly 
mark: 
No ? wilt thou not ? I like thy armour well, 
I'll frufli it, and unlock the rivets all, 
But Til be matter of it ; wilt thou not, bead, abide ? 
Why then, fly on, I'll hunt thee for thy hide. [Exit. 

Enter Achilles with Myrmidons. 

Mini. Come here about me, you my Myrmidons. 
Mark what I fay, attend me where I wneel ; 
Strike not a ftroke, but keep your felves in breath * 
And when I have the bloody Hettor found, 
Empale him with your weapons round about : 
In felled manner execute your arms. 
Follow me, Sirs, and my Proceeding eye : 
Jt is decreed — Bettor the great mutt die. [Exeunt. 

SCENE XIII. 

Enter Thcrfites, Menelaus and Paris, 

fber. The cuckold, and the cuckold-maker are 
at it : now bull, now dog ; 'loo, Paris % 'loo ; now 
jny double-hen'd fparrow ; loo, Paris, 'loo ; the bull 
jias the game : 'ware horns, ho. 

[Exeunt Paris and Menelaus. 

Enter Bajiard. 

Baft. Turn, flave, and fight. 
fber. What art thou ? 
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Baft. A baftard fon of Priam's. 

Tber. I am a baftard too, I love baftards. I am a 
baftard begot, baftard inftru&ed, baftard in mind, 
baftard in valour, in every thing illegitimate: one 
Bear will not bite another, and wherefore ihould one 
baftard ? take heed, the quarrel's moft ominous to 
us : If the fon of a whore fight for a whore, he 
tempts judgment : farewel, baftard. 

Baft. The devil take thee, coward, [Exeunt. 

SCENE XIV. 

Enter He&or. 

HeH£ Moft putrified core, fo fair without !— — 
Thy goodly armour thus hath coft thy life. 
Now is my day's work done ; FU take my breath : 
Reft, fword, thou haft thy fill of blood and death. 

Enter Achilles and bis Myrmidons. 
Acbil. Look, Heftor, how the Sun begins to fetj 
How ugly Night comes breathing at his heels: 
Ev'n with the veil and darkning of the Sun, 
To clofc the day up, Hector's life is done. 

[They fall upon He&or, and kill him. 
JleSt. I am unarm'd, forego this vantage, Greek. 
AMI. s Strike, fellows, ftrike, this is the man I 
feek. 
80, Ilion, fall thou next. Now, Tray, fink down ; 
Here lies thy heart, thy finews and thy bone. 
On, Myrmidons, and cry you all amain, 
Achilles hath the mighty Heftor (lain. 
Hark, a retreat upon our Grecian part. 

Myr. The Trojan trumpets found the like, my lord. 
Achil. The dragon wing of night o'erfpreads the. 
earth; 

3 Strike, fellows, ftrike, ] This particular of Achilles 

pyer powering He dor by numbers, is taken from the old Story* 
fepok, * Oxford Editor. 

And, 
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And, ftickler-like, the armies feparates. 
My half-fupt fword, that frankly wodldhavofed, 
Fleas'd with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed* 
Come, tye his body to my horfe's tail : 
Along the field I will the Trojan trail [Exeunt. 

[Sound retrial. SbM* 

Hnter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaijs,Ndt6r, Diofticdc, 
and the reft marching. 

Aga. Hark, hark, what ftiout is that ? 

Neft. Peace, drums. 

Sol. Achilles! Achilles! ifctfor's flain ! Achilles! 

Dio. The bruit is, Htftor*& flain, and by AcMUes. 

Ajax. If it is fo, yet bragkfs kt it be : w 
Great Heftor was as good a man as he. 

Aga. March haftily along; letonebefent 
To pray Achilles fee us at our Tent. 
If in his death the Gods have us befriended, 
Great Troy is ours, and our fharp wars are ended. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE XV. 

Enter iEneas, Paris, Antenor and Deiphobus. 

jEne. Stand, ho J yet arc we mafters of the field i 
Never go home, here ftarve we oat the night; 

Enter Troilus. 

Trou Heftor is flain. 

All HeSdrh the Gods forbid ! 

Troi. He's dead, and at the. gwtherer's horfe's tail 
In beaftly fort dragg'd througn wa ihamefol field. 
+ Frown on, you heav'ns, eflfed your rage with fpetd •, 

Sir, 

4 Frown on, you htaifns* tffeQ your rage with /feed $ 

Sit, Gods, upon your Thrones, and smile at Troy,] Here 
Troilus is made to invoke the Gods to frown in one line, and to 
/mile in the other : And, as if he had not talked nonfcnfe enough, 
afcer having made them do and undo, and protradt the fate of Troy, 
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Sit» Gods, upon your Thrones, and fmite at frqg % 
I fay, at once. Let your brief plagues be mercy, 
And linger not our fare deftrurStions on. 

J£*f. My lord, you do difcomfort all the Hoft. 

Trou You underftand me not, that tell me id : 
I do not fpeak of flight, of fear, of death, 
B«t dare all imminence, that Gods and men 
Addrefc their dangers i*>. HtBer is gone! 
Who 0»ll tell Pmm fo i or Hecuba i "* 

Let him, that will a fcrietch-owl ay be call'd, 
Go into Troy 9 and fay there, He8or*$ dead : 
That is a word will Priam turn to ftone ; 
5 Make wellipg jVfe£tt of the maids and wfvesj 
Cold ftatues of the youth 5 and, in a word, 
Scare Troy out of it felf. But march away, 
Hi&w is dead : there is no more to fay. 
Stay yet, you vile abominable Tents, 
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains : 
Let Vftm rift as early a$ he dare, 
I'll through and through you. And thou, great-fiz'd 

coward ! , . • 

No fpace of earth lhall funder our two hates 5 f 

FU haunt thee, like a wicked conscience ftill, 
That mouldeth Goblins fwift a6 Frenzy's thoughts. 
Strike a free March to Trey! with comfort go : 
Hope of revenge fcall hide our inward woe. 
Enter Pandanjs. 

Pan. But hear you, hear you ? 

in the next line fee begs them to be fpeedy and brief, anddifpatch 
them at once. We mould read and point the paflage thus, 
Sit, Gods, uponyo' drones, and smiti at Troy, 
I fay, at once. ^*. ynur brief plagues be mercy. v ♦ 

5 Make well 3 and Niobes of the maids and wives ;] We 
fhould certainly read, welling Niobcs, i. e. Niobcs <w riling, or 
(beaming down with tears. To <well, an old word to babble or 
fpring out. The image of Niobe was here properly employed. So 
in Hamlet, 

, like Niobe all tears. 
But the Oxford Editor alters it to wells and rivers. 

Trot. 
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frri. Hence, brothel-lacquey j ignominy, fltrsLi 

\Strikes a 
Purfue thy life, and live ay with thy name / 

[£*» 
Pa*. A goodly med'eine for my aking bones ! < 
world J world! world ! thus is the poor agent defp& 
Oh, traitors and bawds, how earneftly are you fe 
work, and how ill requited ? why ihould our enc 
▼our be lb lov'd, and the performance fb loath 
what verfe for it ? what inftance for it ?-— — let 

fee- 

Full merrily the humble-bee doth ling, 

•Till he hath loft his honey and his fting j 

But being once fubdu'd in armed tail, 

Sweet honey and fweet notes together fail* 

Good traders in the flefh, let this in your pamt< 

cloths— 
As many as be here of Pandoras Hall, 
Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar's Fall * 
Or if you cannot weep, yet give fome groans, 
Though not for me, yet for your aking bones. 
Brethren and fitters of the hold-door trade, 
Some two months hence my will (hall here be made 
It Ihould be now ; but that my fear is this, 
* Some galled goofe of fVtnchefter would hifi 5 
•Till then, 111 fweat, and feek about for eafes 5 
And at that time bequeath you my difeafcs. [Exit 

6 Smi galled gnf$ of Winchefter— ] The publick tew 
were anciently under the jurifdiclion of the bi&op of Winchefter. 

Mr. Pope. 



The End qf the Seventh Volume. 
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